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Chapter 1 


Darth Vader: The Hero of Naboo 
Disclaimer: | don't own Star Wars. 


Summary: The Force often works in strange ways. That was never 
truer when Darth Vader, not Anakin Skywalker, found himself on 
Naboo during the Trade Federation occupation. How is the Republic 
to react to a Sith Lord that has committed no crime and is aiding 
Queen Amidala? And did | mention Vader wasn't the only one 
brought along the ride? No, it's not Luke or Leia. 


Regular Speak 

Thoughts and Flashback 
Demonic or Animalistic Speak 
Demonic or Animalistic Thought 


Darth Vader, Dark Lord of the Sith, Apprentice to Darth Sidious, 
Right Hand of Emperor Palpatine and Supreme Commander of the 
Imperial Armies was currently stranded in a forest on an unknown 
planet with little recollection of how he got there. 


Let it never be said that age had not taught the Sith how to remain 
calm in unusual circumstances, for even those that knew him would 
claim he was taking this exceptionally well. 


As he strode through the forest, he vaguely recalled his last 
moments before waking up to this world. He had been on the bridge 
of the Executor while... who had he been speaking with? It was still 
a bit hazy, but by the Force or his returning memory, it was getting 
clearer. He knew the recently promoted Admiral Firmus Piett was 
there, but they were speaking with someone else. Someone... 
important? Or someone that knew something important.. 


‘Hmm, yes, we were pursuing the Millennium Falcon. Fett reported 


its destination and we were discussing the trap for the Princess and 
her allies. We were making the jump to hyperspace, then... nothing? 
We didn't crash, or this forest would be scorched to cinders,' He 
mused to himself, marching through the forest with his imposing yet 
confident gait. He was currently just thanking the Force that he had 
his lightsa- 


He stopped dead in his tracks as he felt something, a presence in 
the force; Two to be exact. Both were... familiar, but he couldn't 
place them. Whatever happened to him had made him feel 
temporarily un-synced to the force, as if his connection to it had 
suffered a metaphorical concussion. It made things murky, but his 
ability to sense through the force was steadily returning. Like how he 
had changed his course ever so slightly to head towards the nearest 
civilization he could perceive. 


That too gave him a sense of Deja vu. In fact, the whole planet was 
giving him that feeling, like he had been here before. Unfortunately, 
he had been to many, many planets with forests like this, so that 
didn't really narrow the list down any. He was just glad it wasn't 
Tatooine-By the Force, how he had secretly wished for the Death 
Star to have been used on that planet before that distaster at Yavin. 
Then again, it wasn't Mustafar either. The less said about that place, 
the better. 


If anyone could see his face, they would have seen Darth Vader 
blinking with a surprised look as he stared at an animal. It was a 
large creature, over eleven feet tall, with long legs and a very short 
neck. The fur was a golden shade while the head had large floppy 
ears and four twisting antlers. It watched the Sith Lord for just a 
moment before bolting into the forest, leaving a confused Vader in 
its wake. 


"An ikopis?" He questioned out loud. While he didn't have a lot of 
experience with these creatures, he did know them by sight and 
knew that there were only two places to find it: On Naboo or one of 
its moons, Rori. And Vader had never been to Rori. His gloved 
hands gripped themselves so tightly, he worried he might actually 
break the machinery in the hands, "Of all the places it would be, it 
had to be here," He muttered in distaste, continuing his walk to what 
he was already guessing to be Theed... which meant the signatures 


he was sensing were probably two of Padme's family members or 
former handmaidens. 


Naboo had been a place he had avoided with great zeal since he 
became the Dark Lord the galaxy knew him as. Coincidentally, so 
had Darth Sidious avoided sending his apprentice here or any of his 
more dubious agents. Naboo was a special place to both of them for 
different reasons. And even in the blackened hearts of the Siths, 
they both allowed themselves and each other that weakness, to 
keep this little planet mostly untouched by their works. There was 
also the solemn and siltent agreement to utterly and painfully 
destroy anyone that would harm the peaceful planet and anyone 
that forced the Sith Lords to do so themselves. 


Yet, here Vader was, on the one planet he probably never intended 
to revisit- and if he ever did come back here, it would only be either 
to die or because he had somehow made peace with his past. The 
latter hadn't happened and unless his life support was on the fritz, 
the former wasn't about to happen either. With a sigh, something he 
had to actually had to try to accomplish these days, Darth Vader 
headed to the edge of a forest hill, hoping to get a good look at the 
city if only to get a proper guess on how far he was from there and 
approximate how long it would take to send a message to the 
nearest Star Destroyer to pick him up- and tell him what the hell 
happened to his Executor! 


Once he reached the edge, Vader grabbed onto a branch as he 
peered over the forest and plains to the capital city of Naboo, Theed. 
Where his wife laid buri- 


"... Are they reenacting the Trade Federation's occupation?" Darth 
Vader asked himself in mild curiosity as he turned to his left. In the 
distance, he saw what appeared to be an assortment of old B1 
Battle Droids and AATs marching out of the forest. He fought so 
many of them in the clone wars that he still recognized them from a 
distance. While the prospect of such a thing didn't really surprise 
him, it was the fact that he had never heard of such a thing that set 
off some alarm bells. The bells got louder as the marching line got 
longer and longer. There was no possible way they had that many 
droids or actors to perform this kind of show, let alone without him 
knowing about it. 


Adrenaline pumped through his veins, his heart pounded in his suit 
and his loud breathing became labored as his mind tried to process 
the impossible idea forming in his head. With a shudder, he 
regained control of his emotions as he forced himself to reach out to 
the city. There was fear there and plenty of that. And somewhere in 
the long march of droids, Darth Vader could sense a nervous and 
fearful being that was also loaded with greed and triumph: He took 
this to be Viceroy Nute Gunray. 


Beyond that were two Jedi signatures, which he scolded himself for 
not realizing sooner, that were somewhere in or beyond the city. 
They were, in fact, the two familiar ones he picked up earlier. One 
was very much like Obi-Wan, but off: Probably because this was a 
much younger Obi-Wan than what he was used to. The other was 
Qui Gon Jinn. That presence, however brief he had known it, was 
unmistakable. After all, who forgets the person that freed them from 
slavery? 


But even those two took a back seat to the presence he had actually 
been looking for, the one he had long since wished to feel again, but 
had resigned himself that he would never have that privilege, "... 
Padme." He whispered numbly. 


He forced himself to take several deep breaths, to keep from 
heading straight through the city and destroying everything in his 
path between him and her. If he was back in time... if this was the 
start of the Trade Federation Occupation, then she didn't even know 
Anakin Skywalker just yet, so all he'd do is terrify her. Unless time 
was altered, she was not in danger right now and Nute Gunray 
needed her alive, unless he completely misremembered how Obi- 
Wan explained to him the parts of the event that he, Anakin, wasn't 
involved in at the time. 


Still, that left him with few options... at least, few obvious ones. But 
let it never be said that Vader wasn't good at planning on the spot- 
Sidious had trained him very well in that, as well as many other arts. 
Speaking of the Sith, Vader noted the less oppressive, almost 
unnoticeable feeling of currently-Senator Palpatine. In fact, if he 
didn't know the presence so well himself, Vader would guess that he 
wouldn't even notice it all-much like how none of the Jedi noticed it 
before it was too late. 


Nodding to himself, the Dark Lord made his way down the forest. 
Hopefully, he could get into the city without anyone noticing and 
before anyone managed to escape. 


Timeskip 


The Dark Lord of the Sith was both insanely irritated and extremely 
grateful for the incompetence of the federation droids. While they 
were immune to mind manipulations, they were not immune to the 
simplest of tricks: Such as being distracted by a thrown rock, which 
was how he got in the city itself or something falling over- that 
method being how he was getting into the palace. Everything else 
was a mix of sticking to the shadows, using back alleys and muting 
his respirator: Despite common belief, his life support could be 
silent. It worked less efficiently, but not enough to be an immediate 
concern. He just preferred not to for the psychological effect it had 
on his enemies and underlings- plus, it made stealth even more 
effective when he turned it off temporarily rather than muting it 
completely. 


Still, the fact that not one droid had spotted him on his entire walk to 
the palace felt massively disappointing. He was nearly seven feet 
tall, dressed in all black, wore a skull-like mask, and was a literal 
durasteel cyborg! Something like that shouldn't be able to sneak 
past armed forces successfully! 


‘Hate the programmers, not the droids,' Vader thought to himself 
smolderingly as he walked up to one of the palace's side entrances. 
The droids were investigating a statue that had suddenly tipped over 
and broke. He hid behind a pillar for a moment before strolling up to 
the door. Once inside, he took a moment to pause and collect 
himself, '... /f /'m not careful, | may join up with the Separatists just 
to improve these damn droids. | was so busy fighting them that | 
never realize how much an insult they are to all that appreciate 
creating fine working machinery! He thought to himself, trying to 
reign in his annoyance. He hated incompetence like a plague, but at 
least with Stormtroopers there was potential improvement. With 
droids, it was primarily on the programmers how well their creations 
functioned and these droids were cheap beyond belief. 


Sure, C3P0 wasn't perfect, but he was made from desert scraps and 


at least he was competent! And he swore that some force spirit 
lurked inside R2D2! That astrodroid was too good at too many 
things it wasn't meant to do! And Vader, as Anakin, had only 
customized him for a sixth of those! 


Pulling himself out of his mental tech-ranting-zone, the Jedi Slayer 
hummed as he restored his ominous breathing. He was in the 
palace now, so he didn't mind being noticed as much now. His 
former, or future, Jedi master and Qui Gon were in the city, probably 
sneaking about to get in the palace and rescue the queen- if that 
didn't sound like it wasn't out of a fairy tale, then Vader was an 
albino zeltron. Nute Gunray was definitely in here with Padme, 
probably escorting her and her aides with a squad of battle droids, 
"Perhaps it is best for me to make a... strong first impression," He 
mused. 


For some reason, despite the mechanical limbs and life support suit, 
he suddenly felt half his age... 


Meanwhile 


Padme Naberrie, secretly Queen Amidala of Naboo, walked dutifully 
with the rest of the handmaidens and her personal guards, just 
behind her body double, Sabe. Along with them were the captain of 
Theed Palace security, Quarsh Panaka, and the governor of Naboo, 
Sio Bibble. Around them were about a dozen battle droids, escorting 
them to wherever Nute Gunray decided to hold them until she was 
ready to cooperate. 


Why they were being lead to the main entrance and exit of the 
palace, she wasn't sure, unless Gunray was just trying to flaunt the 
fact that he captured her to the citizens. 


Regardless, as they made their way down the hall, Padme couldn't 
help being suspicious when the droids all suddenly came to a stop, 
"Halt!" The lead one ordered with one hand raised, looking around 
oddly. 


"What is it?" Another of the battledroids asked in the droid 
equivalent of confusion. Padme caught Panaka's look, asking if they 
should try and overwhelm the mechanical soldiers. She shook her 


head, not wanting to take a risk like that just yet. 


"Audial disturbance detected. Source location unknown," The lead 
droid answered, its head moving back and forth in an attempt to 
locate the noise. 


"My sensors detect it as well," Another droid confirmed, followed by 
the rest. 


"What are they talk about?" Panaka muttered to himself, the 
captives eyeing thier guards oddly. 


*Kuuuuuuh Kerrr* 


Every organic member of the group suddenly froze as a cold chill 
ran up their spines, the distant but sharp sound of artificial breathing 
hitting their ears like the voice of death itself, the soul chilling 
atmosphere that traveled with it doing nothing to ease their worries 
as the noise steadily grew louder and louder. 


Even the true Queen Amidala found herself trembling for an instant, 
the air suddenly carrying an extra weight to it. 


"Intruder sighted!" A droid declared behind them, prompting the 
entire group, human and droid alike, to do an about face. There, not 
thirty feet down the hallway, was a large, humanoid monolith. There 
was little other way to describe the nearly seven foot tall figure, 
wearing a skull-like mask and cap. He starred at all of them through 
the lifeless black lenses of his mask, his breathing the only thing 
breaking the silence of the room. 


"Halt! State your identity!" One of the two battle droids closest to the 
newcomer ordered, aiming their blasters at him as the rest of their 
comrades fanned out around the prisoners as to not hit them by 
mistake. In response, the stranger ignited his crimson lightsaber and 
began his advance on them. 


'A Jedi? Is he one of the ambassadors ?' Padme thought in shock, 
not recalling any tales of Jedi looking so... intimidating. 


"Jedi! Blast him!" The leader droid ordered. 


The first droid fell to its own blaster bolt being sent back at him. 
As did the second. 
And the third. 


The three after that were crushed against a wall with a wave of his 
hand. 


Four more were sliced to pieces by the lightsaber being thrown at 
them before almost instantly returning to the hand of its owner. 


The last two lost their head pieces with a flick of a black glove. 
It was over in less than ten seconds. 


"Queen Amidala," He called out, almost in greeting, his voice 
obviously put through some kind of modifier. Strangely, even when 
he spoke, the breathing never stopped. 


Sabe, following her role to the letter, marched past the other 
handmaidens with captain Panaka and governor Bibble at her side, 
the rest of the security detail scrambling to grab the droid blasters 
while eyeing this stranger cautiously. He in turned, placed his 
deactivated lightsaber back on his belt, as a gesture to show his lack 
of hostility-to them, at least. 


He looked down at the supposed Queen, but Sabe got the distinct 
impression he wasn't looking at her at first. Almost like his eyes 
were searching for the real Queen. 


"It seems | was fortunate enough to arrive in time," he stated 
politely. Seeing both the false queen and the captain prepared to 
speak up in question, he raised his hand to silence them for a 
moment, "But | suggest discussing this somewhere more out of the 
way, Your Highness," He opined before stepping to the side and 
gesturing to a parallel hallway farther back. 


They both nodded in agreement, the now freed group hurrying down 
to the passageway. The dark figure waited for them to move by 
while looking towards the exit. If he noticed a certain handmaiden 
eyeing him, he didn't give any indication. Once they had all moved 


by him, he used the force to place the droids littering the area 
behind two pillars before following after them, his cape billowing in 
his wake. 


"We have a brief time before they realize you've escaped," He 
explained pointedly upon seeing them, the captain, decoy, and 
governor standing directly before him. 


"You have our thanks for your aid, but if | may ask, who you are?" 
Sio Bibble asked with a raised eyebrow. 


"My name is Darth Vader, Governor. For now, all you need to know 
is that | am here to assist both the Queen and Naboo in this crisis," 
Vader assured evenly. 


The two males shared a look with the queen, pretending not to 
notice one of the handmaidens giving her hand a brief, comforting 
squeeze, "Again, you have our thanks, Darth Vader." The Queen 
opined, letting the others know they would trust him for now, "Do 
you have a plan?" 


"That relies a bit upon you and your captain, Your Highness," Vader 
said, his gaze landing upon Panaka, "Captain, are there any secret 
passages your company might be able to take, to or near the 
hanger?" 


"| do not intend to abandon my people, Darth," The Queen retorted 
swiftly. 


"Abandoning them would be to remain here, instead of seeking aid,” 
Vader countered without missing a beat, "Captain, the passages?" 
he repeated, seeing the man about to scold him for his disrespect. 


"None close by, unfortunately," Panaka confirmed with a scowl. 
Disrespect or not, he agreed with the stranger, "And even if they 
don't know of them, the droids are probably guarding and patrolling 
the areas they're in." 


"Then we must settle for the alternative of drawing the bulk of the 
enemies from your route," Vader summarized with all the wisdom of 
a veteran general, "Captain, lead the Queen to the hanger. | shall 


cause a distraction that will make this task much easier on your end. 
Avoid combating the droids on the way there." 


"Distract them? How?" Sio Bibble asked skeptically. 


"Leave that to me," Vader answered ominously, making the captain 
resist the urge to swallow nervously. He almost felt sorry for the 
droids. 


"Would it not be best for someone of your skill to stay with the 
Queen?" One of the handmaidens asked, one of the real ones. 


Darth Vader regarded her calmly, only making her squirm under his 
gaze for half a second before raising a hand to point in the general 
direction of the palace exit, "Two Jedi ambassadors have currently 
infiltrated Theed and are searching for the Queen, to aid in her 
escape and they are nearby. They will undoubtedly link up with you 
before or at the hanger," he explained smoothly, lowering his hand, 
"| will regroup with you when | have finished with the droids." 


Panaka scowled, not loving the idea of following this... man's lead 
on his word alone, but they had no reason to doubt him beyond his 
intimidating appearance and they didn't have many other options. 
He shared a look, with the real and false queen, giving her a nod, as 
well as to Sio Bibble. 


"Very well, Darth Vader," The queen announced, "We shall follow 
your lead on this matter..." 


Meanwhile 


"... Master, did you sense that?" Obi-wan asked cautiously and 
quietly as they, plus Jar Jar, snuck along the walls near the side of 
the palace, searching for a chance to either get into the palace and/ 
or rescue the queen. 


"The pulse coming from a dark presence in the Force that randomly 
appeared about an hour ago? Yes, Padawan, | felt that very clearly," 
Qui Gon answered bluntly, clearly concerned even if he had a dry 
look on his face. 


"What is it? I've never felt a presence like this," Obi-wan asked, 


confused and perhaps even worried as they creeped through the 
majestic halls, watching out from any droids that they'd like to avoid 
for now. 


"I'm not sure," Qui Gon partially lied, not wanting to voice his 
suspicion just yet, "But whatever it is, | know two things." 


"Oh? And what's that, Master?" Obi-wan asked, just a bit cheekily. 


"This person doesn't seem to be very fond of the Trade Federation 
being here," Qui Gon answered, sensing a lot of negative emotion, 
but none of it aimed at the Naboo themselves. 


"Well, that's some good news," Obi-wan decided, "And the other 
thing...?" 


"Whoever it is, they know we're here," Qui Gon answered solemnly, 
Obi-wan biting his lip as that fact sunk in. The Jedi Master blinked as 
he heard an explosion in the distance. He looked over the edge to 
see the droids below all running to the front of the palace, "And | 
think he just gave us an opening," he noted before turning to the 
Gungan, "Jar Jar, last chance to turn back?" 


"Eh, Mesa rather be takin me chances with yousa," The clumsy 
creature answered with a nervous smile. While Obi-wan resisted the 
urge to roll his eyes, Qui Gon just gave the Gungan a reassuring 
nod before they leapt over the edge, Jar Jar with some minor 
difficulty, and ran up to the palace side entrance. Qui Gun scrunch 
his brow as they passed a fallen statue, crumbled on the ground, 
finding the random collateral odd before pushing it out of his mind. 
"Somebody been makin bombad messen," Jar Jar commented as 
he ran around the fractured sculpture. 


BOOM! 
"WOW!" Jar Jar yelled before going into a dead sprint after the Jedi. 


"Looks like they're still making a mess, Jar Jar." Obi-wan 
commented, about to head inside, "... Master?" He called, seeing 
his teacher pause on the steps. 


"That was the court yard," Qui Gon pointed idly. 


"Should we be heading there as well?" Obi-wan asked with a raised 
eyebrow. 


"No, the queen is still here and decided away from there. Try not to 
focus on our mystery player, Padawan, or you'll lose sight of what's 
important," Qui Gon instructed offhandedly, knowing the dark 
signature had to knawing and drawing at his student's attention, like 
a dark shadow in a bright room, "Either the droids are taking the 
queen off world or she has escaped. Either way, they're heading for 
the hanger and so are we," Qui Gon instructed, heading back down 
the stairs and to an alley. 


"So wesa not goen in de palace now?" Jar Jar asked in 
exasperation, running after the Jedi. 


"Master, are you sure this is the right way?" Obi-wan asked in 
concern as they crossed a river, keeping their heads below the 
bridge's stone side. 


"| Know heading into the palace would have led us away from our 
objective, but | can't say | know Theed very well as a city," Qui Gon 
opined with a small grin. 


"And all the nearby droids will probably be running to the courtyard 
right about now.” Obi-wan deduced. 


"So, wesa gos aroun de Machineeks?" Jar Jar guessed, getting 
nods from the force wielders. 


"I'd rather not get spotted before we find the queen,” Qui Gon 
summarized as they ran past a large building, hugging the walls as 
they went to avoid being spotted, "One thing | do know is that the 
royal spaceport is supposed to be beside a large plasma refinery." 
He pointed to, jabbing his thumb back at the building they just went 
by. 


"... Master, while | know you said not to focus on it... is it just me or 
is that presence coming this way?" Obi-wan asked, his eyes a bit 
wide. 


Qui Gon's brow scrunched together for a moment in concentration 


before nodding, "Yes, it is. Stay on guard, Padawan." 


‘Isn't someone maken the Machineeks go boom-boom a good 
thing ?' Jar Jar thought to himself in confusion as they reached the 
spaceport. 


After a few moments of sneaking about the mostly empty building, 
the group of three rounded a corner and came face to face with 
exactly who they were looking for. 


Or, face to blasters, to be exact, since the security guards pointed 
their weapons at the sudden arrival of the newcomers, "Your 
Highness," Qui Gon greeted, holding up his palm in a mixture of 
peace and surrender, "| am Qui Gon Jinn. We're ambassadors for 
the Supreme Chancellor." 


Panaka glanced down at their belts and lightsabers, to Qui Gon's 
interest, before nodding, "They're Jedi, just like he said," Panaka 
said, nodding to his men to lower their blasters. 


"Well, it seems that negotiations failed," Sio Bibble noted, just a bit 
cynically. 


"The negotiations never took place," Qui Gon informed, making 
them all just a bit more uneasy at the implications, "Your Highness, | 
take it you're intending to go to Coruscant to get the senate's 
support in this matter?" Qui Gon guessed. 


"That is correct, Ambassador," The decoy queen acknowledged with 
a regal nod. 


"Then | would suggest we move now. | can feel someone coming,” 
Qui Gon suggested, '/s this person's signature getting stronger as 
well as closer? Or is he just cloaking it?' He wondered in confusion. 


"What about your associate?" The captain inquired, "Or does he 
have another way off world?" 


That made Obi-wan look at her in confusion while Qui Gon rose an 
eyebrow, "Our associate?" The Jedi master asked. 


"We assumed as much, between him freeing us and the lightsaber." 


Sio Bibble answered, looking just a bit suspicious now. 


Qui Gon was about to retort when they heard blaster fire and droids 
shouting, accompanied by the hum of a lightsaber being swung and 
thrown. The sound was coming from the staircase just down the hall, 
"| believe that will be him now," The false queen commented, not 
noticing how the Jedi went wide eyed, but the real queen did. 


The blasters suddenly stopped as several now-scrapped battle 
droids came tumbling down the stairs in various pieces. The silence 
was ominously broken by that constant and tale-tell breathing. 


*Kuuuuuuh Kerrr* 


Obi-wan clutched his lightsaber at his belt as sweat began to form 
on his brow, the dark weight almost palpable to him through the 
Force. Qui Gon tried to send some comfort to his student while 
staying focused on the staircase. 


Like a shadow onto the Force, Darth Vader descended from the 
stairs with a crimson blade of light at his side, watching the droids 
for any survivors. Seeing none, he deactivated the blade and turned 
to the group. 


"Wow. Hesa berry scary," Jar Jar noted with a shiver, sstanding 
behind his new friends. 


"Your Highness, Captain," The Sith greeted in his synthesized voice, 
ignoring the two stunned Jedi. 


"Darth Vader," The Queen greeted in turn, the Jedi stiffening at what 
was obviously, to a Jedi, a Sith name. 


"Your distraction worked," Panaka admitted offhandedly. 


"Two of their tanks being crushed together will do that," Vader 
retorted bluntly, getting several looks of surprise for his effort, "But 
they are beginning to search the city rather than just the courtyard. 
In search of me or the queen, I'm not sure. In either case, we should 
be on our way if we wish to make our leave at all," He advised 
before turning to the stunned Jedi, "Unless you have a better 
suggestion, Ambassadors?" 


After a rather tense moment, Qui Gon regained his even stare 
before shaking his head, "That is our recommendation as well," He 
answered, his voice oddly curious and concerned. 


The black clothed cyborg nodded, "Captain, lead the way," Vader 
said with a nod as the group started moving with the Jedi and 
Gungan trailing behind for a moment. 


"Master... did a Sith just come down the stairs to help rescue the 
queen?" Obi-wan asked numbly. 


"... Apparently so, Obi-wan," Qui Gon answered, bewildered as well. 
End of Chapter 


And there we go, my first SW chapter. This is taking on a much 
more light hearted tone at times than | thought it would, but Vader is 
kind of enjoying himself. Don't worry, he has a plan, or the basis of a 
plan, for what he's going to do. And like most of Anakin's plans, its 
reckless but brilliant. 


Also, | apologize if the sudden drop in with Vader on Naboo seemed 
random, but | do have a plan for that, so Vader's hazy memory 
about what happened will come into play later on. 


Yes, | kept Jar Jar. Since | don't mind him either way, | don't have 
any reason to take him out, so I'll keep him in here at least until the 
end of the Naboo thing. After that, its up in the air. 


Lastly, his fic will be dealing with Vader in the past, along with 
others, and not only the changes he makes, but the galaxy trying to 
make sense of the fact that him being a Sith, he not only does 
nothing exactly illegal, but he also is aiding Naboo dring this crisis. 


Chapter 2 


Darth Vader in the Past 
Disclaimer: | don't own Star Wars. 


The Sith'ari - Probably both. | don't have a perfect knowledge of 
legends, bt I'll use what | find interesting for the plot. 


KingPlazma - Yep. 


lija - Ohhh, trust me, he has things planned for Palpatine. Glad you 
like it and glad you don't mind JarJar either. 


Hektols - We'll see. As for the council... that's going to be fun to 
write. XP 


northpeach - Thank you. 
Talon Blu - You're probably right about that. XP 


zizzpop - Eh, Sith Lord or not, it's still Skywalker, and the 
Skywalkers know how to roll with the punchs. 


Killer Hamster - Good to hear. 


IntelEwok - He wouldn't have a big pressence usually, but that's 
because he's scared of Vader. 


Denapekka - | love the suit to be honest, the look of it any way. I'm 
always a bit disappointed to read a Vader-in-the-past idea without 
the suit. | mean, | can take him getting a full body repair, but that 
doesn't mean he can't keep the suit! That thing is a weapon of 
intimidation onto itself! Its practicalyl the symbol of the empire! Rant 
over. 


nightmaster000 - Hehe, neither can I. 


Unseene - | think thats more than one bonus point. 


Kairan1979 - Probably not. 
cartoonsé68 - It is, trust me. XP 
booklover41 - Glad to hear it! 


mr grimjaw - Eh? Oh, you mean his youner self. While yes, Vader 
himself will still be around. 


OfficerDonNZ - Well, on the bright side, we now have Darth Vader, 
Lord of Badassith, marching through the entirity of the prequels. 


a - Possible, definitely not ruling THAT out, even if | don't mind 
JarJar. As for the jedi, who isn't? 


Aros001 - We'll see. And yes, | am aware of the age difference- 
Vader will realize it soon as well. 


coduss - Undoubtedly. 


edboy4926 - Definitely not!... Wait, someone has actually taken that 
theory seriously? 


vsama - Something like that. 


Loyal Knight - | have, once or twice, but the only one | remember 
had him reverting back to his eleven year old form andthey apeared 
only after the incident was over. And yes, Vader knows how to make 
an interest, no matter what timeline he's in. And yes, yes the Jedi 
will be very confused- as will Palpatine. And yes, Vader is a bit of a 
monster, obviously, in terms of pure power. 


Spotsylvania - he will. If he doesn't, "I" will be surprised. 
UnsanMusho - Revan, probably not. Asoka, probably yes. 
VFSNAKE - Hehe, wait and see. 

Guest - You mean Galen Marek AKA Starkiller or Lumiya? 
BSG75 - | think everyone did. 


Reishin Amara - | think you mean Leia, but | know what you mean. 


Glad you're lovin it! 


Ha! Im gonna love this story... seriously,this is one of the best ideas 
ive read in ages! | kept reading stories where vader found out 
padme was his daughter but after a while they slow down... THIS is 
a good idea. 


Lord Lelouch - If he doesn't see to Anakin's rescue, its only 
because he knows its going tohappen without his intereference. As 
for Shmi, | have plans there. And yes, he hates that planet, even if it 
does help him out from time to time. As for takingAnakin himself, its 
an option. Not his perfered one, but its there. Yep, I'm sure that's 
why Vader was glad to have living soldiers- those you can train 
better, not so much with droids. And | think everyon loved that last 
line. And yes, Vader is the Sith'ari of Entrances. 


Regular Speak 

Thoughts and Flashback 
Demonic or Animalistic Speak 
Demonic or Animalistic Thought 


AN I thank you all for you reveiws and patience! | would have 
had this done sooner, but issues and emergencies came up for 
both me and my beta. Things are good now, so on with the 
show! 


‘Master... should we... do something about the Sith?' Obi Wan 
mentally inquired to Qui Gon, via telepathy. Having conversations 
like this wasn't always the easiest of tricks, but it got simpler with 
repeated use, especially on the same target and more so with a 
willing one that was force sensitive. 


‘On what grounds, Padawan? He's made no hostile action to us and 
is aiding a recognized leader of a republic planet. The only thing 
he's guilty of is looking far more intimidating than needed and 
PROBABLY being a Sith. Neither of which are a recognized crime in 
the republic,'Qui Gon pointed out. 


‘Probably, Master?' Obi Wan asked with a raised eyebrow. 


‘Don't mistake me, Padawan: If this man is not technically a Sith, he 
is still someone equally as dangerous in the Dark Side. But there 
isn't much of a way to prove to a non-sensitive that someone is a 
Sith,’ Qui Gon explained, ‘Even if we did apprehend him, we'd have 
to explain it to the Queen.' 


'... | get the distinct impression that wouldn't go well,’ Obi Wan 
thought uneasily. 


"If you are quite finished chatting, Jedi?" Darth Vader asked 
suddenly from the front, as the group stopped at the entrance to the 
hangar, "We could use you in the front." 


More than a few of the Nabooians raised an eyebrow at that 
comment while the Jedi barely caught their stiffening before it 
occurred. Shaking off their unease with grace, they came to the front 
with the Queen, Governor, Captain, and Sith, ‘Sounds like the start 
to a bad joke,'Obi Wan couldn't help thinking, as they made sure to 
stand on the opposite side of the Sith. 


Vader seemed to minutely glance at Obi Wan, making the Padawan 
wonder if the dark-sider had some highly advanced telepathy to hear 
the stray thought. In the end, the cyborg glanced back to the gap in 
the door, looking into the hanger filled with droids and prisoners, 
"There are between twenty and thirty droids in that hanger," Darth 
Vader summarized. 


"We're going to need to free those hostages," Panaka stated for 
confirmation, getting a nod from the Dark Lord. 


'By the Force, what idiots would keep prisoners, let alone enemy 
pilots, in the hanger filled with Starfighters and a ship?' Darth Vader 
couldn't help pondering over the incompetency of the Trade 
Federation sometimes, "Governor, you are staying?" Vader asked 
knowingly, sensing the man's intent. 


The older man nodded dutifully, "While the queen is needed at the 
senate, someone does need to remain here for the direct role of 
trying to aid our people, despite what little that now is," Bibble 
answered without fear. 


"Admirable," Darth Vader acknowledged with a brief nod, before 
looking to the ambassadors, "Jedi, you take the half on the right; I'll 
deal with the half on the left." 


"There's twice as many on the left," Obi Wan commented with a 
raised eyebrow. 


"Very observant, Padawan," Vader said dryly, getting a scowl from 
his teacher-from-the-former-timeline, "Captain, get everyone on that 
ship as quickly as possible. | trust you can handle any stray droids 
that may be within it," He ordered before turning to the Queen, 
"Unless you have reason to delay, it is time to go, Your Highness, 
Vader warned, his lightsaber already in hand. 


"At your ready, Lord Vader," The queen accepted with a regal nod. 


The Jedi, still a bit uneasy about the Sith, mentally agreed on one 
thing- they didn't have a better plan. In fact, that more or less was 
Qui Gon's plan any way, so any disagreement would seem pettier 
than anything else. 


The droids and prisoners looked to the group instantly, the breath of 
Vader drawing the attention of all that would hear. An OOM 
Commander Droid stepped forward as the gap between them grew 
ever shorter. And while this droid knew this being had an odd 
appearance, he did not recognize such things as inherently 
threatening, "Where are you taking these prisoners?" The droid 
inquired to the dark humanoid creature. 


"We are here to relieve you of duty, Commander,” Vader answered 
ominously. 


"On whose orders? | received no such directives," The droid asked 
with a head tilt. 


'Hmm, some competency, at least. Shame,' Vader privately mused 
before answering, "Mine." 


With that, the OOM droid found his head dislodged by a subtle force 
push, landing into another droid's hands and knocking his blaster 
aside. Before the confused droids could pull up their blasters, Vader 


sent them flinging back with a wave of his left hand, destroying 
several of them against pillars and the wall while scattering the rest. 
The prisoners took this chance to rise and flee while the Jedi dealt 
with the droids closer to the ship. Panaka led the guards, 
handmaidens, and Queen into the ship while the Force-Users did 
their work. 


As he looked out from the ramp, he witnessed Obi Wan slice 
through two droids, one behind and in front of him, in a single swing. 
He looked another way and saw Qui Gon deflecting blaster shots 
with little effort at all, most hitting a droid as a result. But Darth 
Vader was the true spectacle; with a flick of his fingers, he crushed 
four droids between the large cargo crates they were using as cover. 
With an amount of skill that was practically a silent brag, he 
deflected shots back at the same blasters that fired them. Every 
minute movement led to either a subtle dodge of a laser, a deadly 
swing of his lightsaber or his mastery of the force scrapping droids. 


Soon, there was only one droid left, letting off a feeble blast shot as 
one last attempt at downing the monstrous warrior. Rather than 
dodging it or deflecting it, Darth Vader did the last thing any of them 
expected. He raised his hand and somehow blocked the blaster with 
his palm. The droid, its processor stumped, didn't have time to fire 
again before Vader closed his palm and crushed the blaster and the 
droid's chest into a mangled mess. 


Carefully scanning the room for a second, he turned back to the ship 
and headed up the ramp, taking in the three faces as he did. Panaka 
looked purely amazed and surprised, Obi Wan was leaning back 
and seemed just a bit intimidated and Qui Gon hid most of what he 
was feeling and merely raised an eyebrow at the carnage. 


"Glad you're on our side," Panaka muttered as they headed in as 
well. 


‘Master?... Did you know one could force-deflect a blaster like that?’ 
Obi Wan mentally inquired as they went in after the Sith. 


'Yes... but that's the first time I've actually seen it, Padawan,’ Qui 
Gon answered slowly, the ship taking off, "So, Darth Vader, was it?" 
he asked to the Sith Lord, "Interesting name. Not one easily came 


by, | imagine." 


"There is no need to mince words, Jedi," Darth Vader said, glancing 
at Jar Jar sitting in the droid room with a nervous rocking. It was 
quite obvious that the Gungan hadn't flown before, "You know 
exactly what my name means." 


"You admit to being a Sith?" Obi Wan asked in surprise. 


Vader regarded the Padawan evenly before answering, "My beliefs 
and practices, as far as the Republic is concerned, are the business 
of no one but myself. That includes the Jedi, regardless of what your 
order and council may believe," He answered coolly, "Personally, | 
have no desire to have a religious debate while this ship tries to 
escape a blockade," He reminded pointedly as he walked past them. 


"Well... that went well," Obi Wan observed, not sure if he was being 
sarcastic or not, shivering a bit, "Is it cold in here or is just me?" 


"It's him, actually," Qui Gon explained as they headed to the cockpit, 
the Sith already there as they left the atmosphere. 


"There's the blockade," The pilot noted, his hands tense at the 
controls, waiting for the shots to start. 


"Now we shall see if their accuracy with turrets is the same as with 
blasters," Vader mused, mostly to himself, but his modifier made it 
audible to everyone. 


As if taking his words as a challenge, the cannons started to fire at 
the Nubian ship. To everyone's relief and the Sith's annoyance, 
most of the blasts missed or skimmed the ship. However, that didn't 
mean all of them, "Shields are down!" The pilot announced, already 
sending out the astrodroids to try and repair the generator. 


The three force sensitives watched the events intently. However, the 
Jedi both noted Darth Vader's now distinctive force-chill, as Obi Wan 
was mentally dubbing it, grew even colder for a moment. Qui Gon, 
his apprentice still distracted by the feeling, also noted the subtle 
turn of the Sith's hands... and that was when the Jedi Master 
noticed the that cannons of the two nearest transport freighters were 


getting more and more off the mark. 


‘Well, there's one thing that's Sith-like: He doesn't hesitate to use the 
force in any situation, even in excess,' Qui Gon noted in 
exasperation. The more time he was around this person, the more 
confused he was. And the Force, for once, left him with more 
question than answers. Nothing from the force screamed at him to 
attack or flee or distrust this Dark Sider like he would expect it to. 
His baser instincts told him to hide on a primitive moon somewhere, 
but that had more to do with the presence Darth Vader carried about 
him than anything rational. Qui Gon was far more open minded than 
many of the Jedi Masters, but this was a puzzle he was siill just 
trying to comprehend, let alone try to explain it to the Jedi Council, 
‘On the bright side, | might get to see the entire Council speechless 
and/or slack jawed. Assuming this Darth Vader doesn't betray us, 
that might make this whole headache worth it,'Qui Gon thought, 
trying not to smirk. 


Darth Vader, however, scowled beneath his helmet, '! may have 
interfered a bit too much too early,'he thought to himself as the ship 
shook from the shots impacting the shield. 


"Shields are holding, barely," The pilot announced as they closed in 
and maneuvered around one of the freighters, "And... we're clear!" 
He announced with a sigh of relief, quickly getting out of cannon 
range. 


"Pilot, check the systems before making the jumps," Vader warned, 
an edge to his tone, ‘Unless I'm mistaken, Artoo fixed the shield 
generators during their escape in the original timeline. Not to 
mention the leaking hyperdrive,'He mused to himself. 


The Jedi raised an eyebrow at each other while the captain followed 
that suggestion and cursed, "Shit, the null quantum field generator is 
damaged,” He explained, biting his lip thoughtfully. Without that, 
entering hyperspace was dangerous as it shielded the ship from 
harmful energies, kept the ship from exiting too early and basically 
kept hyperspace from shredding and/or crushing them. 


Vader nodded briefly, "| thought | sensed something. Is it still 
operational?" He questioned. 


"Yeah, but | wouldn't risk a ride all the way to Coruscant. If we took 
several smaller trips, maybe, but even then..." The pilot trailed off, 
leaving the meaning hanging. 


"We'll have to land some place closer to have it repaired," Qui-Gon 
summarized, "Preferably some place without a Trade Federation 
presence." 


"Master, | think | found some place," Obi-wan started, sitting at one 
of the terminals. The dark lord privately marveled at how fast he did 
that, "Tatooine: Small, out of the way, poor-" 


"-lawless, sand-covered, infested with every kind of lowlife 
imaginable, and the kind of place the republic likes to forget exists," 
Darth Vader finished frostily, looking upwards a bit, "To summarize, 
the perfect place to hide, Padawan," He added on. Whether or not it 
was Sarcastic was anyone's guess. 


Everyone in the cockpit, and several people standing outside it, 
looked at the Sith with curious and surprised eyes, "I take you've 
been there before?" Qui-Gon asked with a raised eyebrow. 


"Unfortunately," Darth Vader answered flatly. 


"And you're sure the Trade Federation doesn't have a presence 
there?" Panaka interrupted with a raised eyebrow. 


"Not many Neimoidians, let alone Nute Gunray, would think to take 
on the Hutt," Vader answered pointedly. 


"The Hutt?!" Panaka asked in surprise, outraged that they would 
consider taking the queen there. 


"What better place to hide from a rancor, Captain, than under a krayt 
dragon?" The Sith countered simply, "Especially when the dragon 
isn't aware of you." 


"Not the words | would have used-" Qui-Gon interrupted as he stood 
at the Sith's side, at least on this matter, "-but he is correct, 
Captain." 


Panaka seemed to seethe a bit before nodding in non-verbal defeat. 


Without another word, Vader made his leave. 
‘Master?’ Obi-wan mentally called. 


'Yes, Obi-wan?' Qui-Gon answered, resisting the urge to even 
mentally sigh at this moment. 


'We're heading to a planet... that a Sith wouldn't want to go to?’ Obi- 
wan asked for clarification, obviously a bit alarmed by that little fact. 


‘No, my young Padawan: we're heading to a planet that THIS Sith 
doesn't like,'Qui-Gon answered, his tone wary as well. 


‘Master?’ Obi-wan asked, raising an eyebrow in Qui-Gon's direction. 


‘One option is that this place is truly that bad, the other is that he has 
a bad experience with this world- possibly even what pushed him 
into the Dark Side,' Qui-Gon elaborated, ‘Or, of course, both.' 


‘Force help us all if it's both,'Obi-Wan thought with a mental groan, 
not wanting to see this Dark-Sider get truly enraged. 


Meanwhile, the Dark Lord of the Sith allowed his shoulders to sag 
slightly in relief, '! underestimated my influence for a moment. While 
never seeing Tatooine again would be one of my greatest wishes 
come true, I'd rather not leave my younger self on his own... or my 
mother,’ Vader mentally mused, gripping his hand tightly. Some of 
the implications of time travel were still setting in for him. As he had 
no true plan of returning to his own time, he had no intention of 
‘keeping to the script’ as it were, as it would be a futile effort. That 
didn't mean he didn't want certain things to happen: like this 
timeline's Anakin being freed and hopefully trained in the force. And 
if he had to, he'd do it himself, but... well, that would complicated too 
many of his other plans-in-the-making. 


"Heyo? Ex squeezee me?" Jar Jar called, looking nervously at the 
large humanoid strolling into the droid room. 


"What?" Vader asked neutrally at the creature that had been a 
friendly acquaintance for half of his life, ‘How he survived for so long 
after the formation of the Empire, is a mystery I'd prefer not to test,' 
Vader mused. While Jar Jar wasn't inherently dangerous, the Jedi 


Slayer suspected the Gungan's accidents were guided by the Force 
at times. That or Karma was as real as the Force and it repaid Jar 
Jar's apparent incompetence with survivalist based luck. 


In short, Darth Vader was mindful to keep his senses on alert 
around the clumsy amphibian. 


"Do yu be needeen sometheen?" Jar Jar asked with a shaky grin. 
"No," Vader answered simply. 


"Okay day! Mesa just be goin then," Jar Jar said quickly with a weak 
chuckle, excusing himself from the area. 


Darth Vader turn to look at the astrodroids, all looking at him for a 
moment before an all too familiar blue one started beeping, "You're 
welcome," Vader said, smirking as the droid's head spun around 
rapidly in surprise that he understood him. 


"That wasn't very nice, you know," A female voice called from 
behind him. He only barely kept a firm grip on his emotions at the 
sound of her voice, the first time he had heard it clear in decades, 
"He was only offering to help," Padme scolded, sounding a bit 
amused rather than upset. 


"He was also terrified. | merely gave him the excuse to leave the 
area," Vader countered effortlessly as he turned to face her, "Should 
a handmaiden not be with her queen?" He asked plainly. Maybe it 
was just his age back then, but he could definitely see difference 
between Padme now and in her prime. Her hair would darken a few 
shades within the decade, contradicting the stereotype of politics 
giving someone white hairs. Her body was either still filling out some 
last minute details or his current height made her seem smaller, it 
was hard to guess. And that passion in her eyes was fierier and less 
steely, less refined from experience. 


It was only now that he realized he was three times as old as Padme 
rather than being a few years younger than her. 


It was one of the few moments in his time as a Sith Lord that he had 
felt awkward. 


"The Queen was being brought up to speed on this plan of yours 
and asked me to check on you, Lord Vader," Padme answered 
coolly, "I'm Padme. You have our thanks for saving us," She 
introduced respectfully. 


"You should save your gratitude for after Naboo no longer has a 
droid army occupying it," Darth Vader retorted. 


"You don't think we'll be able to get what we need on Tatooine?" 
Padme asked with a raised eyebrow. 


"Quite the opposite. For all its faults, Tatooine is never in short 
supply of small treasures in terms of items and parts, if one is willing 
to wade through the filth and contend with the locals," He assured, 
glancing at the astrodroids, "It's acquiring aid from the republic you 
should be concerned with." 


"You don't believe the senate will aid us?" Padme asked with a 
scowl. 


"While | am not a supporter of the Trade Federation, their motives 
are not entirely baseless," Darth Vader answered idly, "The total 
amount of corruption in the Senate can be debated to every end of 
the galaxy, but the fact that it exist is of little dispute. And the sheer 
size of the legislature is cause for an inefficient government." 


"| do not argue that all governments are imperfect," Padme 
acknowledged with a nod, wondering where this was going. 


"If the Trade Federation is willing to go this far, they will undoubtedly 
use that corruption and inefficiency to their advantage. By the time 
the Senate is willing or able to ‘legally' send aid, your Queen will find 
herself either a queen of corpses or a queen in name only, 
depending on if she surrenders for the sake of your people in the 
long run," Darth Vader answered, "And while | mean no offense, it is 
likely they targeted Naboo for its historical love of democracy and 
lack of a standing army," he added on, just thinking of that himself. 


"So, you believe that going to Coruscant is a waste of time?" Padme 
asked evenly. 


"Most likely. However, in the long run, it is for the best that you did," 
Vader answered mysteriously, getting a curious look, "Unlikely as it 
might be, if you had simply took up arms against them and managed 
to ward them off, the Trade Federation would be able to spin the 
story any way they wish before the Senate. If you attempt diplomacy 
first and make it clear the state they are keeping Naboo in while they 
occupy it? No matter how they deny it, the idea of your people 
suffering will pull at some sympathies and to save face and keep up 
appearances, many of the corrupt senators will join in as well. While 
it won't be an immediate aid, it could speed things along and put 
things in Naboo's favor later on," he explained. 


"... You seem to have put a lot of thought into this for such a short 
time," Padme noted, equally curious and suspicious. 


"| threw my fate in with Naboo the instant | aided in your escape. 
Obviously | considered the situation that would put me in," The Sith 
answered, only partially lying. He hadn't thought it out quite that far 
until they were actually on the ship. "And you do not sound surprised 
by my explanation," Darth Vader retorted, almost curiously. 


"Again, | won't deny the flaws and failings of the republic," Padme 
admitted with a small smile, "But if someone doesn't lead by 
example, corruption will only grow. Besides..." She paused, cutting 
off what she was really about to say, that she wouldn't be able to 
look her people in the eyes if she didn't try, "I don't think you went 
this far to save us only to let a bit of bureaucracy see us fail, Lord 
Vader," She added on with just a bit of cheek. 


"You assume correct, Handmaiden," Vader acknowledged with a 
nod, before motioning to the door, "If you wouldn't mind, I'd like a 
moment to speak with these droids. If we are unable to replace the 
generator, | may be able to keep our current one operational for one 
jump to Coruscant," He requested. 


"You're a mechanic?" Padme asked in surprise, wondering how 
many things would be listed on this man's resume. 


It was probably a good thing she'd likely never know Supreme 
Commander of the Armies of the Galactic Empire was on that list. 


"lam many things," He admitted mysteriously. 


Padme nodded slowly before heading out, the door closing behind 
her, "You're all terrible at being inconspicuous," She said flatly to 
everyone in the room: Including one Captain, two officers, three 
handmaidens and one Jedi Master. All but the first and the last 
looked a bit sheepish, "Especially you... Master Qui-Gon, was it?" 
She asked with a raised eyebrow. 


"Yes and apologies, but our friend has the interest of every 
individual on this ship," he admitted with a bit of amusement, 
"Including the droids if | interpreted those beepings right." 


"You're not wrong, but that's hardly the point," Padme commented, 
looking at him with a curious frown, "I'm guessing he isn't an 
acquaintance of yours?" 


"| do not pretend to be omnipotent," Qui-Gon assured, looking to the 
door, "But | know two things: I've never seen or heard of this Darth 
Vader and he is no Jedi." 


"In what way?" Panaka asked with a raised eyebrow, "He seems to 
have most of your abilities," He pointed out, deciding to leave out 
the bit about how much more powerful Vader's seemed so far. 


"A Jedi is taught to not use hatred and anger, especially when using 
the Force," Qui-Gon answered with a frown, simplying the 
explaination for now, "And while some of us fall prey to them from 
time to time, it is something we resist. That man, on the other hand, 
embraces such emotions when using the force. A very dangerous 
man, | must say." 


"It doesn't seem to be a problem for him," Padme noted idly, 'The 
way he described Vader... it almost sounds like those old stories 
about the Sith,'She mentally mused, having heard and read such 
stories in passing. 


"lf that man is fueled by rage, Master Jedi, then he has an 
impressive amount of control over it," Panaka added in curiously, 
knowing various angry recruits over the years. Vader didn't come off 
as one of them. Then again, the dark cyborg was probably tempered 


with decades of hardship and training. 


"That's why he's dangerous,” Qui-Gon reiterated calmly, 
"Interestingly enough, | can't sense any of it being directed at us..." 


"My question is, what's his stake in all of this?" Panaka asked 
thoughtfully, "While Naboo isn't poor, to my understanding the Trade 
Federation could pay him at least double anything we could 
provide." 


"Money isn't a motive for someone like him," Qui-Gon countered. 
"What is than?" Padme questioned. 


"Any other Jedi would tell you power. However, | have never even 
heard of someone quite like this Darth Vader, so | can't begin to 
guess what his goal in this is yet," Qui-Gon explained idly. 


"Perhaps more answers will show up on Tatooine," Padme 
suggested, ‘And maybe some for why the supposedly 
compassionate peacekeepers are seemingly on edge and 
distrusting of Vader.' 


Meanwhile 


To Darth Vader's credit, he did indeed check on the tools in the ship 
and the astrodroids. Fixing an null quantum field generator wasn't an 
easy or frequent task. Normally when that particular piece of 
equipment was broken or damaged, so was more of the hyperdrive, 
making it simpler and often cheaper to replace the whole thing. Still, 
while he had the mental knowledge to make a confident attempt, he 
wasn't quite sure he had the proper tools and supplies for it. 


Regardless, that wasn't the real reason he wanted privacy. He 
needed some time to think and meditate, or as best a Sith in his 
physical situation could. 


It had been a close call; he fell right into the role of protecting and 
escorting Padme off world so smoothly that he almost over stepped 
his intention. He wanted to manipulate things, not drive them 
completely off the rails. Well, not yet anyway. While letting his 
younger self find his own way out of slavery and avoiding the Jedi 


might have its merits, there were a few issues. Mainly that someone 
else, possibly Sidious himself, would scoop his counterpart up and 
also because despite everything else, Vader wasn't heartless. If he 
kept Qui-Gon alive and teaching Anakin Skywalker, then Shmi 
Skywalker would probably end up saved. 


Probably... not something a Sith liked to settle for, but most Siths 
didn't time travel. Unless that myth about that time looping Sith was 
true, but he questioned the validity of that. In any event, he had to 
play this out as it came for now and pull things in his favor when 
possible. As vivid as this event was in his memory, it was still the 
memory of an eleven year old boy... not always the most reliable 
thing. 


But before he could start plotting, he had to do a few things on 
Tatooine. Specifically, get supplies and confront Darth Maul. 


Speaking of Siths that weren't himself, that was the other reason he 
was meditating. His sense and presence in the Force was still 
returning, or realigning he supposed, but it was good enough to peer 
into the Force now. 


He wasn't surprised to find the presence of Darth Sidious focusing 
on him curiously, dark tendrils outstretched as if to get a feel for this 
stranger they sensed, to probe his mind and see his intent and 
power, "Apologies, Sidious," He said to himself, sarcastically and 
smirking, "But you won't have me this time," He vowed, bringing up 
his mental defenses on full, scorching the limbs in warning and 
enjoying every second of it. If only because he was still under the 
guise of Senator Palpatine, the native-to-this-timeline Sith pulled 
back broodingly. As always, Sidious was easily upset when he didn't 
get his way. 


Darth Vader hummed curiously as he finally noticed something 
else... something different. Yes, he was already aware of Maul's 
signature, flickering angrily like a petulant spark gazing enviously at 
an inferno he so desperately wanted to become. He obviously 
sensed the Jedi from all over the Galaxy, like so many stars in the 
sky, looking at his Force-relative position in shock, fear, curiosity 
and everything else that comes from staring into the unknown. Then 
of course there were other Dark-Siders, like the Nightsisters and 


Nightbrothers, little wisps and shadows peaking about at the sudden 
commotion he caused. 


It never ceased to amaze him all the different ways Force signatures 
could ‘feel’ if one knew how to sense such things. If he had one 
intellectual regret about killing the Jedi Order, it was that he never 
found out if two individuals sensed the same signature in the same 
‘texture’ or if it was a person-by-person interpretation. And asking 
Sidious such a question that was either pointless or basic would 
have been just asking for trouble. 


But what truly grabbed his attention was this other presence in the 
Dark Side, one he was not familiar with. It was around him, on the 
edge of his defenses, like some slimy liquid. While the analogy 
might cast doubt on the threat level of the entity, it was in fact like a 
small sea of slimy liquid, flowing in between all the blind spots of the 
Jedi and searching for anything of interest or importance. Whoever it 
was, had obviously learned from Sidious's attempt and had not 
pressed within Vader's realm within the force. 


This presence was odd to him though. It wasn't violent or 
possessive like most signatures in the Dark Side. Instead, it was 
calm, inquisitive, calculative. Oh, it still had all the dark qualities of a 
Sith, but it seemed almost like it was... at peace? No, not at peace. 
Content? A Content Sith: An oxymoron if Vader had ever heard one. 


Then it hit him like a ton of bricks. He knew what this was. He knew 
who this was. He just hadn't known this being was still alive at this 
point in the past. 


Under his mask, Vader physically smirked as so many plans ran 
through his head, the opportunities this being might just grant him if 
he acted quick enough, "You truly might make this all too easy, 
Darth Plagueis." 


End of Chapter 


And there we go, two down. We get to see more epic fighting, 
trolling, and scheming from the orignal Sith Lord himself, Darth 
Vader. Meanwhile, the Jedi are trying to figure him out while the 
Nabooians are as well. 


And Vader nearly screws up the timeline more than he wanted too 
by saving the ship, but | decided to go another route, giving Vader 
his warning shot about watching what he does. And to that extent, | 
researched SW Hyperdrives- the null quantum feild generator is a 
canon part of the Star Wars Hyperdrive. Poor Artoo didn't get his 
moment of glory, but that means his fellow astrodroids are safe as 
well, so maybe he's fine with that. 


Finally, Vader gets a talk with his wife, realizing he has gone from 
slightly younger than her to triple her age. Yeah, awkward. Than, he 
ends up finding out that a certain Muun is still kicking for the time 
being and reevaluatess his scheming. What Vader is planning now 
is anyone's guess- exceept me and my beta, we know exactly 
what's going on. XP 


Now, to clarify something: Kylo Ren is not in the past with Vader, nor 
is anyone else that was born after Vader's time. Partially because 
the timetravel thing was a single event, partially becasue | haven't 
seen the new move yet- cash is scarse right now. 


| do know who Kylo is though- just from what | know, | probably will 
make a timetravel story for him one day. 


Well, on that note, | hope you all enjoyed this. You may see a 
General Grievous or another Darth Vader fic in the near future. Until 
next time! 


Chapter 3 


Darth Vader in the Past 
Disclaimer: | don't own Star Wars. 


Dragon-Bowl- Glad you enjoy it-this thing is way more popular than 
| expected. And yes, that is exactly why | wrote this fic- to write 
Vader, in the past, as Vader! A touch of humor added in as well, but 
it felt right. 


Lord Sia- Honestly, | use extended at my own leaisure. Its all stars 
wars to me, | just dig up what's useful to my plot. 


RevealFanatic- Trust me, | know the feeling. Those are better off as 
reaction fics. 


Frost Merry Darkness Luver- He is keeping the suit- or at least the 
look of it. 


Slife- No. 


Reader-anonymous-writer- Darth Plagueis is Sidious's Sith 
Master. Thank you and yes all around to your observation. 


Cecebean7- Eh, Vader has had enough angst, time for him to have 
some fun. 


Virodeil- Happy to hear! And | almost did tamp down Jar-Jar, but 
only because | nearly forgot about him when writing a scene. XP 


Guest- Sorry to disappoint with this only being two chapters. And 
Vader, while trying to make up for some things, is mainly just 
adapting to the situation. 


cari- A benevolent Sith, or the closest thing to, cold probably get 
more done than a Jedi. And yes, | was surprised at first to find that 
Plagueis was indeed alive during Episode 1. 


Primus2021 - | knew who Kylo Ren was, jsuthaven't seen the 


movie. Sorry to say no to the future Padme. Would have been 
interesting though. 


humo146 - 0.0 


Whore of Babylon- Possibly. | have'nt seen the movie, but | know 
enough to findthe concept interesting- thank you for introducing me 
to that concept, BTW. 


AngusH- | have, once. Heendedup back in theCloneWars 
andworking forthe CIS. Very excellent read. 


Darksnider05- Don't worry, | have long term plans, and Vader will 
soon. 


Darth Malum- NO! Why is that even a thing? 
michaelsuave- Thank you, thank you. 


Jck- Nope, but you did inspire a part of a conversation in this 
chapter. 


Lord Circe- ... I'll admit, | almsot died laughing at that image. 
Someone please do this! 


Beloved Daughter- Well, nothing overly so this chapter, but next 
times... 


immortal7- Thank you. Don't worry, the differences will start to 
widen as time goes on. 


OBSERVER01 - Maybe. As for JarJar, if you go by Legends, he 
stayed on the on the Imperial Senatefor quite a what happenedtohim 
after that, but | don't think he ever got in trouble with the Empire or 
involved in the Rebellion- | think he retired, to be honest. 


LordHerod - If | get anyone OOC, it won't be intentional. | do a fair 
bit of research on everyone | write, but sometimes | miss things. 


Killer Hamster - Yep. | don't even think he realized how bewilderd 
they would be at first, but he is enjoying it. As for him coming to 
peace with himself... Palpatine/Sidious did believe that Vader, even 


as a cyborg, could be twice as powerful as himself if he came to 
peace with what he had done. Thank youfor the nitpick, was kind of 
noticing that myself, but didn't think much of it until you pointed it 
out. 


Ribke D'Crazy - A Sith is not a Sith if they don't at least enjoy 
rocking a Jedi's boat. 


booklover41 - | always respond to any question or comment that is 
more than just "great chapter" or "update soon". Sorry to say, but 
Vader might be avoiding him mother, but for not for the reason you'd 
think. | actually looked up JarJar's language as much as i could for 
references. 


if-inconvenient-come-anyways - Sorry, that might be a bit longer 
than you might hope, Elder meeting Younger- little details I'm still 
ironing out for next chapter. As interesting asitwouldbe, | don't plan 
on Obi-wan going Sith on anyone. Asfor Plagueis and Sidious, | 
have plans for those two, as does Vader. 


Gustauve-Drakenhime - Yes, he's getting a role, and | can't stop 
grinning over it. 


Lawrence Helmbain- Hmm, there's a thought, or two rather. And 
no, not Han or Yoda... time traveling Yoda, now that would be 
interesting. 


lija- Sidious broke that rule all the, it's already broken- Maul is a 
third sith even discounting Vader. 


Denapekka - Tempted, oh so tempted, butit felt a bit too much for 
him totake over piloting it. Oh don't worry. They'll get better when 

they get use to him. And yes, he des cause mass confusion. Yes, 
they are going to meet, and it will be glorious 


The Grinning Psychopath - No problem, always have to have 
enthusastic fans. 


Hektols - Hmm, might be something to bring up. 


rc48177 - XP 


VFSNAKE - Sorry, you won't get any answers this time: But you will 
next chapter. 


coduss - We all have those moments where we stop and rethink 
our plans a bit. 


OfficerDonNZ - Turns out not. He didn't kill Plagueis until after they 
got the news of Palpatine be elecented Supreme Chancellor. Hmm, 
don't remember if | read yours or not at this point- I'll check again. 


Lord Lelouch - Thank you. Yes, Vader is not afraid or unwilling to 
show off and throw his weight around. And he is going to ensure 
they remember they can't "legally" arrest him. | think Vader was 
moving on instinct- which is usually good for him, the time traveling 
implications were just taking to set in. And the Naboo puzzle over 
the issue the Jedi have with Vader. And yes, it will make things 
"interesting". Completely agree with your opinion. 


The Sith'ari - Quite likely, yes,to both points. 


DrKnives - Yep, and no, no there isn't. Which is sad, because he's' 
basically Vader's Jedi-slaying cyborgnetic predecessor! 


KingPlazma - More you shall have. 

Regular Speak 

Thoughts and Flashback 

Demonic or Animalistic Speak 

Demonic or Animalistic Thought 

AN ATTENTION: Chapter 2 now has an audio recording. 
Fanficiton is being difficult with the link: youtube .com(/)watch? 


v=tomScFN3-yk 


Remove space and (). If that fails, search "akumakami64" on 
youtube: should be the only result. To clear any confusing, that 
is NOT me on the recording. Had no idea it existed for a while 


Qui Gon Jinn, as a Jedi Master, was prepared to confront the Dark 


Side in many, many forms. 
This was not one of them 


Darth Vader stood near the closed exit ramp with an eerie stillness 
as he waited for them to land and disembark. No one dared stay 
near him for too long; partially to avoid him turning his displeasure 
on them, but primarily because the Dark Sider's mood was making it 
very chilly near him. 


Working with a presently-impatient Sith Lord was definitely not 
something he was every trained for. Then again, he doubted Yoda 
ever trained Dooku for that either. 


"If we hadn't arrive now, we might have had to step out into space to 
warm up," Qui Gon quipped as he braved the cold. Vader turned to 
him, slowly, his stare seeming to penetrate the lenses and convey 
what he thought of the joke... '/ can honestly say, | wasn't scared of 
Vader until just now,' Qui Gon thought slowly, hoping to conceal his 
momentary terror, "Friend of yours?" He asked quietly. 


The cold let up now, partially. 


"No," Vader answered honestly, knowing what he meant. Maul's 
presence was hardly hidden, ‘Does he want to fight the Jedi or did 
Sidious never teach the Assassin how to adequately cloak his 
presence while on the hunt?' He wondered to himself. Both made 
sense to him. Maul was a rabid dog out to prove his worth and an 
expendable tool to Sidious in all likelihood, "Believe that at your 
leisure, Jedi," He added on evenly. 


Qui Gon nodded briefly, admittedly taking that with a grain of salt, 
"Since you have the experience with this world, any 
recommendations?" He asked idly. 


Vader seemed to hum at that, "It has been many years since | have 
been here," He commented, which wasn't untrue. He hadn't set one 
durasteel toe on Tatooine when his forces were attempting to 
retrieve the Death Star plans, "It would be best if you search for a 
hyperdrive replacement while | search for parts to repair the null 
generator: It is simpler and safer to replace the system in its entirety 


than to fix or replace the generator," Vader recommended. 


"Could we not just sell this ship and buy another?" Obi-wan 
recommended curiously. 


Vader barely glanced in the Padawan's direction, leaning against the 
wall of the ship, trying and failing to seem casual. 


"Too much attention and we risk the queen being discovered," Qui- 
Gon pointed out. 


"And given the denizens of this planet, there is no less than a thirty 
percent chance that any ship would be sabotaged or tracked in 
some way or another and we do not have time to deal with such 
inconveniences," Vader added on warningly. 


Their conversation halted at the soft but tell-tale jolt of the ship 
landing. 


Vader was not even remotely surprised when Padme approached 
them with Panaka, before the ramp even let down, "I take it you 
shall be joining us, Handmaiden?" Vader asked with a small smirk 
behind his mask. 


"The Queen wishes to know if this planet's state is as Darth Vader 
describes... and would like her handmaiden to accompany you," 
Panaka explained uneasily to the Jedi and Sith. 


"It's too dangerous,” Obi-wan spoke up calmly, "Even the average 
space port is less than pleasant. One like this..." 


"There is a threat regardless of if she accompanies us or not," Vader 
said pointedly, getting their attention, "There are tribes of raiders in 
these deserts." 


"So, a choice between near lawless brutes and completely lawless 
savages?" Obi-wan summed up dryly. 


"In essence, yes," Vader admitted, "Captain, Padawan, a word of 
advice: if the Tusken Raiders attack, do not attempt to engage them 
all at once. They scare easily enough to be quickly repelled and we 
should be gone before they ever get too emboldened with numbers," 


He warned as the ramp opened. 


Panaka nodded, taking the advice, "And if it's not Tuskens...?" He 
inquired. 


"Thankfully, our uniqueness plays well to us there," Vader said with 
a hint of smugness. 


"Hmm?" Panaka asked, Obi-wan looking confused while Qui Gon 
and Padme had looks of comprehension. 


"The more organized outlaws here are smart enough not to attack a 
potentially high ranking individual pacing through, a status that the 
Nubian ship conveys," Qui-Gon guessed. 


"Because doing so would risk the Republic getting more involved 
here, the last thing the Hutts really want," Padme finished. 


"Indeed," Vader confirmed, recalling dealings that went on between 
the Hutts and the Empire. Despite the non-human discrimination in 
the empire, one of Vader's least liked policies, the Hutts had 
incredibly cunning in keeping the Empire's desire to get rid of them 
to a minimum. Partially due to them not interfering with Imperial 
operations, partially due to their willingness to work with the empire, 
"| have no issue with the Handmaiden accompanying us. Jedi?" He 
asked, looking to Qui-Gon. 


The Jedi Master sighed, "If you hadn't mentioned these bandits, | 
would be more reluctant. As it is, | see less reason to not allow it," 
He relented with a nod. 


"Jar Jar? Aren't you coming?" Padme asked, drawing Vader's 
attention to the Gungan, who smiled nervously. 


"Mesa comen, just nosa sure now if it'd be safer stayin hair on the 
Skeebeetle or goen to disa city," He assured nervously. 


Despite the smiles that got, Vader couldn't help agreeing with Jar 
Jar on that. It was Tatooine after all. Right up there with Mustafar 
and a few other horrid planets that made even him feel a bit regretful 
about sending troopers to. 


As they walked down the ramp, there was one final interruption, 
"Vader," Panaka called, getting the dark figure to pause, "Not to be 
insulting, but won't you stick out and draw attention?" He asked with 
a raised eyebrow. 


Vader almost scoffed at that, "You obviously have never been to 
Mos Eisley before, Captain." 


Meanwhile 
The Jedi Temple. 


A place that was said to be the very embodiment of peace and 
tranquility. Like a calm, familiar rock in the vast and rapid sea of 
politics and traffic that made up Coruscant. The serenity of that was 
only slightly disrupted by the occasional chaos that the younglings, 
as children, were prone to make. 


That was not the current state of things. 


The Temple had a heavy atmosphere about it, an unease that was 
not only palpable, but almost tastable with how thick it was in the air. 
So great was the dark weight on the Force that had so abruptly 
revealed itself to the galaxy. 


Younglings were confused and frightened, finding they felt somehow 
less safe in the shadowed rooms and dark corners. It was no longer 
irregular for them to awake, crying into the night in terror. 


Padawans were distracted, nervous and jumpy when brought out of 
their daze. They were skilled and old enough to comprehend the 
presence, but not disciplined and wise enough to keep their minds 
off it. 


Jedi Knights were much like their students, only more anxious and 
less obvious. They were being looked to for answers that they did 
not have while waiting for the other shoe to drop. 


The Masters, on the surface, seemed unphased, but anyone of their 
own and many Knights saw through the act. Many of the masters 
were angry at the idea that they somehow missed the return of the 
Sith, or the rise of another great force of the Dark Side. Some were 


wondering more about how they had stayed hidden and why reveal 
themselves now? Others still were trying to search through the force 
to find where this new enemy was and perhaps how to beat him. 


But a few of the greatest and wisest did the last thing that was 
expected of them; they ignored all of that. They ignored all 
commotion and worry over how, where, why, and everything else. 
They instead, chose to focus on the who and the what. 


"What Do You Mean We Will Do Nothing?" The usually calm voice 
of Jedi Master Eeth Koth called loudly into the High Council 
Chamber. 


"Koth, please calm yourself," Master Mundi urged to the Zabrak, 
who rubbed his hand against his high forehead. 


The long haired male looked at the larger-headed one in irritated 
confusion, "| Am Calm... Am | Shouting?" He asked, looking 
genuinely confused. 


"Just short of it," Plo Koon answered from behind his breathing 
mask. 


Koth took a breath as he sat back in his chair, "Apologies, but all my 
senses feels a bit... numbed, at the moment, hearing included," He 
elaborated with a grimace. 


His explanation received mixed looks of understanding and concern, 
"On Naboo, a watchful eye, you have kept," Yoda commented 
knowingly. 


Koth nodded with a scowl, "I was trying to sense if Master Qui-Gon 
and his Padawan were in danger, but... from nowhere, that dark 
presence appearing and flooded my senses," He explained. 


Mace Windu and Yoda shared a look, as did many other Jedi 
Masters. Eeth Koth had both a very strong connection to the force 
and a high pain tolerance, partially due to being a Zabrak. If he had 
been overwhelmed to this point, it did not bode well for what they 
might be up against. 


"Are you saying this being is on Naboo?" Adi Gallia asked, a slight 


bit of alarm in her voice. 


"| cannot say,” Koth informed with a sigh, "Whatever and whoever it 
is, they seemed to be cloaking themselves with range rather than 
concealment. His presence in the force is vast enough that it makes 
pinpointing his location almost impossible through that method." 


"Fret not, Master Gallia," Yoda said after a moment, "Alive, Qui-Gon 
yet is. That much, | still sense," He assured. 


"With all due respect, Master Yoda," Oppo Rancisis started, his 
snakelike form just a bit tense around his seat, "Master Koth raised 
a valid question earlier: We are to do nothing?" The royal 
Thisspiasian asked with a scowl. 


"Patience, we must have," Yoda said with a troubled look of his own, 
"What and who this presence, we know not. Their intentions, we 
cannot discern, nor their location. Naboo may hold the clue, but for 
Qui-Gon to return, time is still needed." 


"What's more," Mace Windu brought up, "We sensed no other great 
disturbance in the force," He pointed out. 


"I'm sorry, Master Windu, but | don't think | follow," Mundi 
commented with a raised brow. 


"Sith or not, reveal itself, a great force of the dark side has. Yet, no 
warning, does the Force give, of current or future events, this one 
will cause," Yoda pointed out. 


"In other words, we have a dark sider that apparently revealed 
themselves for no reason?" Gallia asked with a raised eyebrow. 


"Or... ," Koth spoke up speculatively, "If it is the Sith, there are 
always two... perhaps it is a student or a master, calling the other 
out to battle?" He proposed. 


"Possible but too early, it is to be certain. For now, a watchful eye, 
we must keep, on this new being," Yoda acknowledged. 


"What should we say to the others?" Sifo-Dyas asked with a sigh, 
"This presence has disturbed everyone, down to the younglings." 


"Pass it will, but stay strong, they must," Yoda said with a 
sympathetic sigh, "Harder to accommodate, a sudden change, than 
a gradual one. Adjust, they will, until resolved, this issue is, but focus 
on this presence too much, they should not," He forewarned. 


A slowly rising darkness was easy to miss and once it was revealed, 
it was simpler to comprehend and see in hindsight. But a sudden 
appearance of a Sith with seemingly no previous origin? The jarring 
change in reality would make anyone uncomfortable. 


Mace Windu raised an eyebrow, noting that Yoda left out the oddest 
tidbit: as dark and cold as this presence was, it was hardly hostile. 
One would expect a Sith to violently eject anyone and everyone that 
tried to read too deeply into his force signature. Instead, it was more 
a mix of pushing others away and keeping hidden in its own 
immenseness. 


Revealing its existence while hiding its location. 
Mace Windu wondered if that was Sith cunning or just stupidity. 


Of course it was neither, but no one knew that and few would 
believe the truth if they knew it. 


Meanwhile 
Darth Vader, Dark Lord of the Sith... was brooding. 


He would deny it, but the fact that his mood-influenced force 
signature made it cool enough for Jar Jar Binks to risk walking a bit 
too close to Vader's person said something about his feelings. 


‘If those Younglings don't stop wandering into my Force-space, I'm 
going to flood their nightmares with images of a Mustafar-Feculia 
hybrid world,'Vader thought darkly as they walked through the 
streets with his companions. He got a few looks, ranging from 
curiosity to fear to wariness, but was otherwise blending in. 


That a giant, black, durasteel cyborg with a skull-like mask could 
blend in on Tatooine was a testament to the people it harbored. 


Normally, Vader wouldn't be as annoyed and dramatic by such 


things, but since this was Tattooine, everything seemed just a hair 
more annoying than it otherwise would be. And annoyance didn't 
nearly have as much payout as rage when it came to fueling the 
dark side. 


Back on the topics of Younglings, Vader was honestly getting just a 
bit annoyed now. When he first arrived in this timeline, he was... 
realigning to the Force, making his ability to perceive the galaxy 
through it a bit hazy... hazy enough that he didn't really notice the 
surplus of Jedi signatures running around the galaxy in this Pre- 
Empire era for the first few hours. Not to mention the overall turmoil 
bubbling beneath the surface of the Republic due to corruption, 
inefficiency, and the like; or from the manipulations of Bane's Order. 
True, the Empire had the rebellion, but that was nothing compared 
to this. 


Darth Vader may not be Sidious's biggest fan, but that didn't mean 
he wasn't proud of the Empire they both made. Despite all the 
"tyranny" the Rebellion ran on about, the truth had been that the 
average imperial planet had less crime, an improved economy, 
almost constant job opportunities, overall more effective aid than the 
Republic ever produced, and a distinct lack of higher ups cracking 
down on local populations. Until rebels or corruption was suspected, 
then they sent in the hounds- or worse, himself. 


Unfortunately, the old man had clogged it up with Doomsday 
Weapons and making nonhuman discrimination an all but written 
galactic policy. The Jedi Slayer never did get that, why human Sith 
tended to be bigoted like that. He also never saw the point in the 
Death Star, but understood at least that the Emperor had loved 
using fear tactics a bit too much- After all, Vader haddn't chosen his 
mask, even if he approved of it. 


The Dark Lord was brought out of his mental musing as yet another 
force-user intruded into his presence. But this one wasn't Maul, 
which was odd. This one wasn't a Jedi either though... this one was 
untrained in the force. Wait, this wasn't himself, was it? Somehow, 
shoving off your younger self's force-signature as it tried to observe 
your own didn't feel like a good idea. 


No, it wasn't Anakin the Younger, it was... 


"Ohhhh," Jar Jar groaned as they walked on, "Wheresa the nice air 
gos... ," He commented, drifting away from Vader. 


Qui-Gon took only three seconds to catch the implications, but didn't 
react or even turn to look at the Sith Lord. In Vader's defense, there 
was no way he could have prepared for finding this out 


"Are you okay?" Padme asked after a moment of looking at him, 
noticing a slight revived energy in his movements, leaving her 
wondering what had happened. 


"Perfectly fine," He answered offhandedly, "I just sensed someone | 
didn't think was still alive," He added vaguely. 


‘That can't be good, 'Qui-Gon thought to himself, 'Then again, him 
being happy about someone being alive makes about as much 
sense as the rest of his...' 


"We should separate here," Vader advised as they came to a fork in 
the road. He saw Qui-Gon glancing down one way intently, the way 
to Watto's Shop. Unless he was wrong, this should play out the 
same as the original timeline, more so without him around. He'd 
decide to interfere with things beyond that after he accomplished his 
other short term goals here. 


"Business to attend to?" Qui-Gon asked with a raised eyebrow. 


"Hardly," Vader assured evenly, "Tar Mass is one of the least 
pleasant sides of this cesspool, but contains one of the best markets 
on this planet for something as odd as a replacement for our 
generator,” He explained, waiting to see if Qui-Gon would protest 
the splitting up. 


‘In hindsight, maybe bringing a Sith that obviously dislikes this planet 
into a populated area was a bad idea,'He mused, biting his lip, 

‘Then again, he knows this planet and | don't have a reason to not 
let him come along, or for him to split up. Not to mention, he's telling 
the "handmaiden" to come with me...' After a tense moment, the 
Jedi Master nodded, "We should meet back at the ship in-" 


"Tomorrow," Vader stated flatly to their surprised expressions. 


"Why tomorrow?" Padme inquired with a raised eyebrow. 


"A sandstorm will be rolling in later. And we will not make any 
progress if we turn back in time to return before then," He 
elaborated. 


"Did you... sense that?" Padme inquired curiously, seeing Qui-Gon 
was a bit interested and confused. 


"No. That is from my unwanted experience on this planet mixed with 
an appropriate amount of eavesdropping,” He answered simply, just 
a bit smugly. Best part was that he wasn't lying: He heard some 
people talking about feeling a storm coming in as they walked, "Qui- 
Gon should be able to tell who would provide you lodging out of 
sympathy and courtesy rather than various nefarious ulterior 
motives," He assured, mindful not to let the public know there was a 
Jedi around, before turning to leave. 


"Well, he seems to be in better spirits," Padme noted idly as thy 
made their way down the other street- glancing over her shoulder at 
what looked like a crashed spaceship imbedded in the ground, 
towering and tilting over other buildings. 


"Meesa no likes Dar Vada mad, but meesa likes it when hesa cold 
here," Jar Jar commented, fanning himself with his hand. 


Padme smiled briefly before turning serious, "I heard once that the 
coloring of your... weapon has a meaning to it?" She inquired, 
deciding to do a bit of fishing. 


Qui-Gon nodded, not giving away if he knew what she was doing or 
not, "There once was, yes; the simple way of putting it was that blue 
was for the physical Guardians, green for the mystic Consulars, and 
yellow for the Sentinels between them. This fell out of practice when 
other colors became more accessible, making the color a more 
personal choice. There's still some meaning read into them at times, 
but it's one of the less strict of traditions," He elaborated idly, 
remembering using a lightsaber of almost every color: his old 
master, Dooku, thought it would be wise to be used to each glow- it 
would be unfitting if his Padawan fell in combat because he found a 
glow annoying. 


Qui-Gon really wondered if that had every happened before. 


"And what does red represent?" She inquired. She concluded, by his 
lack of reaction, that he already knew where she had been going 
with this. 


"| imagine it means something a bit different to him than it does to 
us," He answered vaguely, to Padme's displeasure. 


Jedi love being cryptic, it seems,' She decided in her head. 


As they approached a shop, both couldn't help pondering: What puts 
a man like Darth Vader in a good mood? 


Meanwhile 


Darth Maul all but growled from on top of his speeder bike as he 
looked over the vast deserts that covered this entire planet, Mos 
Eisley not far in the distance. Neither the heat, nor the sand, nor any 
other element of this unforgiving world was the cause of his foul 
mood. He, like a majority of the force sensitives in the galaxy, felt 
the great darkness emerge onto the Force. He felt it, in all its 
vastness and coldness, standing between him and his prey. 


Not even that was what infuriated Maul. No, he welcomed a 
challenge, a chance to prove his power. It was the mere existence 
that filled him with rage and suspicion. 


Another Sith... a third Sith. 


Something was very wrong; the Rule of Two stated there was only 
meant to be two Sith at any time: A Master and an Apprentice... one 
to have power and one to crave it. His master, Darth Sidious, Darth 
Lord of the Sith, had dubbed him Darth Maul as his apprentice. 


So who was this!? 


A failed student of Sidious, or even Sidious's own master, who 
manage to fool him into believing them dead?! A rouge Sith Order 
that remained unseen to the Order of Bane?! A Jedi that had 
dreaded into the Dark Side on their own, aided by holocrons?! 


His master had doubtlessly sensed this presence as well, possibly 
even before Maul had left on his mission, but the old Sith had said 
nothing. Nothing! 


Something smelled rotten to Maul and he was going to confront it 
soon. 


He scowled as he saw a sandstorm in the distance, pointing his 
vehicle in the direction of a nearby cave. Soon would have to come 
later than he'd like. It didn't matter, being patient was one of the few 
things the Sith and Jedi had in common- even if it fit the Jedi better. 
But one way or another, he'd uncover exactly what was going on in 
the Dark Side of the Force and an answer to this mysterious other 
Sith, one way or another. 


He doubted he'd like any answer he'd get. 
Meanwhile 


Obi-wan was, inwardly, a bit intimidated. But it was more of an 
instinctive fear than rational. Really though, he doubted Qui-Gon 
blamed him: he was literally between a rock and a hard place. 


Out there in the desert, he could sense yet another Sith and he 
sincerely doubted this one was like Darth Vader, who was in the city, 
the opposite direction. And despite the fact that Vader was 
protecting the Queen and the other Sith was likely here to 
assassinate her, the young Padawan got the distinct impression that 
both Dark Siders were looking right through the ship and crew here 
and eyeing each other through the force. 


To be perfectly honest, it felt quite oppressive, smothering even, 
sensing those two; like the heavy feeling before a great storm rolling 
in. Though, it might just be him adjusting to Vader's presence, but 
he honestly felt they had a better shot against this new Sith than 
their current, unsithlike one. 


"Any sign of anything?" Obi Wan asked to Panaka, at the base of 
the ramp. 


"Sand, rocks, the occasional small desert animal," Panaka 


answered with a shrug, "Other than that, nothing." 
"Well, | suppose no news is good news,” Obi-wan decided. 


"Padawan... Kenobi, right?" Panaka remembered vaguely, getting a 
nod, before his expression turned serious and troubled, "May | ask 
what exactly is going on?" He asked with a pointed frown, still 
looking out over the desert. 


"I'm afraid | don't follow your meaning,” Obi-wan commented, 
confused by his question. 


"I've seen enough to know when someone is being cautious of 
something completely unknown and when they're suspicious of 
something they believe is dangerous," Panaka answered idly. 


Obi-wan kept his face neutral at that, or he hoped he did, "Do you 
trust him, Captain?" He asked with a raised eyebrow. 


"No," Panaka answered bluntly, "He's a stranger with unknown 
motives. It is my duty to protect the Queen and that means 
suspecting ulterior reasons in situations like this," He explained 
before turning to face the Padawan, "That said, all he's done so far 
has won him some trust on the part of the Queen and I. If he truly is 
on our side, I'll personally shake his hand when Naboo is free 
again." 


"Then what's the issue?" Obi-wan asked, not seeing where this was 
going. 


"The issue is, unless I'm mistaken, it is currently your duty to protect 
the Queen as well," Panaka pointed out with an edge to his voice, 
"And keeping us in the dark of things regarding our mysterious ally 
is not aiding anyone." 


"... To be perfectly honest, Panaka, we're confused,” Obi-wan 
answered carefully, "Darth Vader claims to be one thing, but doesn't 
behave how we would expect him to if that were so." 


Panaka rose an eyebrow, staring at the Jedi-in-training critically, 
"And when was the last time you or any Jedi encountered one of 
these "things" he claims to be?" He countered pointed. At Obi- 


Wan's small frown, he pressed on, "A long time, | take it than. 
Meaning these "things" have had a long time to change." 


"They don't change, Captain," Obi-wan countered, a bit of heat in his 
voice. 


Panaka, while not bearing the Jedi Order any hatred, was a bit 
amused that he was getting under a Jedi's skin, "Everything 
changes, Kenobi. Especially to survive," He countered as he turned 
back to look out of the ramp, towards the settlement, "... The Armpit 
of the Galaxy," He muttered, remembering a nickname Vader had 
mentioned. 


Obi-wan hummed a bit before shrugging, "Guess there are worse 
anatomies to be compared to," He mused offhandedly. 


Panaka had to admit, he almost lost his composure at that one. 
End of Chapter 


Oi, this took longer than expected, and | am sorry! Life came 

up, Writers block came up, sickness came up, technical issues came 
up, new ideas came up, etc. Seriously, | had to rewrite two scenes in 
here: one because it came out too confusing for my tastes and the 
other because it didn't get saved. 


Still, here it is. Not muchhappens, but we're basically setting the 
stage for a few things, mostobvious being the confrontation with 
Maul. 


Now, | did a good deal of research for this chapter- Tar Mass is a 
place in Mos Eisley- so | hope that the Jedi Masters came out 
alright. | Know not all of the council spoke up, but | doubt they 
always do. I'm sure we've all sat through a meeting or two with 
nothing to add. 


Also, Panaka is NOT on Vader's side, not completely. He just 
doesn't personally or professionally like the Jedi keeping him in the 
dark about their (comfirmed)suspicions about their mystery ally. But 
since Vader destroyed two tanks just for a diversion, he's won a bit 
of trust of Panaka’'s part, who will give some benefit of the doubt to 


the Sith Lord. 
Next time, we see how much trouble Vader can get into on his own 


Only question now is, who the hell did he sense to put him in a good 
mood? 


Chapter 4 


Darth Vader in the Past - 1000th favorite! 
Disclaimer: | don't own Star Wars. 


Shout out to Moosejuice5, our 1000th Alert! Sorry to say the 1000th 
Fav slipped by me without realizing it. Thanks to everyone who 
follows, favorited, and read this fic! You're all great! 


Regular Speak 

Thoughts and Flashback 
Demonic or Animalistic Speak 
Demonic or Animalistic Thought 


AN Iam so, SO sorry for the long delay! | got a massive writers 
block for part of this, than | was busy trying and failing to get a 
job, various family emergencies and real life issues, a few tech 
problems, occassionally getting sick or helpingsomeonesick, 
than | got caught up in everyone freaking out ever since the 
elections, and I've just been trying to get life to go smoothly 
again. Again, | am sorry and | don't expect another massive 
wait like that again. 


Qui-Gon resisted the urge to sigh as he felt something through the 
Force, 'What has he been doing now?' He wondered, trying not to 
show how anxious he was. 


It was bad enough, making sense of one anomaly in the force, now 
he had another: Anakin Skywalker, a Tattooine slave that the Jedi 
could clearly sense had the Force within him to a great degree. The 
child had offered them shelter at his dwelling with his mother. Hence 
how the trio ended up staying the night in a slave's home. 


Interesting events just kept on coming during this mission: Trade 
Federation rebellion, clumsy Gungans, unconventional/helpful Sith 


Lords and now a Force-sensitive they just happen to come across? 
The galaxy isn't supposed to be that small of a place. 


"Qui-Gon Jinn?" Shmi Skywalker called, looking just a bit uneasy as 
she poked her head around the corner. 


"Yes?" He asked politely from where he sat. 


"There's... someone here to see you," She commented, eyes tracing 
back to the door repeatedly, as if pleading him to go to it. 


Qui-Gon blinked as he straightened up, 'What? When... How did 
he...?' He wondered in confusion as he headed to the door, letting it 
slide up and permit a gust of wind and sand in. 


Or at least, it would have, if the Sith Lord wasn't holding up his arm 
to create a Force-shield against the sandstorm, protecting himself 
and the door, "Do not look so surprised, Jedi. Unlike your Padawan, 
it doesn't suit you," Vader commented evenly, shifting a bag held 
over his shoulder by his free arm. 


"You... feel farther away," Qui-Gon noted cautiously, raising an 
eyebrow at him. 


Vader nodded in understanding, "A brief trick, making my Force- 
presence linger elsewhere for a short time, giving the illusion | have 
not moved. Our "friend" seems so fixated on me that he has either 
forgotten about you entirely for the moment, or simply cannot bring 
himself to focus in on any other presence. | thought it best not to 
give him an impression of where you might be, on the far chance he 
has a moment of clarity," The Sith Lord explained as he brought the 
bag off his back and handed it to the Jedi Master. 


"What is- This ?" Qui-Gon asked curiously, a bit surprised by the 
weight. Cyborg limbs had their advantages, apparently. 


"| was unable to find the proper items for a replacement, but I... 
happened into the possession of certain objects | felt it would be a 
wasie to part with," Vader elaborated vaguely. 


The Jedi raised an eyebrow before looking in the bag. He almost 
dropped it as he looked back up at the Sith in surprise, "Vader, what 


did you do?" He asked suspiciously. 
Vader pondered the best answer for that... 
Flashback Montage 


"Do you have anything to pay for this?" A grumpy human vendor 
asked dryly, bravely unimpressed by Vader's intimidating 
appearance. 


Vader was about to comment when a Devaronian just barely 
bumped into him, yelling over his shoulder, "Watch it!" 


The Sith Lord glanced at the horned pick-pocket with almost 
palpable annoyance before said thief suddenly found themself 
stumbling into a large Gamorrean, causing the boar-like being to 
spill its food. The swine-ish biped looked down at his sand-covered 
snack, flaring his nostrils as he looked up with a low and fang-filled 
snarl. The Devaronian had all of two seconds to look terrified before 
his face met a meaty fist, sending him into an Aqualish, who ended 
up accidentally knocking over an entire stand. Within second, it 
devolved into a street brawl with several other bystanders. 


The human vendor watched the event with amusement, raising an 
eyebrow as Vader placed several peggats on the table, "| believe 
this shall cover it?" Vader asked knowingly. The human decided to 
pretend like he never saw how several objects had flown into 
Vader's palm from the direction of the street fight, nodding as he let 
the Sith collect his goods. 


"Pleasure doing business with you." 
1 


"You are fortunate that no one has crashed into the settlement after 
purchasing such mistreated and broken equipment," Vader 
commented dryly, his inner mechanic insulted from one parsec to 
another over these scam of a shop. 


"| told you, for the last time, it's not broken!" The Klatooinian shop 
owner argued rather vehemently, despite sweating nervously. This 
customer was very... intimidating. 


"Saying a lie repeatedly won't change the truth, no matter how loudly 
you proclaim it," Vader retorted with an eye roll, resisting the urge to 
force choke the fraud. He wasn't sure why, really. Maybe he just 
didn't want his first force choke in this timeline to be wasted on a 
lying vendor. 


"Look you snarky tourist, if you're just going to insult my business-" 
Tempting, though. 
1 


"Hey, buddy, | think you're in the wrong place," A purple Elomin, 
missing half her horns, warned as they sat at a rather expensive bar, 
attended only by some of the richer folks in Mos Espa. Interestingly, 
it had a strangely wide door. 


"| would rather be on any world else, save one," Vader agreed 
neutrally. He didn't like bars in general, but at least the high class 
ones made the effort of trying to look like civilized businesses rather 
than the cesspools he usually thought of them as. 


"No, | mean this bar. This is where Jabba’s bounty hunters hang out 
after a good payday- which is today," She forewarned, "They don't 
take fondly to... other patrons when their around." 


"Words of experience?" He asked, glancing at her broken horns 
without moving his head. 


"... Something like that," She answered with a sigh as she got up to 
leave, "Don't say | didn't warn you." 


1 


Jabba the Hutt would normally be annoyed at seeing his henchmen 
thrown out of a bar like children, but this was not normally. In truth, 
he was actually a bit relieved. He paid good money to keep this 
place in good shape and have a Hutt-friendly booth, not a common 
feature in a galaxy filled with mainly bipedal sentience. Not to 
mention they knew how to fix some of his favorite beverages just 
right. 


Yet for some reason, his underlings got the horrid idea he'd want 
them at the same bar as him. In truth, he had intended on this being 
a place for a little peace and quiet for him. And from experience, 
telling your grunts to scram wasn't a good idea- that always seemed 
to be the moment a crime lord needs them in the most criminal 
underworld. 


Accompanied by two guards, in case anyone got annoyingly stupid, 
he moved his way into the establishment... 


He was honestly amused to see a black clothed humanoid, with a 
skull-like mask, sitting at a booth with the Bith barkeeper collecting 
several blasters as payment for a drink. Jabba was considering 
hiring him if he could steal all those blasters off those common 
thugs. Common thugs he might be overpaying, by the looks of 
things. 


Though, how the stranger drunk that drink without removing the 
mask, he didn't know. 


After all, Vader wasn't about to advertise he had a retractable straw 
in his mouthpiece. 


Jabba couldn't help smirking a bit as he saw a game of Holochex on 
the table. It had been a while since he had good competition... 


1 


"_.." Vader didn't even have words for the Rodian trying to mug him 
in an ally. He almost felt sorry for the fool whose desperation for 
food and/or money must have overpowered his survival instincts. 


That didn't mean he was going to overlook this. 
Question was how deal with him... 
End Flashback Montage 


"You are in all likelinood better off not knowing, Jedi," Vader 
answered carefully. Best let the Jedi use his imagination and 
assume the worst for now. 


"Right... ," Qui-Gon acknowledged as he held the bag of " goods" 
with questionable origins and legality to even possess in most of the 
galaxy. 


"Keep them away from the boy,” Vader advised sternly as he turned 
back into the storm. 


Qui-Gon closed the door before the sand could get in, deciding not 
to even ask how Vader knew about Anakin in any form. 


"... Was he a bounty hunter?" Shmi asked curiously as Qui-Gon 
walked by from where she had been watching. 


"Ms. Skywalker, it would be much simpler if that was the case," Qui- 
Gon answered, half amused and half exasperated. 


"Is he going to be alright in that storm?" Shmi pointed out with a 
raised eyebrow, deciding her guest wouldn't elaborate more on the 
mysterious visitor. 


"Likely, yes," Qui-Gon answered, knowing Vader was likely a bigger 
danger to most than any storm. Looking down at the bag in his 
hand, he wondered where he was going hide this from Anakin. Or 
JarJar for that matter. And there was a small part pondering how he 
was going to explain it to Padme, ‘l'm going to need a loooong 
meditation session soon.' 


Meanwhile 


Being a Sith was not without challenge; quite the opposite in fact. To 
be a Sith was to embrace challenges, to overcome and manipulate 
them to one's own fullest advantage. To adapt and persevere when 
a new type of problem couldn't be dealt with in the usual methods. 
And ultimately, to face a Sith's greatest opponent every day. Not 
themselves, no. Unlike the Jedi, they saw their own selves and vices 
as things to harness and wield like any other weapon. 


No, the greatest opponent of the Sith was the Force itself. 


The Jedi knew only the calm, serene relationship with the Light as a 
mystery to unravel with time and understanding. The Sith dueled 
and sparred and fought every day with the Dark Side of the force. 


Not in hatred or loathing of its followers, but in testing. The Dark 
Side detested weakness, be it in mind or body. It was much like a 
great beast that would loyally aide one, but only as long as they did 
not waver in their strength while constantly testing their might and 
resolve. The only difference was that the Dark Side often rewarded 
those that claimed victory against it, strengthening their bond. 


If the Force- or more specifically, the Dark Side- had a voice, it likely 
would express some praise for the Line of Bane, ever strengthening 
the two greatest champions it could have at one time. And perhaps 
that was why Bane's way worked so well. The Apprentice and The 
Master, The Dark Lords of the Sith. Two entities, each generation 
gaining more power, had almost the exclusive attention of the Dark 
Side rather than it leaping between thousands of Sith. 


But that was no longer the case, and Sidious hated it. 


In his private apartment on Coruscant, it was so tempting to just 
start destroying and thrashing everything, then use some mind- 
techniques with the force to make the staff replace everything before 
forgetting everything. But he didn't need the extra distraction right 
now. After all, theJedi might be paranoid enough right now to sense 
it. 


This new entity was a mystery he could not afford to remain in play 
without unraveling its origin and intents, and soon. Too much had 
been riding on this, generations of work all building up to this grand 
step in taking back the galaxy for the Sith and wiping out the Jedi. 


Okay, he was exaggerating a little bit. They had more than a few 
back up plans. Not quite as clean as the original plan would be 
though, or as clean as civil war and genocide could be in any case. 
Not to mention turning the decadent republic into an empire was 
about the simplest solution in terms of galactic domination. It would 
take recalibrating, but yes, the plan would ultimately still work even if 
he didn't become the supreme chancellor. 


No, what truly infuriated the Nabooian Senator wasn't a hiccup in the 
grand scheme of things. Nor was it even that his home planet was 
involved in this hiccup. It was this unknown... Sith, as begrudged as 
he was to admit the being as such. The Dark Side's attention was 


almost exclusively focusing on this new player, as if it had been 
called to heel. Even Darth Plagueis, greatest master of manipulating 
the Force, had never had the Dark Side so eager to answer his call. 


Not to say the Dark Side was ignoring Sidious, oh no. While it 
offered no aid in giving him an extra foothold into this newcomer's 
mind, it was more than willing to aide with anything else; cloaking his 
presence, subtly reading and twisting minds, even glimpses into the 
near future. Yet, he could almost feel the Dark Side'’s eagerness in 
connection to the stranger. 


But if there was one thing Sidious was enjoying about this, it was 
being able to sense the unease and fear of all the Jedi in the temple. 
Oh how Sidious almost cackled as he drank it in before he 
remembered the cause of that reaction. And the other Dark Siders 
across the galaxy, their own fear laced into awe. But even if he 
stretched out his senses, he didn't get any sensation of relief or joy, 
or any darker equivalents, at them sensing the new presence. 


So far, no one strong in the force apparently knew who this was 
offhandedly. 


Perhaps the thing bothering him most wasn't just the this Third Sith 
so much that it was happening now, right at this crucial moment. 
And as bizarre as it was, this new player seemed to be traveling with 
the Queen of Naboo. What became of the two Jedi was anyone's 
guess since most would assume any force user was in fact a Jedi. 
Still, that wasn't the point. The point was that to interfere with this 
plan, with the invasion and occupation..? 


To Sidious there were two possibilities, neither of which he liked. 
One was that this Sith and whatever secret line or group he had 
emerged from, had found a way to spy on fellow Dark Siders 
through the force without being detected. It made sense in a way, as 
the Line of Bane was primarily hiding from the Jedi, most didn't think 
about hiding from other Sith. 


The other option was that his master, Darth Plagueis, was playing 
him for a fool. He had trouble seeing that, if only because of how 
hard it would be to hide it from Sidious, but he knew not to put 
anything by his Master. 


Still, he was a bit anxious now. If Plagueis was double-crossing him, 
he might have been aware of Sidious's intentions. 


Perhaps, Sidious decided, he might have to "surpass" his master 
before becoming chancellor rather than after. But it'd be hard now. 
Every Dark Sider- No, every force user peroid would be on their toes 
for the foreseeable future, much less the Dark Lord of the Sith. 


Another less pleasing topic was Darth Maul, his so-called 
apprentice. He had advised the assassin to tread carefully if 
confronting this unknown party became unavoidable. But he knew, 
in the deep wells of the Dark Side, he knew that Maul was very 
displeased with this event. He was obviously confused and likely 
unsure if Sidious knew who or what this being was... a smart 
assumption to make, to suspect one's own master. Sidious just 
wished this was some scheme of his. At least then he'd know what 
was going on. 


Still, Maul was likely to get killed if he went after this dark source and 
Sidious knew he would. At least that meeting might provide some 
insight into this individ- 


His eyes widen as the Dark Side whispered to him. Apparently, that 
confrontation was going to happen. 


Right Now . 
Meanwhile 


Darth Maul could say one positive thing about this trip: He 
discovered he enjoyed meditating during storms. There was 
something soothing yet focusing for the violent Dark Sider about 
tuning into the Force while in the midst of a display of Nature's 
Wrath raging about just outside the cave. 


But no amount of meditating could have stayed Maul's shock at the 
speed the mysterious force presence was suddenly moving at... out 
of the city too. It was on a vehicle, a speeder most likely, but to 
where? To a ship...? 


No. 


With wide eyes, a strange and confused mix of excitement, rage, 
and fear built in the male Zabrak as he realized it was coming in 
Maul's direction. He wasn't a coward, but even just logically Maul 
knew he couldn't escape in the storm. That this foe was riding 
through this weather painted a disturbing determination to confront 
the young Dark Sider. 


In all his life, he only felt like this on one occasion: In a spar with 
Darth Sidious himself... one where the Dark Lord brought a great 
deal of power down on his student, more than Maul had been ready 
for. But at the beginning, there had been that moment, that ominous 
feeling of an oncoming storm that was after him and him alone. 


Maul didn't like the implications. 


The presence stopped. He couldn't tell how far or close, such was 
the magnitude of the presence's weight in the Dark Side, but it was 
definitely in the area. 


Whoever it was, it was hunting for Maul 


The red skinned humanoid held his composure as he stood in the 
cave, saber gripped firmly in hand with a finger at the button. 


'... [know you're there,'Came a whisper into his mind as all else 
became eerily quiet. 


He flared his mental defenses, refusing to allow his mind to be 
tricked and played with. 


'l have no use for such tactic on a dog such as yourself,' lt... he 
taunted, his voice seeming to echo in the cave, if only to Maul's 
mind. 


Maul refused to respond, not falling for the bait. He could fend off a 
mental assault, but he doubted he could win an actual battle of that 
nature. 


‘Does it anger you? To know that your master refuses to teach you 
fully? That he holds back his teachings?’ The voice was like a 
whisper in his ear, but loud and clear in his mind. 


Maul continued to glare at the only entrance into the cave, knowing 
any assault would have to come from there. 


'How little you truly know. Sidious would never train a true 
apprentice so poorly before sending him on such an important task,’ 
He mocked even as Maul went rigid. 


He knew Sidious. He knew who his master was. But how...? 
‘An assassin, a disposable tool on the other hand... ?' 
The voice trailed off as Maul noticed something very important. 


He had focused so much on the cave entrance; he didn't notice how 
deep the shadows around him had become. 


‘Let me show you the True Power of the Dark Side!'' 


Maul's eyes went wide before he heard the first crack, as the ceiling 
began to collapse. He made a force-dash for the opening, almost 
feeling the sand fall on his back before it fell off from the speed of 
his run. He privately cursed having to leave his speeder, likely to be 
crushed in the cave-in. 


That thought was immediately forgotten as he saw something that 
would haunt him to his final days. 


The quiet had not been in his mind. 


There was a large... hole in the storm, a wide area where the sandy 
winds flew around and refused to entire, with his cave right in the 
center of it. As if kept back by a glass wall... 


*Kuuuuuuh Kerrr* 
Or a great Force. 
*Kuuuuuuh Kerrr* 


Instinctively, somewhere, he knew what he'd find when he turned 
around to face the breathing. That didn't mean he could delay in 
doing it. 


*Kuuuuuuh Kerrr* 


Upon the hill above the former cave stood a large, ominous black 
figure. In one hand was a lightsaber, the other held in a clenched 
fist, holding the storm at bay. 


If it had been his younger years, before he met Sidious, he would 
have thought this to be the Dark Lord of the Sith. 


On some level, he still did. 
End of Chapter 


Well, there we go. Bit shorter than the others, but | hope this was 
somewhat worth the wait. Vader got some secret toys, ruffed up 
some his old hometown, Sidious is still trying to get a handle on the 
situation but know he can't without more intel, and Maul is about to 
get mauled. 


Not much else to say. Also, no, the person he senses is not Shmi or 
young Anakin. The character is a bit on the obscure side. 


Also, asof this chapter, I'll be answering all reviews here with 
the review response feature or common questions in general in 
the AN. Review Responses isa habit from my early days that 
I'vecoe to realize doesn't work well with massive reviews, 
which I enjoy. I'm still adapting as an author at times, this is 
one of them. 


| will be sending several review responses from the past 
chapter out over the week. 


Chapter 5 


Darth Vader in the Past 
Disclaimer: | don't own Star Wars. 


Echoing throughout the force, there was... a sound. The sound was 
not a roaring fire. It was not thunder or lighting. It was not roaring 
tides or rushing wind. 


No, this sound could only be described as crackling; the groaning of 
ice cracking beneath the feet... the growling of cracks in a mountain 
before an avalanche... the shaking of glass before it gave way. So 
light yet so sharp and so ominous. It was the sound foreshadowing 
doom and death in a dark place. 


Across the galaxy, the force sensitives fell into a strange quiet, 
looking up or into the distance. What they were looking and waiting 
for, even some of the learned didn't know. 


But even if they did sense the galactic audience they currently had, 
the two Dark Siders paid them no mind. 


Maul clutched his dual lightsaber with an iron grip, his entire body 
tense as he watched the Titan of Darkness staring down at him. The 
assassin looked for any movement, any tell, any sense of where the 
attack would come from. 


But there was none. His foe did not move a muscle, his own 
lightsaber still on his belt. 


*Kuuuuuuh Kerrr* 


And all the while, that breathing grated at his nerves... mocking him, 
taunting him, showing him that this durasteel statue was indeed 
alive and just didn't deign to speak to him now. 


*Kuuuuuuh Kerrr* 


And even in this desert, each breath felt like it took a bit more of the 
heat with it. 


*Kuuuuuuh Kerrr* 


Maul grit his teeth just short of snarling as Vader finally stepped 
forward. The black fist lowered, but remained clenched as he began 
to stride at a deceivingly leisurely pace. 


Igniting his lightsaber on one end and forcing himself to focus, Maul 
realized that while keeping up this opening in the storm was 
impressive, it had to require a great deal of focus. Meaning that a 
measure of his enemy's abilities was held back by the need to keep 
this storm at bay. And if he released it, it would turn into a game of 
being able to find and out maneuver each other in this sandstorm. 
Maul wasn't sure if that was a much better prospect but this Dark 
Sider didn't seem built for speed, relative to Sith and Jedi at least. 


For now, he just had to keep his senses about him and wait for the 
blow to com- 


*WOOSH!* 


Maul hit the ground, rolling to his feet with a frantic, wild look in his 
eye. He had no idea what just happened. He had been blindsided on 
his left by a sudden force pelting his skin with biting grains of sand 
and carrying enough power to knock him off his feet. 


*Kuuuuuuh Kerrr* 


And still Vader marched over the sand to him, the gap more than 
half closed now. 


Maul realized he had clearly underestimated this being, to assume 
that he would be able to sense the force attacks coming with any 
degree of ease. 


With that in mind, he dashed forward, his weapon twirling expertly in 
his hand. He had to stay moving, stay on the offensive and not let 
himself be- 


*WOOSH!* 


-attacked so easily. 


He growled as he summoned the force to spin himself in midair and 
land on his feet. He had been just out of striking range! And what 
technique was that? There wasn't even any additional force-exertion 
Maul could detect coming from his opponent to form those attacks! 


"Sand has an unfortunate habit of getting everywhere, as you're 
discovering," Darth Vader commented casually as he came to a stop 
several sword-lengths away from his foe... his saber still on his belt. 


Maul felt the rage flow through his body, emboldening him and his 
power over the force. This unknown Dark Sider didn't even consider 
him a threat enough to hold his lightsaber at the ready. Not even 
Sidious did that in their spars, not anymore. 


Shooting his hand out, the Dathomirian sent his own wave of sand 
into the face of the cyborg before leaping to his right, hoping to 
evade Vader's attack and senses. 


*WOOSH!* 


lt worked, barely. Vader had blocked the attack with ease, but the 
red male was able to dodge past the wall of wind and sand that 
nearly hit him. 


And as he went through the air, his eyes were wide as he finally saw 
the truth of the trick. The wall of sand had emerged from the edge of 
the force-barrier holding back the storm, the wind and sand rushing 
through a gap in the invisible obstruction. 


His enemy was not using the force to strike him with the sand at all. 
Rather, he was manipulating the shield holding out the storm, 
allowing it entry into their arena and directing the wind as a weapon. 


Maul almost smirked as he realized why his opponent wasn't using 
his lightsaber. The entire area, the very storm itself was being used 
as a weapon against him. 


That was a bit less insulting to his warrior spirit, but more troubling to 
his warrior mind. Especially with how the barrier of gushing winds 
and blinding sand still separated them. Reaching out his senses, he 


felt the Dark Side holding the storm and where the gap had been 
formed. If he could stay mindful of where they form, he should have 
a good idea of when and where to- 


*WOOSH!* 
-dodge! To the left! 
*WOOSH!* 
*WOOSH!* 
Forwa- No, back! 


Maul grit his teeth as two walls of storm collided in front of him, just 
barely dodging this attack before the next came. 


But dodge and leap and dash he did. He hated it, loathed not being 
able to strike at his enemy. Unfortunately, very few gaps stayed up, 
shortening the room Maul had available to move around in bit by bit. 


‘He's cornering me, corralling me. But for what?’ Maul questioned 
himself, now trapped in a diamond shape less than a dozen meters 
from one side to another. 


Deciding not to let his enemy spring whatever trap he was being led 
to, Maul conjured a great deal of the force and his concentration to 
his legs and leapt high, going over the crisscrossing sand walls. For 
the brief moment as his ascent slowed and before gravity caught up 
with him, he spied his adversary. Unsurprisingly, he was on the far 
side of the area from where Maul had been briefly cornered. 


As he landed, he burst into a dead sprint for Vader, who had 
watched his descent with interest. Maul was prepared for a new 
round as Vader turned to face him. 


"Enough," Vader commanded firmly as he unclenched his fist- 
*WOOOOOOOSH!”* 


- and let the storm engulf them both. 


Maul wrapped the Dark Side around him, using his rage and fury to 
push through the overwhelming winds, if only enough to strike his 
foe. And yet as he swung forward and slashed in all direction, he hit 
nothing but sand, sending flakes of glass into the howling winds. 


‘So you can think beyond simply attacking. Impressive, for a hound,' 
the mental voice called, praise and mockery in even measure in that 
synthesized voice. 


'Why do you hide, Imposter!? Do you fear my power, that of a true 
Sith!?' Maul mentally railed, trying to get a fix on where he was. But 
the storm clouded his physical senses and the mere presence of this 
one was too overwhelming to pinpoint with the force at this range. 


*Kuuuuuuh Kerrr* 


Maul slashed behind himself, only slicing through a small stack of 
boulders. 


'You still cling to that notion? You are blinded by your own strength. 
Your master has never and will never grant you chance to grasp true 
power,' Vader taunted. 


'Your lies will not work on me like some weak minded fool! | have 
been taught by the most powerful being in the galaxy! Maul 
boasted. 


‘Second. ' 


The claim had been so simple, so offhanded that it actually gave 
Maul pause. 


'... What do you mean, Second? You believe yourself to be greater 
than the Dark Lord of the Sith?!' Maul demanded suspiciously. 


*Kuuuuuuh Kerrr* 


He wildly sent a wave of force energy out at a dark mass, finding it 
to be just a mass of sand and a trick of the wind. 


'Even if your belief held true, you would still only student to second 
best,’ Vader answered mockingly. 'You do not serve the Master, 


assassin. Darth Sidious is merely the true apprentice himself, to 
Darth Plagueis.' 


Maul went wide eyed at that. He was ready to scoff at these claims 
until he heard THAT name. Sidious had spoken of the "previous" 
master of the Dark Side, of his great mind and achievement before 
ultimately dying at Sidious's hands as was the custom. 


'You lie. Plagueis has been dead for nearly a decade! Bested in 
combat by my Master!’ Maul countered. 


*Kuuuuuuh Kerrr* 
*WISP!* 


If he were not a trained user of the force, Maul might have lost his 
footing when the wind suddenly stopped pelting him... and only him. 
Whereas before he had been in a great open cylinder in the storm, 
now it was merely a hallway... a long pathway that the treacherous 
weather refused to enter. And on the opposite end of it, with the 
wind parting behind him and billowing his cape, stood Darth Vader 
himself. 


"Do you truly believe that?" Vader called, his voice carried by the 
howling wind. "Then come, Son of Dathomir and let me demonstrate 
what Sidious has lacked to teach," he challenged as he held his 
arms open in welcome. 


For a moment, Maul hesitated. For a moment, he began to doubt 
and wonder. Could he be right? Could everything he know be a lie? 


Then he steeled himself. It didn't really matter. True or false, this 
was his enemy. And neither reality would change that. 


With that, he flew. His feet barely touched the ground as he sped 
towards Vader with all the power and speed his rage and power 
could bring to bear. 


At the last instance, Vader's lightsaber shot into his left hand. 


Maul spun his lightsaber around his back and activated the other 
half of his dual weapon. 


He swung to take the cyborg by surprise on the right. 
And Vader caught it. 
*PWOOo000* 


The winds were pushed back once more by the sheer strength of 
the Force, into an unstable sphere as the sands trembled before the 
struggling duo. 


And Maul could only stare in wrathful incomprehension as his red 
saber refused to move closer than four inches from Vader's open 
right palm, locked in place purely by the force. 


Lock was the accurate word there, as Maul could not move his 
saber and began to feel a great pressure upon his limbs. He grit his 
teeth as he stood his ground, his feet sinking into the sand when he 
refused to fall to his knees. 


"Think back, Hound of the Apprentice!" Vader called over the wind 
as he pushed him down. "Did Sidious ever tell you how he killed his 
Master?" 


Maul growled as he attempted to use the force to push back, to 
escape this hold, this... cage. Vader's hand twitched back for an 
instance, but held him firmly still. 


"Did he gloat? Did he relish in the remembrance? Do you think for a 
moment that Sidious wouldn't treasure that memory, of claiming his 
long awaited mantle from his master's corpse?!" Vader demanded 
as he brought his other hand up, still holding the unlit light saber. 


Maul's snarl was now pain filled as his knees shook while the sand 
started to engulf his legs. 


Vader's breathing quieted. 
As did the winds. 


For a moment, the two were as if statues, save the billowing of 
Vader's cloak. 


"And do you truly believe that he, your master, would ever leave his 
fate up to a duel?" Vader asked simply as he stared right into Maul's 
eyes. "And if I'm wrong, why did he never show you his face on 
Coruscant? 


Maul blinked. 


His knees finally gave out, his lightsaber disabled. He stared up, his 
rage still evident, but a spark of suspicion leaked onto his visage. 


"He never even reveal his true name, did he? Or Plagueis's?" Vader 
asked knowingly as he gazed down at the assassin. 


Maul's grip on his weapon tightened. 


"When you flee to your Master to report your failure, when he 
demands you tell him every detail of your battle with me? Tell him | 
gave you this name," Vader all but ordered before giving the name, 
causing Maul to go wide eyed. "Give that name to him and witness 
your master rage at what | know." 


Maul didn't move for an instance, looking unsure if he should 
continue to fight or flee. 


Then they both twitched as the sandstorm abruptly ended. With the 
airborne sand no longer attempting to assault them, the two Dark 
Siders looked to the side; Vader to his right and Maul to his left. 


The Force worked in interesting ways. It revealed a great many 
things to its practitioners, but it seemed to pick the oddest and most 
inopportune blind spots. 


Most saw this as a force user overestimating their abilities. 


Vader, on the other hand, just thought the Force had a twisted 
sense of humor... hence why he was now starring down a large, 
multi-legged mouth of teeth. Otherwise known as a krayt dragon 


*ROOOOOAR!* 


'l loathe this planet,' Vader thought in resignation as he, finally, 
ignited his lightsaber. 


Meanwhile 


Obi-Wan knew that he wouldn't be getting much sleep that night 
even when the dual suns set on the horizon. It would be impossible 
for him with the echoes of the Sith-on-Sith battle still ringing through 
the force, and the added knowledge that neither Vader nor this other 
Dark Sider was dead. Yet, he had neither seen nor felt hide nor hair 
of either of them approaching since their battle. He'd pass that up as 
either his inexperience or their prowess in force-stealth, but with the 
lack of word or warning from his master, he was fairly sure neither 
was making an attempt there either. 


"Padawan Obi-Wan," Panaka addressed, leaning in from a door 
way. 


The Jedi apprentice looked up from his thoughts, "Yes, Captain?" he 
asked in interest, hiding his grogginess. 


In all his life among the Jedi, this was the first night he recalled 
feeling a physical NEED for coffee or at least something of that 
nature. 


"He's returned," The Nabooian answered with professional 
grimness. 


Obi-Wan resisted the urge to sigh. "How bad of a mood is he in?" 
He asked in acceptance of the situation. 


"... It's best if you come and see," Panaka suggested after a 
moment of uncertainity. 


As he was becoming fond of saying, Obi-Wan had a bad feeling 
about this. 


Without another word, he headed towards the ramp of the ship. As 
he descended into the sandy terrain, he raised an eyebrow as he 
failed to see the dark figure of the strangely helpful Sith in the shade 
of night. "Captain Panaka?" he asked inquiringly, glancing at him 
over the shoulders. 


Panaka handed the Jedi a pair of electrobinoculars while pointing 
out to their outer right. Obi-Wan took the offered device, scanning 


the area with night-vision until... 
"What is he riding?" Obi-Wan asked in confusion. 


"Unless I'm mistaken, | believe that's a bantha," Panaka answered 
offhandedly. 


"In this sand pit?” Obi-Wan asked in bewilderment. 


"Banthas can adapt to most planets from what | hear. Though, | 
agree with the sentiment," Panaka explained, wondering how such 
large herbivores survived here. 


"The universe truly never ceases to amaze. Such as Vader riding in 
on one," Obi-Wan snarked in amusement as a distinctly annoyed 
durasteel cyborg dismounted the beast, which turned around to 
make itself scarce. 


The pair watched as their dark ally stalked up to them with his usual 
posture that radiated authority. The blood covering his right glove 
and the speckle on his helm add to the imagery of a returning 
warrior. "... It has been a long day," Vader commented simply. 


Obi-Wan raised an eyebrow. That was the most normal thing Vader 
had said in the Padawan's few days of knowing him. "| hope that 
blood is from someone that deserved it," Obi-Wan commented idly. 


"A Krayt dragon," Vader answered simply. 


"... Didn't you say something about hiding under one?" Obi-Wan 
asked wryly. 


Panaka took a step back as the air grew colder around them while 
Vader fixed his gaze on the young Jedi. 


"One? Yes, but two can makes things problematic," The Sith Lord 
elaborated, his synthetic voice somehow conveying irritation. 


"Oh..." Obi-Wan said awkwardly, not sure what to say now without 
worsening the mood. People skills wasn't his greatest quality. 


"And the bantha?" Panaka inquired for the sake of moving things 


along. 


"| was considering returning upon one of the dragons, but decided to 
spare you all the alarm. So | set the surviving Krayt upon a group of 

Tusken Raiders while | acquired a bantha in their confusion," Vader 

answered, a bit amused by their paling expressions. 


Killing Tusken Raiders never ceased to be therapeutic. 
"And your... opponent?" Obi-Wan asked slowly. 


Panaka glanced between the two suspiciously, drawing the Sith's 
attention. 


"The Jedi is referring to a force-wielding assassin sent after your 
Queen, Captain," Vader answered bluntly. Obi-Wan looked at him in 
shock at the casual reveal while Panaka was stunned, glaring at the 
Jedi for a moment before refocusing on Darth Vader. "| bested him 
in combat, but the Krayt dragons made themselves known at that 
time, allowing him to steal my speeder," Vader finished, clearly 
annoyed by that. 


"Do you believe he is still a threat?" Panaka asked grimly. 


"For my own reasons, | made it a point to avoid deadly force at that 
stage. Physically, he is more than capable of continuing his mission. 
However, he clearly did not plan for or enjoy facing a foe such as 
myself. He may still make the attempt, but he is as likely to return to 
the one who sent him to voice his displeasure," Vader responded, 
noting Obi-Wan was eyeing him oddly for his wording. 


"... Is Master Qui-Gon in any danger then?" Panaka asked carefully, 
trying to hide his worry. 


Vader would give the captain credit; it would have worked if he didn't 
already know the truth aboutthe Queen. "Unlikely. This assassin 
radiates a lack of subtlety. Though, if he did so, it would be solely to 
challenge the Jedi." 


Panaka stiffened for a moment before nodding. "I'd like more 
information, but I'm guessing you'd like time to rest... and clean up," 
Panaka acknowledged with a grimace at the smell. 


Vader fully agreed with that line of thought. "Do not feel ashamed, 
Captain. Even among those that inhabit this planet of filth, Krayt 
blood has a uniquely strong foulness to it." 


End of Chapter 
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"The Queen wants an audience with me?" Darth Vader repeated as 
he refitted his now-clean glove over his cybernetic hand, which he 
had inspected to make sure no blood or anything slipped in. 


"Yes. There's been a development while you were gone and she 
wishes to hear your thoughts on the matter," Panaka explained 
briskly, making a point to not stare at the artificial limbs. "After you 
had rested, of course." 


"Very well, Captain," Vader agreed as he stood to follow the man. 
Curious, whatever this was. He could sense Obi-Wan was busy 


speaking with Qui-Gon on the communicator, likely about finding the 
apparent Chosen One. So what could this be about? 


Reaching the semi-circular room that, unless he was completely 
wrong, served as substitute throne room. Naboo had oddly adherent 
imagery and traditions of offices for having an elected monarchy. 


"Your Highness," Vader greeted with a nod. 


"Lord Vader," the false queen greeted, returning the gesture with 
practice nobility and respect. "We received a transmission from 
Naboo." 


"A transmission?" Vader repeated, not recalling this detail, leaving 
him wondering if Obi-wan just failed to mention it or if it was an 
effect of himself being present. 


"Yes, Governor Sio Bibble pleaded that | contact him for instruction. 
He says that the Trade Federation is starving my people," Sabe 
explained with a level tone. "The Jedi believe it is a trap, that any 
response would allow them to track us." 


"They are correct," Vader confirmed, staring at her intently. He never 
knew Sabe, having died just prior to his reuniting with Padme just 
prior to the beginning of the Clone Wars. Yet he felt as if he knew 
her. Padme spoke of her at times. A body-double of someone like 
her needed to know her role intimately, leading to a deep friendship. 
Sabe knew everything about Padme; she needed to in order to pass 
as her. She knew how to behave as the Queen even on topics they 
did not agree on. 


Which meant she asked him here because she thought it was what 
Padme would want, to ask him something about the situation. 


"You wish to know if your people truly are suffering,” Vader 
summarized, causing stiffened spines to form around the room. 


"| can see the rift between you and the Jedi, Lord Vader, but on 
these matters you appear to be of similar minds," the queen 
commented, staring at him intently. "However, you appear more 
forthcoming in your council, so | would hear it.” 


"The message is both truth and lie in one," Vader stated, getting an 
odd look from Panaka. "That is no riddle. The Trade Federation are 
cowards. They would never risk the full consequences of what would 
happen to them if they endangered an entire world's population to 
such a degree, all over a trade dispute. Your people suffer, no 
doubt. Most in fear. If any are being starved, it is likely only the 
capital. Your world, as a whole, has suffered very little in the way of 
human lives," Vader assured. 


"How can you be so sure?" Sabe asked with a scowl. 


"To be a more clear version of the Jedi: The Force would have 
allowed me to sense an entire planet suddenly dying, from 
starvation or otherwise. Conditions for you people have only, at 
most, mildly worsened since our escape," he explained, mentally 
wondering why Jedi didn't just outright say stuff like that to reassure 
people. "Beyond that? Tell me, did your governor truly sound like 
himself, pleading for you in such a manner to surrender what your 
planet holds so dear?" 


The handmaidens and guards all looked at one another in concern, 
some muttering. "You believe he is being controlled?" Sabe 
summarized. 


"They have a... force wielder working for them. Could he be doing 
something similar to the Jedi mind-tricks I've heard of?" Panaka 
asked with a scowl. 


"I'm truly not positive that your Governor's mind is weak enough for 
that," Vader admitted, having felt the politician was of some mental 
fortitude. Not great, but enough to resist such tactics. "More to the 
point, Captain? While the force is powerful, you should not 
underestimate how effective the more practical and straight forward 
method of threatening someone's family can be," Vader pointed out. 
"Regardless, | know what you and the Jedi think of this matter: 
You're running out of time." 


The words reflected the grimness permeating the room perfectly. 
"Vader, do you believe we will be able depart soon?" Sabe cut 
straight to the heart of the matter. 


"We will be returning on our journey tomorrow, the day after at the 
latest if the ship proves uncooperative with the repairs," Vader 
answered simply, surprising them all slightly, but they were steadily 
becoming accustomed to the efficiency of their dark ally. "If there is 
nothing else, Your Highness?" 


It was phrased as asking permission to leave, but it was evident to 
everyone it was a courtesy offer. Without good reason, he'd depart 
regardless of their wishes. 


"No, Lord Vader, thank you for your counsel," Sabe granted. With 
his cape flowing in his wake, the Dark Lord of the Sith departed 
without another word. 


Mos Espa, Arena Hanger 


Vader hated, no, utterly despised how much he did NOT hate this 
specific spot on this hellhole of sand. He only took comfort in 
knowing any vague fondness for the place was due to it being a 
place of engineers, practically artisans, using anything they could to 
make the best high-speed pod-based vehicle they could. 


That and this is where he mastered most of his skills with 
electronics. 


He stared frostily at the back of Watto as he spoke with Qui-Gon 
Jinn not too far from him. He had extremely mixed feelings about 
Watto, always had. Yes, they had been his slaves, but Watto ranked 
very low on the chart of cruelty. And he had sold his mother to a 
man that freed her... which had resulted in her death due to Tusken 
Raiders... but she lived those years of her life peacefully with loved 
ones... 


Vader shook his head, realizing how messed up a Sith's life story 
must be if he can't decide if he should truly hate someone he had 
been enslaved to. 


"Hello?" 


Vader stiffened as he slowly, slowly turned around and stared down 
at the fair-hair boy staring up at him with wide eyes. The Dark Lord 


stared down at his younger self, a heavy silence growing in weight 
with every second as they stood there, unable to look away from 
each other. 


This was off. He rode here with Padme and his mother on a pair of 
eopies. Why was he by himself? 


"... Mister, you are so Wizard," Anakin said with what was definitely 
awe. 


Vader blinked at an agonizing slothful pace, completely refusing the 
idea he had heard his other-self correctly. Because a child just said 
that he, Darth Vader, was wizard. Was he insane at that age? Then 
again... he supposed his image was appealing in a dark and 
intimidating manner. 


"Are you a friend of Qui-Gon?" Anakin asked, eyeing the lightsaber 
that went unnoticed by most between his cape. Many a would-be 
assassin had believed the device to just be part of his suit. 


The Dark Lord finally managed to gather himself. "An ally, of sorts. | 
take it you are racing today," Vader mused, glancing up towards the 
hanger entrance, where he indeed saw the camel-like creatures 
approaching with Padme and... his mother, along with a childhood 
friend of his, Kitster. He tore his eyes towards C3PO and R2, the 
latter pulling the podracer he remembered so vaguely and so clearly 
at the same time, having built the entire thing himself in one way or 
another. 


"How'd you know?" Anakin asked with a curious scowl. 


"You will know in time," Vader answered cryptically, glancing back at 
the pair that were now or soon would be bartering for the life of this 
boy. "Be mindful of your enemies, boy. You should be aware of how 
little others care for the fairness of their victory," he forewarned 
ominously. The statement also doubled as a scolding to himself. He 
really should he expected Sebulba to cheat. 


"Hey, boy!" Watto barked, clearly angered as he flew over to the 
two. "Bonapa keesa pateeso, 0 wanna mee... tee... cho... bodd?" 
the Toydarian started to rant, his voice growing softer and more 


unsteady as he felt a chilly pressure on him. He slowly looked up 
into the empty, soul crushing lenses of Darth Vader's helmet. "Never 
mind. I'll... I'll just be going," Watto muttered fearfully, leaving while 
taking a cautionary glance over his shoulder as he did. 


"What was that all about?" Anakin asked with a shiver from the chill 
in the air. 


Luckily, Vader was saved from having to answer. 


"Vader!" Padme called as they arrived on their eopies, the droids 
coming up as well. "| see you have met Ani," Padme greeted with a 
small smirk as she disembarked. 


"Anakin," The boy corrected lest the nickname be mistaken as the 
real one, before blinking as the name registered. "Wait, THIS is 
Darth Vader?" he asked in surprise, looking the dark monolith over 
again. 


"Ani, why does everything interesting here happen around you?" 
Kitster asked, staring with wide eyes at the Sith Lord before 
shrinking under his glance. 


Vader rose an unseen eyebrow at Padme as Qui-Gon arrived to 
help Shmi down. "Indeed he is," the Jedi Master answered idly. 


"What did you tell him?" Vader asked in the flattest tone his 
synthesizer could manage. 


"| told him not to be scared of you," Qui-Gon answered truthfully. 


"| told him not to be rude- he's a little tinkerer," Padme opined, 
glancing at Vader's limb before motioning to the mother. "Lord 
Vader, this is Anakin's mother, Shmi Skywalker." 


Vader steadied himself as much as possible. Yes, he had spoken to 
her briefly before confronting Maul, but between said assassin and 
holding off the winds, he was able to not focus on just who he was 
talking to. 


All he wanted to do was say he knew exactly who she was so they 
could move on, so he didn't have to stand here and remember her 


dying in his arms while standing next to the wife he unintentionally 
murdered while pregnant with their child. 


"Acceptable advice on both fronts," Vader conceded frostily as he 
nodded to the woman in question. 


"Apologies for my behavior last night. | thought you were a bounty 
hunter or something at first, but your friends explained things to me," 
Shmi apologized as the ever kind soul that she was before she 
gained a pensive and uncertain look. "They said you were like a 
Jedi, but... not." 


"That is the mildest of explanations, but sufficient," Vader answered, 
keeping his responses as short as possible without appearing rude. 
Well, rude compared to his normal behavior. 


Qui-Gon sensed the distraction in Vader, but obviously 
misinterpreted. "We should talk," the Jedi master stated, nodding to 
the deeper parts of the hanger. "I'm guessing you sensed him too," 
he started after a few paces. 


"| was aware of the boy since we arrived on this world," Vader lied 
skillfully. "He is strong with the force, he will win." 


"That, we agree on," Qui-Gon conceded as he stroked his beard, 
obviously contemplating what to say and what not to. 


How very Sith of him, Vader noted with amusement. "You believe 
the boy is your Chosen One," Vader stated bluntly, shocking the 
Jedi. "Do not let your fears run away with you, Jinn. | am not here for 
the boy. He would learn well under you." 


Qui-Gon scowled at that. Why, oh why would a Sith refuse someone 
with that much potential as an apprentice? But he couldn't ask that 
here, in the open. "Your friend left." 


"Kryat dragons became involved," Vader answered bluntly. "He shall 
not trouble us for now, regardless. | have planted enough doubt in 
his mind that he will return to his... employer to seek answers," 
Vader assured. 


Qui-Gon's eyes went wide at that. Vader knew they would. "I thought 


there was only suppose to be two?" the Jedi inquired tensely. 


"In my lifetime, | have discovered something that you Jedi are 
mistaken about, backwards even on a very fundamental level,” 
Vader stated, leaning in to drive the point clear, and to avoid being 
overheard. "Only Jedi deal in absolutes. There is nothing truly 
absolute about how the Sith operate. Not anymore." 


As Vader leaned back, Qui-Gon was suddenly very, very worried. 
Not about what Darth Vader would do, but what he knew and the 
Jedi didn't. 


How many Sith were there? Or Dark Siders? The Order had always 
known there were some groups hidden throughout the galaxy that 
dabbled in the Dark Side, but never anything as dangerous as the 
Sith: Or so they believed. Yet he knew there were two and a third 
was implied. Had the Sith discarded the Rule of Two? Was there 
some secret Sith Empire that had only now had tendrils exposed 
into the light? 


But all of that, all those terrifying possibilities, still didn't give a single 
hint more on Vader himself and why he revealed himself in this way. 


The tense moment was broken by Padme walking up to them, 
tension marking her face. "Master Qui-Gon, we might have a 
problem: Anakin has never even finished a race," she informed, 
keeping her voice low. 


"It will be fine," Qui-Gon assured, almost absently. 


Vader wished he could snort at Padme's almost dumbfounded 
expression. "While | agree with the Jedi, | did secure alternate 
methods to obtaining the parts," Vader reassured pragmatically. 


"You did?" Handmaiden and Jedi questioned at the same time. 


"Just because | am certain the boy will win does not mean | trust 
anyone on this planet to keep to an agreement," Vader explained 
simply and he meant it: the timeline was changing, he would not be 
surprised if getting screwed over on Tatooine would be a ripple 
effect. "Should the worst happen, | can use the items in the sack to 


procure parts | can form into makeshift replacements," Vader 
assured, deciding to leave out that Jabba the Hutt owed him a favor 
now. 


"Then... should we really be endangering this boy with this race?" 
Padme asked in concern, glancing over at the sweet little boy that 
called her an angel. 


And Vader was mentally face-palming as he remembered how corny 
young-him was when he met Padme. "There is more at stake in this 
race than you know, Handmaiden," Vader stated coolly. "Now, if 
you'll excuse me, | am going to acquire a seat: Podracing is perhaps 
the only redeeming quality this planet has," he informed bluntly as 
he stalked off. 


Qui-Gon just shook his head, filing away that this un-sith-like Sith 
Lord liked podracing, apparently. 


Meanwhile 


Darth Plagueis was an old Muun and an old Sith. Well over eighty 
standard years old now, the twilight years for much of his kind. Just 
in terms of logistics he was happy that the Grand Plan was unfolding 
soon. Trying to explain how Hego Damask II, Magister of the 
InterGalactic Banking Clan, kept prolonging his life would be tough 
to explain. Yes, he could just take up a new identity, but his current 
need for a transpirator mask from an assassination attempt would 
complicate making personas that would not be recognized too 
easily. 


Still, the finer issues of secretly being immortal, or so he believed, 
were not what troubled him. No what troubled him is what troubled 
the whole of the galaxy, even those they weren't aware of it. 


The Third Sith Lord. 


Plagueis should be mad, he knew. After all his master, Darth 
Tenebrous, had attempted to replace him with a secret apprentice, 
who the muun later defeated. But honestly, Plagueis hated the Rule 
of Two, wishing to do away with it entirely by him and his apprentice 
becoming immortal. Unlike other Siths, the muun was truly fond of 


his apprentice with all his scheming ways. He wouldn't call it 
something homoerotic, but more parental in its own way. Honestly, 
when the Jedi were gone, he would be fine just spending a few 
hundred years with Sidious to slowly take over the rest of the Galaxy 
if the Galactic Empire part of the plan fell through. 


For that and more, like the purely scientific part of his mind, he 
welcomed this interloper and all that he brought with him- for now, at 
least. His mere existence would hopefully bring Sidious completely 
over to his way of thinking, discarding the Rule of Two. But more 
importantly, this could imply an entirely separate order of Siths! One 
that had remained hidden even from them! How had they 
developed, both as a culture- as much as an Order of Bane could be 
said to have a culture with only two living and true members- and as 
force users? What techniques and discoveries had they made on 
their own? 


Of course, it was equally possible this Sith was a self made Sith. 
Something most of his order would scoff at, he knew, but he knew it 
was possible in theory. After all, the Sith started with one exiled and 
therefor "Dark" Jedi, so any force user could in theory build 
themselves up to being a Sith. And when one takes into account all 
the Holocrons and the existences known as Force ghosts, there was 
a ample supply of informative teachers if one could discover them. 


Honestly, whereas Sidious found the whole thing infuriating, 
Plagueis only found amusement in the tantrums of his apprentice. 
That was the big schism in their personalities. While Sidious could 
and would rise to any challenge, he did so with hatred of surprise 
obstacles while Plagueis took to them with curiosity and fascination, 
saving his hatred for true setbacks and enemies. The Nabooian was 
so used to being in control and manipulating, it had been too long 
since something truly beyond his sight had shaken up his schemes. 
It was good for him, a learning experience. 


True, Plagueis found it odd how readily the Dark Side seemed to 
jump to aide this new Master, as if it had a new favorite, but it only 
made the muun more curious. And the Dark Side still clung to 
himself readily, so it was not like this rival's presence diminished him 
any yet. Even more importantly, Sidious was throthing over nothing 
in Plageius's opinion. 


Yes, someone this powerful in the force just revealing themselves 
was alarming and rocked several beliefs the Sith had, but ultimately 
this entity hadn't done anything to ruin their plans. In fact, he was 
helping in Plageius's opinion. Yes, they could complete this phase of 
the plan regardless of whether the Trade Federation succeeded or 
failed, but getting the Queen to Coruscant was the best way to get 
Sidious elected as Supreme Chancellor, and himself as Co- 
Chancellor. If she didn't, they'd have to get some of their puppets to 
finally call Chancellor Valorum's competency into question for failing 
to handle the Trade Federation properly or secure Naboo's safety. 


That was how you win: make plans that can succeed no matter how 
a situation goes. 


The true Dark Lord of the Sith honestly didn't believe he could 
defeat this entity with absolute certainty, but he also wasn't sure he 
needed to. For a Sith, this one was oddly non-aggressive at times. 
He had shaken Sidious up a bit when he expelled his tendril from his 
space in the Force, but had very much left Plagueis alone. And the 
muun was not stupid enough to believe he went unnoticed, even as 
careful as he was. 


His mind began to wonder, did this one have an apprentice also? 
More than one perhaps? If not, perhaps he could aide Sidious in 
teaching Maul some restraint, maybe take him on as a full 
apprentice? 


He shook his head at that, feeling he was getting too far ahead of 
himself. He needed to calm Sidious down and focus on the meeting 
with Maul that was coming up; the Dathomirian was returning to 
Coruscant but ignoring all attempts to communicate with him. He 
wanted answers. Answers Sidious had to be calm with delivering 
while keeping the assassin on their side. After all, if this was a new 
enemy, he was great and terribly powerful in the force. They might 
need all three of them against him. 


But before all of that, Plagueis was confident in one thing: Watching 
and sensing the Jedi reacting to the newcomer was amusing 
enough, he couldn't wait to feel the Order's feeling at the idea of a 
Sith HELPING the republic. And if that was what this Third Sith was 
doing, or pretending to do long term, it could even make the Grand 


Plan's success easier in transition. 


Yes, foe or not, this would be amusing to witness, if only through the 
Force. 


Mos Espa, Arena 


Vader glided through the halls of the arena, having left the stands as 
the race neared the end. He had observed that Sebulba had been 
unsuccessful in tampering with the pod of his child-self, all but 
guaranteeing victory this time around. Several instances had 
remained the same: Sebulba throwing something into another 
contestant's engines, one crashing in the caves in the first lap, 
tusken raiders making a surprise appearance. But several things 
had changed. There was, amazingly, less crashes all around. Only 
three, not counting the one who's pod failed to even start. Young 
Anakin had still gone flying up a service ramp, but so had two 
others: one crashing and another managing to land on top of the 
canyon, but unable to continue. Also, another pair of pilots had 
apparently gone awol and just kept trying to kill each other. Not 
surprising, him and Sebulba were hardly the only podracers with 
issues. 


Still though, he contemplated the significance of this change: If he 
was truly honest with himself, there were two events that gave hima 
bit of an ego growing up. Shockingly, the Chosen One thing wasn't 
one of them. No, that would be having won the Pod-Race despite 
being sabotaged and having blown up the Federation command ship 
in the battle of Naboo. One had won his freedom, the other had 
saved a planet and his new friends. Big achievements for a child of 
that age. 


While he hated to rob his younger self of that self esteem boost, 
something a former slave-child needed, he also felt it could be 
helpful for him. And Vader just wasn't ready to contemplate the idea 
of teaching himself to be a sith. Besides, Vader himself needed to 
cement his image in this timeline before some of the Jedi decided to 
paint him as the source of all the evils and problems in the galaxy. 
The Trade Federation's occupation of Naboo supplied the perfect 
stage for that, and the potential to deal with Sidious early in this 
grand game the Order of Bane had made of the galaxy. 


Exiting out into the arena itself, he felt a strange proxy-yet-personal 
pride as he saw his younger self had crossed the finish line in first 
place, followed by the deafening cheer of the crowd over the 
unexpected victory. Anakin came to a halt not too far from Vader's 
location, basking in his moment of glory and praise. Standing a short 
distance away, Vader decided to save his own awkward(for himself) 
congratulations until after Qui-Gon and the others got theirs in as he 
had no desire to ruin this moment for the boy. 


But others had different plans. 


Vader was initially just annoyed that Sebulba hadn't crashed at all, 
but his mood grew darker when he saw the dug pull up close to the 
Skywalker pod... and jump out to lunge at the boy. 


The cheering audience gasped into silence. Sebulba, for all his 
cheating and treachery, had never resorted to outright fighting his 
fellow racers outside races. The arboreal alien slammed the young 
slave against the human's pod, using one of his feet to all but 
strangle Anakin while launching a sucker punch into his gut with 
another. 


That was as far as he would have gotten. 
Qui-Gon would have pulled him off with the Force. 


Several fans of the only human podracer would have pulled the 
raging former champion off. 


A few people that hated the dug would have used this as an excuse 
to blast him. 


Anakin would have force pushed him off in a moment of rage and 
fear. 


Any of those things would have happened if Vader didn't do 
anything, he could sense as much. 


He didn't have to get involved. 


The Force would not let Skywalker die here, like this. 


Darth Vader didn't care. 


No one could mistake an invisible force pulling Sebulba as anything 
but, well, the force. But they could easily overlook an entity as large 
as Vader moving forward at seemingly impossible speeds. 


Sebulba found himself ripped from the boy by a durasteel grip on his 
own throat. So great was his indignation at being defeated by this 
boy, this slave, this human that he did not even register who or what 
was grabbing him. He struggled hard and futilely in the hand of 
Vader, who slowly walked towards Sebulba's doom. 


Anakin Skywalker was only vaguely aware of his mother and Padme 
rushing to him, hugging and checking him for injuries. He could hear 
Qui-Gon yelling at Vader, but couldn't make out the words. 


All he could do was watch, utterly transfixed and uncertainly horrified 
as he watched Vader hold Sebulba up and against the still-spinning 
turbines of the dug's own engines. He couldn't see it, but he could 
hear and he could imagine it as the blades flayed and chopped at 
Sebulba, thrashing about and screaming to escape his fate. But 
Vader made sure to push him in slowly so that the podracer knew 
exactly what was happening to him. 


The horrible, wet, crunchy thrashing of the engine eating flesh and 
blood soon came to an end, leaving ominous silence. 


All gazed upon Vader as he cast aside the ruined torso of Sebulba 
and walked away. Fear and terror filled the hearts of many at such a 
gruesome and cruel death, even for Tatooine. He paused as he 
glanced at Anakin Skywalker. Whereas Padme had this look of 
slight disgust and confusion and Shmi was torn between gratitude 
and horror, Anakin looked upon him with purely uncomprehending 
eyes. 


And looking upon his younger self, he said one thing. The only thing 
that truly mattered about this whole thing, really: "You are a slave no 
more, Skywalker." 


End of Chapter 


And there we go, Vader being, well, Vader. Went back and 
rewatched clips of Phantom Menance and the idea of Sebulba 
finishing the race instead of crashing made me think he'd attack 
Anakin, maybe even try to kill him. Vader, of course, kills the Dug in 
the most fitting and brutal manner possible. 


And we finally get to the last of the Sith's thought of Vader's arrival, 
and it is interesting I'm sure. Plageius, still being the defacto Dark 
Lord at this point, is a much more scientific mind and therefor takes 
to this unexpected arrival with a bit of glee. He also hates the Rule 
of Two, so another Sith independant of the Bane Order- or so he 
believes- is something he welcomes almost on an emotional level. 


Similarly, Vader is beginning to deconstruct various things the Jedi 
still believe about the Sith, and enjoying doing so. He's going to 
have an... interesting meeting with the Order one day soon. 


Most importantly, perhaps, Anakin and Vader have met. And lets be 
honest, a little engineer like Anakin, growing up on Tatooine, would 
either think Darth Vader's apperance is either something par for the 
course of his planet or, as here, completely awesome. Which throws 
Vader for a loop, and I'm loving it, lol. You can hear him thinking 
"Did | really just say that?" about his younger self. 


Hope this was all worth the wait. 


And again, if any of you are willing, I'm grateful for any tips thrown 
my way on pat-reon . Again, its under my usename, Akumakami64 
. I'd link it, but FF doesn't like it. | never hold my fanfics and such 
hostage- might make original works for my pledges only one day, 
but all fanstuff will always be free. | and my family deeply appreciate 
the generosity, and regardless, | apprciate people enjoying my 
works. 


Chapter 7 


Darth Vader in the Past 

Disclaimer: | don't own Star Wars. 

The silence that had fallen over the group was oppressive at best. 
*Kuuuuuuh Kerrr* 


Minus the ever present breathing of the source of the foreboding 
feeling. Before, they had grown accustom enough to the sound in 
order to tune it out with ambient noise or their own conversations. 


*Kuuuuuuh Kerrr* 


But there was nothing now to block it out. They could not find the 
right words to break the ice, and everyone in and around their path 
stared at them without a sound. 


*Kuuuuuuh Kerrr* 


"Must that be so loud?" Padme questioned in the most passive- 
aggressive voice possible. 


Padme and Shmi almost tripped at the abrupt end to Vader's 
breathing; Qui-Gon glanced at the Sith with a raised eyebrow while 
Anakin tried not to laugh, even if the image of- 


-his arms and legs failing, blood flying, screaming even as his lungs 
were shredded to mince meat- 


Sebulba's fate remained fresh in his mind. 


"You were just doing that to disturb others?" The Jedi Master 
questioned with distaste and strained civility. 


"Hardly. It's merely less effective for my health this way," Vader 


explained without missing a beat. "Qui-Gon, | believe you and the 
boy have business to attend to?" he prompted. 


Qui-Gon almost let his surprise show. He had been worried about 
leaving Vader alone with Anakin after that... display, concerned the 
Sith Lord might try to plant seeds of temptation into the youngling's 
mind. Instead, here he was, suggesting the boy go with him instead? 
He had to know that almost any Jedi would try to use that as an 
example of why one should never touch the Dark Side. 


"You are a slave no more, Skywalker.’ 
... Unless, of course, the seed had already been planted. 


Qui-Gon registered and quelled his mental conflict in the same 
instant before nodding. "Yes, | suppose it's time to collect our 
winnings," he answered as an excuse. 


Vader nodded as he steeled himself for this next part. "Madam 
Skywalker, | will need to retrieve my belongings from your home," he 
explained without turning towards her. 


There was a question in there. It wasn't if she took issue with him 
coming into her home. The question was if she would rather stick 
with the Jedi Master and her son. He was sure she would, but 
solemnly hoped he was right. 


"It's fine, I'll go with him," Padme assured at the slave-woman's 
hesitation. 


The mother nodded thankfully before turning to Vader with a look of 
conflicted gratitude. "Darth, |... thank you, for saving my boy," she 
said with a teary smile. 


Vader looked and it nearly destroyed him right then and there. He 
only survived by keeping his eyes secretly on his younger self. He 
still looked... uncertain how to feel. Vader didn't blame him. 


Anakin the Jedi had been weak. Anakin the Slave was and still is 
just a boy. Perhaps, just perhaps, this version of him would be better 
than the man he used to be. 


"You are welcome,” Vader granted before he turned to leave. The 
group watched him go before heading in their own direction towards 
Watto's shop as Padme sped up her walk to catch up with the 
cyborg. 


Padme suffered the silence for a few minutes before she gave a 
suffering sigh, "Turn it back on." 


*Kuuuuuuh Kerrr* 


She could almost feel some form of smugness in the renewed 
breathing sounds as they made their way to the slave district. "So, 
are you going to pretend you didn't just do that?" Padme asked with 
a scowl. 


"lam not pretending anything, Handmaiden, | am merely continuing 
past it. If you wish to address it, by all means," he invited simply. 


"Address? You just sadistically murdered someone in front of 
everyone!" Padme reminded with a glare sent his way. 


"No." 


"... What?" Padme said slowly, not sure what he was denying. "No, 
what?" 


"| protected the boy that just won not only our means to leave this 
waste of a planet, but his own freedom. Would you have preferred if 
| had allowed him to die? Was that concern before the race mere 
show?" Vader returned as they reached the slave district. 


"You know it wasn't," Padme responded, struggling not to seethe 
despite the baiting question. "But you didn't need to take it that far." 


"No, | merely thought it was fitting considering who | was killing,” 
Vader agreed, idly tilting his helmet as he counted the doors until he 
found the right one. 


"What are you talking about?" Padme asked with a scrunched brow 
as Vader went up the steps and paused to look down at her. 


"Sebulba is infamous for cheating and violence, injuring and killing 


many of his competitors. It was considered a dull race if he was 
involved without a body count,” Vader explained flatly. 


Padme looked taken aback by that. "But why was he-" Padme 
stopped herself as she realized the answer. 


"He was never punished by those in charge of the races because he 
was too popular to penalize. He was never arrested because there 
is no republic, seldom even law on worlds like this one, let alone a 
world run by Hutts," Vader elaborated. 


Padme sighed deeply in defeat. "And because of that, there was no 
real authority to turn him over to," she summarized bitterly. 


"Precisely," Vader answered with a nod. "Had | spared him, he 
would have continued on as he always had. Had | crippled him, he 
would have retired in luxury with his fame and fortune," Vader 
explained with a hint of anger in his voice. "I didn't feel like allowing 
him such pleasant fates. | chose to kill him with his own vehicle 
simply for the irony, not for the amount of pain it brought him," he 
explained as he opened the door and walked in. 


Padme shook her head, begrudgingly accepting all of this as all 
technically true as she walked in, staring at the dark clothed human 
with a peculiar look. "That doesn't explain one thing though." 


"And what is that, Amidala?" Vader asked, as causally as his voice 
modifier would allow, while he visually scanned the room for what he 
sought. 


"Why do you care so much about Anakin?" she asked, letting 
silence reign for a moment as Vader continued his search. "Vader... 
are you his father?" 


The Dark Lord paused, hand frozen in mid-air as it reached out to 
grab the bag laying in a cupboard. "... No," he answered after a 
moment, finally removing the bag from its hiding place as he did so. 
He was honestly debating saying yes to that, but... no, he was 
barely holding it together around his mother, he didn't need others to 
think he was her former lover or something. 


Sith may not have limits, but they did have standards, thank you 
very much. 


"Then why would you kill to protect him?" Padme pressed on. 


Vader forced himself to sigh as he pulled the bag over his shoulder. 
"If | hadn't done it, the boy would have." 


"... What?" Padme breathed out the inquiry, blinking. "What do you 
mean? How could Ani pos-" 


"He's a force-wielder," Vader reminded bluntly. "Powerful of one 
enough that if he were being beaten to death, he would instinctively 
tap into the Force to push his assailant off his person. And in that 
frantic, Dark place all scared children go to in their mind, Anakin 
Skywalker would have thrown the Dug into the boy's own engines. 
Not to kill him, in the child's mind at least, but to make him unable to 
hurt anyone again," Vader elaborated as she stared at him in 
horrified fascination. "For all sapient beings speak of the young as 
innocent, there are few things crueler than the mind of a child." 


The secret queen swallowed thickly as she played the scene over in 
her head. Anakin had been pressed against his own Pod. Even if he 
tried to get away, that would only put him in a better line to fling 
Sebulba into the turbines. "When you said you were protecting 
him..." she whispered, realization dawning in her eyes. 


"It was as much from himself as from the Dug," Vader finished with a 
slow nod. "And the Jedi, the Jedi Order that is? They MIGHT accept 
a boy his age, but one already tainted from murdering with the 
Force?" Vader mused before making the best snorting noise he 
could. 


"Tainted? He's a child! It would be self defense! Isn't that what the 
Jedi teach, defense of yourself and others?" Padme asked with a 
look of confusion. 


"That is what they claim," Vader responded without really answering. 
"For now, we should return to the ship. To be honest, | do not trust 
any repairs | have not at least overseen myself and checked twice," 
he stated bluntly as he motioned to the door. 


Padme rubbed her eyes in emotional exhaustion from trying to 
untangle the mystery of Vader before pulling her hand back with a 
start, turning to look at the Sith with wide, wide eyes. He patiently 
stared back, almost like he was waiting for her to catch on. "You 
knew? This entire time?" she asked slowly. 


"Indeed, Your Highness," he answered with a nod that seemed just 
a bit too amused to be respectful. 


"... What are you expecting to get out of this, Lord Vader?" Padme 
asked with a slow scowl. "Why help us, really? What reward are you 
expecting?” 


Vader tilted his helmet, as if considering her words. "For a start? I'll 
settle for your gratitude," he answered simply. 


Padme's scowl vanished in surprise as she watched him. "... 
Assuming that I'm right, that you are not planning to betray or trick 
me as | believe the Jedi fear?" she stipulated cautiously before 
allowing herself a small smile. "If you are the hero you mostly seem 
to be, Darth, then you already have that." 


And just like that, she walked out, letting the Sith Lord collect his 
thoughts on that particular statement. 


While there were the embers of a particular warmth he had not felt in 
nearly two decades... 


There was also an undercut of irritation and amusement, summed 
up by a single thought : 'Great, we're back to people thinking my 
name is Darth.’ Explaining that in the early days to his subordinates 
had been one of the few times he felt awkward. 


Shaking his head, he left the only home he knew of as a slave, for 
the second time. 


His only regret was that C3PO was still inside. Otherwise, he might 
have just collapsed the whole building. 


Meanwhile 


"You!" Watto exclaimed as soon as he saw Qui-Gon walking up to 


him with the two slaves. 


"I've come to coll-" Qui-Gon started, only to find the Toydarian flying 
towards him with a large container. 


"Here! Take it! Its got the control device for the slaves. Take them 
both, | don't want any trouble from you or your friend!" Watto insisted 
before rushing back into his shop. 


Qui-Gon was very reluctant to accept anything extra gained from a 
situation like this, when the gains were from the machinations of a 
Sith. But more than his disagreement of the Sith's methods was his 
unwillingness to give a person BACK into slavery. 


"What was that?" Shmi asked in concerned bewilderment as she 
helped Qui-Gon put the container down and check its contents. 
While she was no mechanic, between her work in the shop and her 
son, she understood what all the parts were. That didn't mean she 
knew how they worked or anything though. 


"| managed to convince Watto to further the bet: the pod against 
Anakin's freedom," Qui-Gon stated as he rummaged through it. Yes, 
it was all there, including an extra rectangular little box that he 
presumed was the device in question. 


"Are you serious?!" Anakin cried in disbelief. He was happy, but 
numbly so. Not from what he had seen, he just wasn't sure how to 
process it yet, that he was free. 


"You did? That's wonderful!" Shmi exclaimed in joy, even as she 
noted she wasn't included in the deal. 


"Wait, what about Mom? Watto said she's freed too," Anakin 
reminded in worry. 


"He... originally wouldn't agree to including her, but it seems that 
Vader's action made him reconsider," Qui-Gon reluctantly admitted. 


Anakin's face scrunched as he unraveled what that meant. "So, if he 
hadn't done that, even if I... survived... | would have been leaving 
Mom behind?" he summarized, his voice slow as he took that in. 


"Anakin," Qui-Gon started with a sigh. "| Know what you are thinking, 
but the path Vader treads is not one you should take or admire." 


"What? You're making it sound like he's a bad guy," Anakin 
questioned with a scowl. "| mean, | know he killed Sebulba, but... 
Sebulba killed a lot of people. Stopping him shouldn't make Darth a 
bad person." 


"And it doesn't," Qui-Gon admitted, surprising even himself a bit. "I 
don't approve, but | wouldn't have reproached him much if he just 
snapped the Dug's neck. What Vader did was to incite fear by 
exerting his power, in a rather... malevolent display. That is nota 
path you would want to follow, Anakin," he cautioned the young one. 


"Master Qui-Gon," Shmi spoke up before either of them could say 
something they might regret. "Let me... speak with him." 


The Jedi Master nodded without reservation. Perhaps a mother was 
better equipped to caution someone without a Jedi-mindset. While 
Qui-Gon picked up the box of supplies and made to step away 
enough to give them quasi-privacy, the now-former slave knelt down 
before her son to look him in the eyes. "Mom, | don't understand. |... 
feel sick thinking about what happened, but why is everyone so 
upset with him?" Anakin asked with a small voice. 


"I'm not truly sure, Ani," Shmi admitted with a little smile. "But | do 
agree with Qui-Gon. You shouldn't want to be like Vader." 


"But why? He's strong, he saved me and freed you! Even if he didn't 
know that would happen,” Anakin retorted, his young mind and heart 
still in turmoil. 


"Because | don't think even Vader wanted to follow down the road 
that made him who he is," Shmi stated with a sympathetic smile, 
much to his confusion. "I think the only people who turn out like him 
are the very evil... or people who were good but found themselves 
trapped in someplace without hope, without a way out. A place 
where they felt like they lost everything," she explained to Anakin's 
sorrow. 


"You... you think Vader is like that?" Anakin asked softly. 


"| like to think so," Shmi stated. Life as a slave had made her 
skeptical of how some people presented themselves. "I don't want 
you to end up like that though. | want you to live a happy life and | 
know you have a great destiny up there, in the stars, but | also know 
you have a good heart. | just don't want you to lose it along the 
way," she finished as the pair wrapped each other in a hug. 


Qui-Gon heard every word, but didn't say anything. As a Jedi, he 
wasn't sure how much he agreed with that, but it was enough to 
explain to Anakin why he shouldn't idolize the Sith Lord. 


Meanwhile 
*Pssshhew!* 


Padme was aware that she should be worried in this current 
situation, alarmed even. And yet, in this exact instance, she found 
herself sharing Vader's vague annoyance with their Jedi friends. 


Upon arriving back at the ship, they walked up the ramp... and 
found a very nervous and almost scared looking Obi-Wan, pointing 
his ignited lightsaber at Vader. 


"Padawan, what is the meaning of this?" Vader inquired with quickly 
evaporating patience. Both he and Padme could see the guards 
standing around the room, blasters down but at the ready. Ironically, 
most were eyeing Kenobi more than they were Vader. 


"You killed them, didn't you?" Obi-Wan demanded, his voice shaking 
as his eyes watched every physical movement of Vader while 
honing what skill in the force he had to sense his nonphysical ones. 


"Him. I've killed only one person today, Jedi," Vader retorted 
factually, still holding the sack over his shoulder. 


While this conversation went on, Padme shared a look with Panaka. 
The guard captain drummed his fingers on his weapon and shifted 
his right foot. A coded question in an emergency situation, inquiring 
if she was secretly being held hostage. Luckily, her answering was 
much simpler and just as subtle: she blinked once, signaling that no, 
she was not being held against her will. Her pointed look towards 


the Jedi wasn't part of the code, but it said enough: she was more 
concerned with how the Jedi was acting. 


"Which?! My Master or the boy?!" Obi-Wan exclaimed, gritting his 
teeth as the cold sweat on his brow became more prominent. 


"Neither," Vader assured, which was ruined by his lack of concern. 


"| knew we shouldn't have trusted you," the Padawan 
continued,clearly unconvinced. 


"Padawan!" Padme called before this got any worse. "Vader is 
telling the truth! Anakin and your master are fine." 


"Then why did | hear my master screaming at Vader while the boy 
was being attacked?! Why can't | sense them now?!" Obi-Wan 
insisted, glaring daggers into the Sith's soulless lenses. 


"Padawan, | believe you know perfectly well you are no match for 
me. That you are still alive after pointing a lightsaber at me should 
be proof | haven't turned on you," Vader pointed out, in what Padme 
was sure was condescension. "The one | killed was attacking the 
boy. The Jedi took offense to how | disposed of the scum. Obviously 
the Dark Side swelled in the area, blinding them from your sight," 
Vader remarked dully. He was like a black sun in the Force, of 
course watching him too closely was going to dampen a Jedi's sight 
in the Force. "Your master and the child are alive and uninjured. 
Now step aside so | can prepare the ship for repairs." 


"And if | don't? How do | know you haven't influenced all their minds 
already?" Obi-Wan accused, making several of the guards incensed 
and impatient. 


Vader just stared at what would have been... or had been his 
Master in another time. He knew this one was still a Padawan, but 
this was just... disappointing. "That hardly sounds like someone of 
peace who denies emotions, Jedi," Vader stated as he intentionally 
dampened his presence by a fraction. 


Just enough for Kenobi to feel the familiar presence of his Master in 
the force, along with the bundle of light that he knew to be this 


mysterious child. He grimaced as he realized how drastically he had 
misjudged the situation, deactivating his lightsaber. "I'm so-ah!" Obi- 
Wan started, just as Vader used the force to pull him off his feet by 
his ankles. The Sith Lord stepped aside as the young Jedi slid down 
the ramp and into the sand. The Padawan lay there for a moment, 
sensing he was in no danger as he spat out the grains in his mouth 
while shaking some out of his hair. 


"Is there any particular reason you're force-handling my student, 
Vader?" 


Obi-Wan winced and paled as he looked up at his Master, R2D2 
pulling the box of supplies off a small gravity lift behind the Jedi 
Master. He was going to get an earful for this one and he'd deserve 
it. 


"| should have given him worse," Vader said simply as he let the 
astrodroid roll by. "And | have a dozen witnesses that will vouch on 
my behalf when | claim he brought it on himself," he added before 
heading into the ship to start the repairs. "Leave the Padawan be, 
Captain. His master will deal with him," he forewarned idly. 


Panaka wasn't entirely pleased being brushed aside, but accepted 
the suggestion nonetheless. The Jedi in general clearly had some 
issues to work out about which they kept the galaxy in the dark. 


"That was incredibly reckless and unlike you, Obi-Wan," Qui-Gon 
stated with a deep sigh. 


"I'm sorry, Master, | allowed my feelings to run away with me," Obi- 
Wan apologized as he rubbed his head. 


"And in the process, if your fears had been confirmed, you would 
have ensured he would have won in that mindset," Qui-Gon 
reprimanded with a sigh. "You still have much to learn, my 
Padawan, in practice if not in teaching." 


"| Know, Master," Obi-Wan admitted with a sigh. "Did he really kill 
someone to defend the boy?" 


"Yes, he did," Padme confirmed as she walked over to them. "You 


are finished with your mad ravings, Padawan?" she asked, giving 
the young man a leveled look. 


Obi-Wan had the decency to look sheepish before turning grim. "I 
am sorry, truly. | thought something terrible had happened and 
assumed the worst at the time," he admitted, brushing some sand 
out of his clothes before standing up. 


"There are a hundred different reasons for force signatures to 
dampen themselves, Obi-Wan," Qui-Gon reminded sternly. "If you 
feel the need to confront Vader at such a possibility, do it with a 
clear and steady mind." 


"No reprimand for pointing a lightsaber at our ally?" Padme 
questioned with a scowl. 


The younger Jedi looked at her in confusion while Qui-Gon almost 
looked amused. "There's a common, odd courtesy amongst all 
force-wielders, Handmaiden. We don't take too much offense at 
having lightsabers pointed at us unless the one wielding it is an 
actual threat." 


The secret-queen blinked as she looked back at Obi-Wan. "You 
were expecting to lose," she summarized. 


"lam legitimately surprised he didn't give me a concussion as a 
warning,” Obi-Wan confirmed with a shrug before looking around. 
"Where's the boy?" 


"Packing at home with his mother," the master explained, looking to 
Padme. "Watto freed Anakin as part of a bet. After seeing Vader's 
display, he gave up the mother as well." 


"That bad?" Obi-Wan inquired, morbidly curious. 
"He stuck someone inside a pod engine," Padme deadpanned. 


The Padawan took a deep breath as he tried to resist but knew he 
couldn't. "I really don't want to ask, but before or after it was turned 
on?" 


"After, and he did it slowly," Padme answered with extreme 


bluntness, still annoyed with the student's actions. 


Obi-Wan grimaced and nodded to himself. "Okay, very surprised I'm 
still intact at all. Master? Can my punishment be a sabbatical to the 
MediCorp? | believe | just discovered a new appreciation for all my 
attached limbs and functioning organs." 


End of Chapter 


Well, managed to get another chapter out. And yeah, Vader had 
more than one reason for kiling Sebulba in that manner. While 
Vader isn't a sadist normally, | think he enjoys ironic deaths. Cylo 
and the Space Whale, anyone? 


Still, everyone is of mixd feelings and reactions, the strongest being 
Obi-Wan in a sense. Given that have a rage-moment when Maul 
killed Qui-Gon, | can kind of see him doing something like this 
against Vader- unsure if his Master is dead, but knowing Vader did 
something horrible. Obviously the Dark Side wouldd "swell" for lack 
of a better term with Vader doing... that infront of a crowd. And | 
figured that could block out people from sensing others too close to 
Vader at that time. 
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Running away or fleeing was not something Jedi particularly liked to 
do. Sneaking about, waiting for the right time or retreating to a better 
location was not the same. Those were akin to dodging in a 
lightsaber duel. 


Right now, it was undeniable to the Padawan Aayla Secura that they 
were fleeing for their lives, she and her Jedi Master, Quinlan Vos. 


Actually, to be correct, they were fleeing for her life. She wasn't sure 
what her master could do against that... Darkness, but she knew 
that he believed she was not ready to face something like that. She 
wasn't sure she disagreed. 


She continued to meditate in the small ship they had used for their 
undercover mission on Tatooine. It had been going well, but her 
Master chose to save her instead of confronting what she could only 
assume was a Sith. Vos had more insight, she was sure. The Jedi 
Knight was one of the strongest Jedi she knew, in a way, as he 
regularly struggled with the Dark Side. While that carried great risk 
to him falling, it had certain... advantages. Such that what the Dark 
Side concealed, Vos could still see. At least somewhat. 


And his expression hadn't changed since, ever this hardened 
visage. As if he was watching and waiting for a great predator to 
make itself known. It was a face he only had when trying to deduce 
the best course for them to survive and it didn't leave until he 
believed he had found the way or been shown it by the Force. It 


never remained for this long. 


She cringed in her meditative stance. She could feel it, feel the 
Sith's anger overflow as waves in the force, rolling over everything 
too close to it. 


Apparently, being in the same region was still too close. 


It had been doing that for a while now, random bursts of growing 
anger and frustration. She dreaded to think what had put this titan of 
darkness into such a foul mood and pitied the one blamed for it. 


Meanwhile 


'DAMN YOU SIDIOUS FOR NOT INSULATING THESE LIMBS!' 
Vader screamed into his mind as he pulled back his hand, again, 
from getting zapped by a broken fuse. 


Nearby, R2D2 beeped and whirled some comments. 
"lam not using the Force to do this," Vader refuted bluntly. 


"Are you worried you might crush the device?" Obi-Wan asked with 
a hint of something he wouldn't dare call teasing. 


"Padawan, do you have any conceivable idea of how to repair a null 
quantum field generator safely, short of dismantling the entire 
hyperdrive?" Vader inquired in exasperation, not looking away from 
his work. 


"Granted, no," Obi-Wan admitted with a grimace. "I didn't think it 
could be damaged without ruining the rest." 


"One of the other astrodroids seems to have overloaded it by 
mistake, likely due to being shot and malfunctioning," Vader mused 
with a mental hum. If he was right, that was the Force keeping the 
group on route to meeting his younger self. "Now grant me silence 
so | may get us off this planet." 


Obi-Wan, honestly, couldn't agree more with that sentiment. "Very 
well, but should | ask the boy to come down here? | hear he's some 
sort of prodigy with mechanics on top of being..." 


"Absurdly powerful in the force, yes. And, no. The boy may be gifted 
in mechanics, but as far as |am aware, he has only worked with 
droids and pod-racers until now. The latter of which are just similar 
enough to this for him to believe he is fixing something while 
dooming us all," Vader warned as R2 beeped. "Tell the boy the droid 
sends his thanks. He'll know what for, | believe," Vader translated 
before removing his hand as the hyperdrive started to hum, the 
noise rapidly increasing in sound and speed for a few moments 
before evening out. 


"Did you do it?" Obi-Wan asked curiously. 


"The pilots will have to make certain, but | believe so," Vader 
answered as he turned to make his leave. 


"Vader," Obi-Wan called, the cyborg pausing. "Do... you have an 
apprentice?" 


The Dark Lord understood the nature of the question instantly: Was 
he not trying to take Anakin as a student because he already had 
one? A plausible theory, but not one he was obligated to deny or 
confirm. "Jedi, even if | had an apprentice or acolytes, | would be a 
fool to tell you considering your Order's first instinct is to exterminate 
or brainwash any organization of Force users with even a hint of the 
Dark Side," Vader reminded bluntly. 


"The Sith-," Obi-Wan began to retort with a scowl, only for Vader to 
hold up a hand, commanding a pause. 


"| did not say the Sith. Not to mention your Order hardly tolerates its 
own sects sometimes," Vader clarified. 


"We only try to protect he Galaxy and those in it from mishandling 
and misusing the Force," Obi-Wan retorted firmly. 


"Misusing, by your definition, is a very broad and vague category," 
Vader countered without even raising his voice. "And | will restate 
what | have already said: | have no desire to have a religious debate 
with you, Jedi." 


Obi-Wan scowled to himself as the Sith departed from the engine 


room. Yes, he was aware that the Jedi were forceful, no pun 
intended, in discouraging some primitive religions from making use 
of the force in their practices, especially if they were overtly dark in 
nature: Blood Sacrifices, varying forms of "magick", etc. It wasn'ta 
practice many Jedi enjoyed, but it had to be done for the security of 
the galaxy and maintaining the balance. 


Despite that, Obi-Wan knew there was some legitimate point in 
Vader's reasoning. His master had already informed him of Vader's 
implication that the Rule of Two among the Sith was either not in 
use or not as strict as they believed. With that, Vader had already 
exposed enough to them. Given they were supposed to be enemies, 
it made sense that the Sith Lord would not reveal just how many, if 
any were under his sway. 


Darth Vader, on the other prosthetic, made his way through the ship 
with a sense of satisfaction. After that stunt Obi-Wan pulled, it felt 
rather pleasing to ruffle his ideals, and by proxy, those of the Jedi 
Order in general. 


"Lord Vader," Shmi greeted pleasantly from her seat as he passed. 


"Madam," he answered instinctively as he continued on... and 
suddenly stopped as he processed who he had just seen and heard. 
He resisted every urge to do a double take before quickly moving 
along to the cockpit, where the captain was waiting for the pilots to 
finish checking the systems. 


"Vader," Panaka greeted with a nod. "I take it you are finished with 
repairs?" 


"| take it by your question that the repairs are functioning," Vader 
returned as he tried to hold his patience. "Has the Jedi Master 
appraised you on our passengers?" 


Panaka grimaced. "I'm not entirely fond of using this ship as a 
recruitment transport for the Jedi, but given where the boy came 
from and what he has done for us, the Queen and | understand," he 
accepted civilly. "Especially given the alternative might land the boy 
and his mother back into slavery." 


Vader nodded. "| was not aware he was able to liberate the mother 
as well," he admitted, tilting his helmet slightly to show his curiously. 


"Apparently your display, as the handmaiden refers to it, coaxed 
some... generosity on the slave owner's part," Panaka elaborated, 
trying not to shiver. He approved of Vader's action in a roundabout 
way. After all, it certainly stopped a street brawl from developing and 
endangering the real queen, and likely made the junker they were 
dealing with not only give up his slaves, but put enough fear into him 
to not consider double crossing them. They get their parts and freed 
a small family from the horrors of slavery. As a proud man of Naboo, 
that smelt like a small victory. 


Vader himself simply stood there, doing everything he could to 
contain how shocked he was. His mother was free? He had freed 
her on accident?! Granted, he had been planning to ensure her 
freedom for sometime now, after the Naboo Crisis was dealt with. 
His reasoning for leaving her being that, well, he wasn't sure 
where'd she stay while they were dealing with the Trade 
Federation's invasion after bureaucracy failed once again. But he 
had about twenty different plans to get her freedom, all the way up 
to calling in a favor from Jabba the Hutt or suggesting Padme buy 
Shmi's freedom after things were settled. 


In another time and life, he actually had asked Padme about that at 
one point, if she ever thought about freeing his mother after they 
parted ways when he was a child. It hadn't been accusing, it had just 
been Anakin Skywalker musing on the what-ifs of life. It turned out 
the former, and now current, Queen of Naboo had assumed that the 
Jedi would help with that. He couldn't say for certain that was 
Sidious's doing, but he wanted to. 


In the end, Vader shook it off. The Force gave the most pleasant 
boons at the weirdest of times, so he'd do what he'd been doing 
since this whole time-travel thing start: take the situation for what it 
was worth and run with it. 


"If you have need of me, | shall be in the droid bay,” Vader informed, 
turning to leave without another word. 


And with every intent of staying there and avoiding his mother at all 


costs. The fact that he was now stuck on a ship with her was making 
it very hard to crush his own tumultuous emotions, emotions 
bubbling from the sheer fact that she was alive and she was here 
and she wasn't going to die in his arms after months of brutal torture 
and- 


The Dark Lord quieted his mind before it ran away with him. 


Panaka watched the man go curiously, but didn't question it. The 
man was Clearly a cyborg of some degree, and he hadn't done any 
maintenance in the past few days to the captain's knowledge. And 
while he had very little interaction with people in such states, he 
assumed fixing one's augmented and prosthetic parts could be a bit 
of a private thing. 


Meanwhile 


"GRAHHH"" Maul screamed through gritted teeth as Sith-lightning 
wracked through his body. 


"You have failed me greatly, Maul," Darth Sidious scolded with the 
start of a sneer on his hooded face. "Not only did you not even 
attack the Jedi and attempt a capture on the queen, you couldn't 
even best this pretender to the Sith legacy!" 


"H-he was powerful, Master!" Maul growled out in retort, the agony 
still fresh in his veins as he stared up at his teacher. "Only with you 
have | ever felt such power, Master." 


"You dare claim him my equal, to deflect your own weakness?" 
Sidious mocked in disapproval. 


"No, Master! | have no doubt you could defeat him," Maul lied as 
expertly as he could. "But the Dark Side clearly favors him more 
than myself." 


"Hmmm, troubling," The Dark Lord murmured thoughtfully, his 
intellect taking reign now that his displeasure was shown. "This is 
not some young pup in the force. Most likely he is a Dark Jedi, a 
master that feigned death to explore the Dark Side unhindered. 
Perhaps even with a holocron of old," he mused in displeasure. 


"Forgive me, Master, but could he truly hide himself from you all this 
time?" Maul asked in genuine curiosity, keeping his rage and 
suspicions buried for now. 


Sidious was surprisingly patient with the question, nodding. "If a 
fallen Jedi hid himself adequately and the maker of the holocron was 
well versed in hiding one's self in the Force? Yes, there is a chance 
he could hide himself from us for a time. More so if he ventured to 
someplace strong in the Dark Side to mask his training," he admitted 
with venomous undertone. 


What he failed to mention were the other, more disastrous 
possibilities. That this was another Sith Order, or another apprentice 
his master ha secretly trained or failed to put down. 


"The greater question becomes why he so willingly travels with the 
Jedi. A bold deception on his part, I'm sure, if he is presenting 
himself as an ally of all things while flaunting his true self to their 
senses. Yet, even deeper than that is why involve himself at all? 
This Vader is plotting something, | am sure of it. But did his plot 
involve Naboo and merely become entangled in our own? Or is the 
plot itself to become involved in the situation?" Sidious mused 
suspiciously. 


Maul narrowed his eyes as understanding came. "You are 
wondering what allies and tools he has in wait," the child of 
Dathomir realized bitterly, now comprehending how much deeper of 
a problem this could be. 


"And how many of them are pretending to be our own. How 
compromised has the Order of Bane truly become under our very 
nose?" Sidious wondered, looking away in deep thought and 
frustration. "| can sense that it will not be long before this Darth 
Vader reaches Coruscant. To our benefit, however, is that the Jedi 
no doubt sense this as well. At the very minimum, they shall be 
monitoring his activity at all time, thus constraining what he can do 
without attacking. If we are fortunate, the Jedi may perform a rash 
action against the Sith Lord, in their zeal to destroy the Dark Side. A 
victory for them that would serve us well. Sympathy for the Sith, a 
route rarely considered in our lineage, but a tool nonetheless," 
Sidious commented, more rambling to himself than instructing his 


apprentice. 


He had long since mastered the art of filtering out what details and 
subjects he should speculate on with any given company: Never 
muse on anything Plagueis related in front of Maul, never let 
Plagueis know his involvement in the assassination attempt, never 
converse about the Force in front of a Jedi he wasn't sure he could 
turn. If he were honest, he'd admit the skill develeped from his 
childhood, mastery emerging more from years in politics than from 
learning in the Dark Side. Mundane skills had their use, no force- 
wielder would deny. 


As for Maul, he knew his master well. Well enough to know that the 
man's musing words were not a sign of worry or fear, but of 
annoyance and instinctual scheming. He didn't fear they were 
ruined, only that they might be too greatly delayed with executing 
the Grand Plan. Still, he knew his master VERY well. He could see 
the displeasure that went beyond mere, minor setback. No, beneath 
the Dark Lord's plotting exterior, the Dathomirian knew the black 
hole of his existence was churning in hate and perhaps even 
outrage. He had not foreseen this, at all. But that didn't mean he 
didn't know this entity existed, just that Sidious wasn't awarre that 
this Vader was alive. 


Too many questions. 
Time for answers. 
Or, at least, a clue. 


"There is... something else, Master. He knew of you. He knew your 
true name as a Sith," Maul informed hesitatingly. 


Sidious narrowed his eyes, keeping a tight lid on the emotions and 
paranoia bubbling in the grip of his power. It was possible that this 
supposed Sith had learned of his name through associates the Dark 
Lord had made secret dealings over the decades under the guise of 
his Sith persona. He knew this, Maul knew this. So Maul wouldn't be 
acting like this if that was all that was said. "What does this Darth 
Vader claim to know of me, my apprentice?" Sidious demanded in a 
deceptively calm and soothing voice. 


Maul kept his mind from wandering back. Back to the words that 
planted doubt in him, claiming that Plagueis was never slain, that 
Sidious had no intention of making him a true apprentice. Instead, 
he focused all his attention on his master as he prepared to give 
Vader's message. But Maul could never have imagined the fury his 
Master would unleash in that moment. 


All because of two simple words: 
"Hanna Cosinga." 
Meanwhile 


The Sith weren't the only ones anticipating the arrival of the 
mysterious Dark Sider. 


Contrary to popular belief, Yoda did not use a power chair because 
he was elderly. He originally found it as an inventive force exercise, 
as all the controls the device were turned off, the entire thing 
manipulated by his use of the Force. He also used it because it was 
less distracting. Unknown to most these days, his fighting style 
involved rapid and agile jumps because that was actually his 
preferred way of moving around. Which tended to distract younger 
and even older Jedi around the temple when they stopped to 
observe the Grand Master's impressive feats, such as ascending a 
floor by means of jumping and flipping between two pillars. 


In his youth, he never understood why it was so impressive, but he 
took some amusement in it. As his age and fame increased, his 
wisdom showed him it was a bit distracting. Albeit, he missed the 
days of Younglings wanting to imitate him... he even missed his 
fellow consulars scolding him for being a poor example at the time. 
Good times, they were. 


But anyone who saw the ancient Jedi knew he was not thinking of 
good times as he floated through the halls with a scowl on his face. 


Yoda didn't get angry. This was simply a fact for the Jedi Master. He 
became disappointed, displeased, stern, and resolved. But anger 
and rage were emotions that did not touch his soul. 


That said, he was becoming displeased. 


"Master Windu? A word, | need," Yoda called after his fellow 
member on the Jedi Counsel Member. 


"Master Yoda," Windu greeted with his ever serious expression, 
turning as the Grand Master floated up to him. "Is something 
troubling you?" 


"Trouble me much, it does, when out of the loop, | am left," Yoda 
retorted sternly, pointing at Mace. "Many Guardians and Knights, 
spoken with and gathering, you are?" 


Mace almost looked amused with how easily the Grand Master still 
saw through them all. Almost, but not quite. "The Sith is on its way 

to Coruscant. Surely you are not suggesting we do not prepare for 

their arrival?" the Shatter-Point user asked in a tone that could only 
be called respectful disagreement. 


To this, Yoda shook his head. "Your preparations, disapprove of 
them, | do not. Your priorities? Question them, | do," Yoda 
countered sagely. 


"Is capturing or destroying the Sith not our greatest priority?" Mace 
questioned with a raised eyebrow. 


"Eager and worried, you are, Master Windu. Many of the Jedi, feel 
this way as well, they may. Tunnel vision, is the term, | believe," 
Yoda forewarned in a gentler tone. 


Windu scrunched his brow for another ten seconds before letting out 
a sigh of defeat. "You believe this is a trap?" he summarized. 


"Prepared for this, expecting this, | believe, is the Dark Sider," Yoda 
corrected simply. "Know this, we do: Qui-Gon and the Queen, 
traveling with the Sith, they are. In danger, | sense, they are not," 
Yoda reminded. Admittedly, he was lying a tiny bit. From what he 
could perceive in this shroud of darkness, Qui-Gon was safe, but the 
diminutive Force-wielder was growing concerned for the Padawan 
Kenobi. Why, he wasn't sure, but it was there. 


"Then what do you believe we should do?" Mace inquired, knowing 


the Jedi Master would not point out the mistake without a counter 
solution. Unless it was a teaching lesson, but with a Sith in route, 
there was no time for such things. 


"Senate matters, take time, they do. Our fellow Jedi, bring them 
home, we must. Learn more of the situation, from them, we will. 
Observe the Dark Sider, we must. A last resort only, should 
confrontation be. After Qui-Gon's report, confront him we will," Yoda 
assured patiently. 


Mace took a deep breath at that. "Many will not be happy with this. 
They will see it as passing up our best chance to deal with this 
threat." 


"Our way, to take the quick and easy route, it is not. To the Dark 
Side, perhaps not, but in one manner or another, fall we would," 
Yoda cautioned, knowing all too well that a Jedi could succumb to 
their own arrogance as they could the Dark Side. 


Mace Windu nodded, seeing the wisdom in those oddly constructed 
sentences. He was about to take his leave when a look of hesitation 
graced his face. "Are you certain they are in no danger, after that 
surge we felt?" he reminded, a bit bewildered by the idea of a Sith 
using the Dark Side and nearby Jedi NOT being in potential danger. 


Yoda sighed deeply at that. "Shown me little, the Force, it has. Safe, 
they are, however. Reluctant acceptance, Qui-Gon felt, | sensed. 
Necessary, the death was. The manner, was not," Yoda answered 
thoughtfully. 


Mace took a second to take that in. Nothing was going how they 
expected it since they felt this Dark Sider project himself onto the 
Galaxy. In fact, some of the consular and other more in tuned 
members of the order were saying they felt two signatures in the 
Dark Side of the Force fighting each other. If that was true, then this 
one- the victorious and clearly stronger one- had to be the Master. 
The other was probably a rebelling or failed apprentice, hence the 
duel. 


At least, that's what his conventional wisdom on the matters of Sith 
told him. 


"I'll make sure the others know that this is primarily a Rescue 
mission," Windu assured with a nod. 


"| believe | can take care of that myself, Master Windu." 


Yoda's ears perked up as he heard that voice, smiling before he 
even saw the speaker. 


Meanwhile 


Vader had no galactic clue how long he stood there staring at it once 
he found it. 


The remote to the explosives in his younger self and mother. He had 
never seen the thing, but Qui-Gon had made sure his was 
deactivated in the past timeline. He had numbly checked just to 
make sure this time around and removed the power source 
afterwards for good measure. 


It was strange to think, this little rectangle of metal and wires could 
hold sway over the life and death of anywhere from one to... twenty 
people, he wanted to say. They disobeyed, they could die. They 
didn't serve well, they could die. They leave the planet, they will die. 
All by a nice little explosion that was impossible for the victim to sto- 
and he suddenly realized some of the subconscious reasons he 
disliked the Death Star. 


The Death Star was basically a slave-chip, but reusable and for 
planets. 


That comparison made him also wish he had destroyed the device 
hims- 


If it could, the Force would have made a light bulb appear over 
Vader's head as he went rigid, right before the Sith Lord suddenly 
stood up and grabbed the remote, along with another very important 
tool. 


Traveling mostly on instinct, he made his way through the ship, 
down towards the ship communication area, passing two guards that 
all but leapt out of the way of his determined stride. When he 
arrived, he was only briefly surprised. By his memory, this was 


where Padme was comforting him for having to leave his mother 
behind while wrestling with her own issues about her people 
suffering. Something he sensed but didn't really understand at the 
time. Because A, he didn't know she was the queen and B, he didn't 
really get what the whole Blockade-Invasion thing had been about. 


But Shmi Skywalker was free and on this ship, and he had assured 
Padme's body double and crew that her peoples' suffering was 
exaggerated mostly. 


Hence why he found the Former Slave and Teenage Queen not 
comforting one another, but playing a card game. 


The fact that they had any card deck on this ship surprised him for 
some reason. 


Also, wasn't Jar Jar suppose to be sleeping in here? 


Padme rose an eyebrow at his sudden arrival while Anakin smiled 
and waved. "Hey, Vader! You want us to deal you in?" the boy 
offered. 


His younger self just invited him to play cards not even a full day 
after the Sebulba incident. He did not recall being that suicidal at 
that age. "Dare | ask what card game you are teaching?" Darth 
Vader inquired dryly. 


"I'm not teaching him anything," Padme answered in confusion. 


"| was asking the boy," Vader clarified bluntly as Anakin grinned 
shamelessly. "| need a moment with her, Skywalker," he requested. 


"Huh? What for?" Anakin questioned with innocent curiosity. 
"Politics," Vader answered simply. 


"Oh," Anakin accepted with an almost comical lack of interest that 
Padme wasn't sure to laugh at or take offense to. 


"Here, | believe these will keep you... preoccupied for the mean 
time," Vader assured, passing the items to his younger self. 


Anakin Skywalker looked with wide, bulging eyes that rapidly 
jumped between the two objects he now held and the Sith Lord. 
After about the third time, he jumped out of his seat and made his 
way to somewhere more... private. 


"Why did you just give Ani a machine and a hammer?" Padme 
asked in concern. 


"Therapy," Vader answered, factual but noncommittal as he looked 
down at the cards. "| ask again, what was he teaching you?" 


"Why do you assume I'm the one that doesn't know how to play?" 
Padme question, resisting the urge to glare. 


"You are a prodigal idealist from a planet with an elected monarchy, 
he grew up on the bottom of a crime ridden dust-world," Vader 
answered simply. 


"Meaning?" she prompted with folded arms. 


"That your free time is probably spent lamenting and/or considering 
your every decision and their consequences, such as how well 
received your decision to limit yourself and all future Monarchs to 
two terms would be, while that boy has spent every spare moment 
of his life trying to find some distraction that would allow him to 
forget that he was a slave," Vader elaborated pointedly. 


..." Padme stared for a moment before clearing her throat. 
"Conceded. But | know how to play Subac just fine." 


As did nearly everyone in the galaxy, he refused to point out. "And 
yet, this is not Subac," he settled with. 


"No, it's some variant of Pazaak," Padme answered with a scowl. 
"He was still teaching me how to play." 


"Did he explain the victory conditions?" Vader questioned idly as he 
glanced at Anakin's hand. He was aware of several versions of the 
game. 


"Not yet, but there is a lot of card trading," Padme explained with a 
shrug. 


She blinked, almost startled as Vader stiffened, a movement that 
looked more like him outright jerking himself back. She watched in 
all enveloping intrigue as he started to slowly look between her and 
where Anakin had run off to. "Did he just make the game up?" she 
tried after the third time, if only to get the Force-wielder to explain his 
behavior. 


Vader, for once, was very uncertain about what to say or think. Was 
he THAT devious at that ag- Yes. A thousand memories during his 
young years as a Padawan screamed yes, yes he was. Too clever 
and sometimes too unaware of people's feelings. Even with the best 
intentions. Or especially. "No, it is an established variant. The issue 
is that, to be frank, there is no way to win." 


"... Huh?" Padme asked in the least dignified manner she probably 
could have. "How can a game have no way to win?" 


"Some choose a winner by who ends with the most cards or cards of 
value. But ultimately, it is simply a way to entertain two or more 
people while wasting a lot of time," Vader explained with a touch of 
caution. This woman, a proud defender of democracy, might not 
react well to this. Or rather the game's name. 


"What kind of Pazaak game is this?" Padme muttered, wondering 
why Anakin chose this game. 


"You might not want to know." 


The pair looked up and saw a perplexed Qui-Gon and an anxious 

Obi-wan. Between the two, it was more obvious that the Padawan 
had ran here, even though they both did. It was also obvious why 

they were here, by Obi-wan's glancing toward Anakin's direction in 
the ship. "Leave the boy be,” Vader stated, less commanding and 

more factual, not even rising from his seat 


"| might if you explain why | sense a great amount of anger and 
sadness from him," Qui-Gon offered with a raised eyebrow. 


"Therapy," Vader answered simply. The Jedi looked to Padme, who 
put on her political mask as she suddenly found herself between 
ideological enemies. Vader waved off her concerns with a simple 


nod, muting the issue, on her part at least. 


"Lord Vader gave Anakin a hammer and some device? He 
seemed... a bit happy to see it," Padme explained. 


"Device?" Obi-wan repeated with a furrowed brow while his master 
rubbed his forehead. 


"You gave him the control device for his slave chip?" the Jedi Master 
deduced while his student and the true queen went wide eyed in 
shock and understanding. 


"You deactivated it, | removed the power source. He is perfectly 
safe," Vader pointed out, not at all trying to be reassuring. 


"Why thou-?" Obi-Wan questioned only to stop as something 
surprising hit their own presence in the force. 


It was powerful, it was bright, and it was... peaceful. A small star of 
tranquility in the black night of Vader's shadow over the force 


Obi-Wan was openly gaping while Qui-Gon just looked a bit... 
impressed 


"| Know this is difficult for Jedi to understand, but proper venting is a 
very effective tool in helping release one's hold on their old life, 
among other things," Vader mused absently. 


Sith or Jedi, this was something he felt ultimately good about for his 
other self. His issues as a former slave had never been properly 
resolved in his last life as a Jedi. The fact that he was free didn't 
always register and Darth Vader could hardly be called "free" under 
Sidious. 


Admitted, few beings were free under the Galactic Emperor. 


The star dimmed into a a ball as Anakin Skywalker emerged into the 
room, smiling brighter than any of them had seen. His eyes were no 
less bright even as he looked around in confusion at the Jedi, Vader, 
and Padme. He looked to the sole female in the room, giving him a 
hopeless shrug as she was entirely unsure what had the force- 
wielders acting so weird. 


Accepting that non-verbal answer, the truly free Child of the Force 
smiled at his new friends. "Anyone else want to play?” Anakin 
offered hopefully. 


The three men all shared a look at the sheer absurdity of the idea. 
Sith and Jedi, playing a card game? 


"| have work that needs to be completed," Vader stated as he rose 
to leave. 


Padme rolled her eyes at this. "With respect, can't you all just leave 
your ideologies aside for a short time. We are all allies here," she 
reminded in mild exasperation. 


The words of "For Now" floating in the air were practically verbal to 
their Force senses. 


Vader reluctantly ignored her words as he strode off, Anakin's mood 
dampening only a few degrees as he looked to the Jedi. 


"So, do you both know how to play Republic-Senate?" Anakin asked 
curiously 


"Wait... that's what it's called?" Padme deadpanned,hoping it was a 
joke. Said hopes were dashed as everyone in the room nodded. 


"It is... admittedly a favored game among some youngling groups," 
Obi-Wan admitted awkwardly, sheepishly as he glanced at his 
master. 


"Who do you think introduced the game to the Temple?" Qui-Gon 
confessed with a small grin on his bearded face, enjoying the shock 
from Obi-Wan 


Still, the Jedi Master glanced at the departing back of the Sith Lord. 
A Sith Lord that might have just helped close one of Anakin's paths 
to the Dark Side. Qui-Gon knew that Anakin would be a special 
case, even without being the Chosen One. Handling a child that had 
been a slave his entire life, the disciple of the Living Force 
understood he'd be helping the boy overcome a lot of esteem issues 
and personal problems. He hadn't had time to think about how to do 
so in finer details, what with getting the Queen of Naboo back to the 


Heart of the Republic, but Vader understood what the boy needed 
almost inst- 


As Vader turned a corner and out of view, Qui-Gon gained a sliver of 
pity for the Dark Sider as he finally understood. 


Literally or not, Vader had been a slave once. 
End of Chapter 
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reon, same username, AkumaKami64. | deeply apreciate any and all 
support. 


Hey people! Sory for the minor delay. | decided to push off 
completing this until i had rewatched Phantom Menace. Which I'm 
glad | did, otherwise | wouldn't have come up with this ending scene! 


So, Maul delivered the message Palpatine is pissed, but Maul 
obviously don't understand why yet. Assuming he survived that, any 
way. Congrats if you figure it out, bu ottherwise, it'll be explained 
eventually. 


And Anakin Skywalker gets to burry the hatch by smashing the 
transmitter, with Vader continuing to weird out the Jedi by helping a 
child(his younger self) deal with his issues instead of exploit them. 


Andway, I'll call it there for now. Next chapter we'll get to Coruscant 
and things will really kick off. 
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Darth Vader in the Past 
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writing "Hannah" when it was suppose to be "Hanna." Honest 
mistake on my part. 


Plagueis, commonly known as Hugo Damask, casually batted away 
a stray bolt of Sith-lightning, stroking his chin as he observed 
Sidious's deflating rage with partial concern but mostly interest. The 
younger Sith Lord was seethng like an animal lost in its own battle 
instincts even with no one left to kill, panting heavily as his senses 
started to return with each item he destroyed or hurled with the 


force. The Muun was perhaps too indulgent in this unbecoming 
behavior, but it was the least he could do. Sidious had weathered a 
similar display on his part after the assassination attempts that a 
Hutt of all creatures foiled. 


Still, his apprentice hadn't been like this since the dawning days of 
his training. And he wouldn't destroy such a useful tool in a petty 
tantrum, he noted, while glancing down at the body of "Darth" Maul. 
The true Dark Lord of the Sith was already subtly manipulating the 
midi-chlorians to heal the body so that he could revive it soon. 
Altering his memories might be needed as well. But first, he had a 
rather distraught apprentice to bring back to reality. He was 
impressed though, with Sidious's unconscious multitasking. He 
didn't even have to help Sidious keep themselves hidden, the Veil of 
the Dark Side holding firmly to hide this great use of power. 


Though, as another bolt almost hit his oxygen supply, he resolved to 
teach his apprentice how to put a cap on his power when lost in 
such rage. After all, Plagueis knew he couldn't be around all the time 
to clean up Sidious's messes. 


With a casual wave, the raging and unprepared Sith found himself 
flung by a powerful push from the Force, sending him off his feet 
and into a wall. His back took the brunt of the damage, but his head 
bounced back enough to both clear his head and give him a splitting 
headache. 


"Trouble, Senator?" Plagueis joked as he strolled over to the Naboo 
native, who remained where he landed in an undignified manner. 


"Master," Sidious greeted with a growl, obviously wrestling with his 
emotions and his control of them. 


"| would have let you continue, but time is not a luxury to us at the 
moment," Plagueis stated casually, offering Sidious a hand. The 
human refused to take it, glaring off into space. Into the Force, no 
doubt. "Very well, tell me what has rattled you so, my apprentice," 
Plagueis ordered offhandedly as he retracted the limb, folding his 
hands behind his back while walking towards the opening to the 
distant view of Coruscant's massive super structures. 


"Maul failed. This "Darth Vader" was far too much for him," Sidious 
answered, almost robotically as he refused to look anywhere but 
right ahead with his gleaming yellow eyes. 


"We were both aware of that. That he came back alive meant he 
was given a message. What concerns me is that the message made 
you kill a valuable asset at such a crucial time," Plagueis scolded, 
turning around to raise an eyebrow at Sidious. 


"| Knew you'd revive him," Sidious spat out, quickly losing his sneer 
as Plagueis turned to him fully. The senator looked away, knowing 
he was pushing it. He tried and failed to find the words as he bit his 
lip for a second. "He knows me, Master. He knows who | am," he 
admitted with a cold fury. 


"And?" Plagueis inquired with a head tilt. "If it became public 
knowledge that Senator Palpatine is a Sith Lord, that would be 
disastrous, yes, but it would be one Sith of unknown origins claiming 
two very prominent members of society are Sith as well. Hard to 
prove, little reason to trust him and does not prove that we've done 
anything illegal in the slightest. Even if he tried to reveal it, there is 
plenty we c-" he started to lecture, only for Sidious to interrupt. 
Violently. 


"He Knows Who | Am!" he screamed at his master, as if screaming it 
would make him understand his meaning clearly. 


In a sense, it did as the Muun studied his student carefully while 
Sidious gripped his own hair with one hand in silent frustration. 
"What does he know, Sidious?" he asked in that soft, dark voice. A 
voice that Sidious both appreciated and dreaded. It was a powerful 
tone that told him that they would survive if he stuck close to 
Plagueis. And oh how Sidious hated when he HAD to rely on 
anyone but his own power and manipulations. 


"He... he told Maul two names. Two names to give to me,” Sidious 
answered with a silent growl. 


"Cosinga," the Dark Lord guessed, almost amused. "I knew your 
father had to be involved to get you this angry. He knows you killed 
him. A few people suspect as much. Your father's nature was not 


entirely hidden and you can honestly admit to your father's genuine 
desire to kill you. Merely leave out how mutual the feeling was and 
perhaps spin it that the family accident was caused by self defense 
against your father. All of which is true, mostly," Plagueis 
summarized neatly. 


"Oh, | know that well, Master," Sidious answered with a bitter, empty 
cackle. "| know that too well. | have planned a thousand different 
tales of an abusive tyrant of a father and a spineless mother in the 
event my familicide was exposed. No, no, if it was only that, | would 
have been able to resist killing the fool," Sidious admitted, jerking his 
head toward's Maul's co- body. The Zabrak was officially breathing 
again. 


Now Plagueis was worried. What, oh what could have pushed his 
little Sithling over the edge if not the hate for his father? "And the 
second name then?" he inquired calmly. 


"Hanna," Palpatine answered with an ironic smile. "Hanna." 


"Hanna?" the Muun repeated as he wracked his mind for any person 
of importance with that name, coming up starved of results as he 
stroked his chin. Could it be a place tha- "Wait..." he recalled with 
wide, wide eyes. 


"Ahh, | see you understand, Master," Sheev noted with a half-mad 
chuckle before his face settled into stone. "Anyone can guess | killed 
my father, my whole family even. But no one should know the 
details. My father never made any record of coming to escort me to 
the family ship. | killed everyone on board before you found me. And 
yet, somehow this Vader knows that | became a Sith, that | killed my 
family after being picked up at Hanna City Spaceport." 


Plagueis just stood there as he contemplated the tantalizing if 
horrible meanings this could have, trying not to smile. 


Scenario One: Sidious, in his semi-traumatized state after such a 
heavy dose of the Dark Side to his then-untrained self, had 
contacted someone else before Plagueis had gotten to him. It 
seemed unlikely that Sidious would have forgotten such an event, 
no matter his mental state. 


Scenario Two: Someone that day had recognized Sidious and put 
two and two together. But how this scenario led to Vader was a 
messy, convoluted set of possibilities that made him discard the idea 
almost entirely. 


Scenario Three: Someone survived that massacre. More likely than 
either he or Sidious wanted to admit. Sidious had several siblings 
and there was a chance with all of them to be born with the same 
potential. Perhaps Plagueis had missed another diamond in the 
rough that day? 


Scenario Four: The most terrifying and most exciting. Vader, and 
whatever if any Order he hailed from, had been keeping close tabs 
on Plagueis for decades. If that was true, if his apprentice could 
even fathom that possibility... 


Scenario Five: The most mundane and comical: Someone managed 
to find Palpatine's old ship in some junk heap and reassemble the 
wiped recording of that incident. 


Scenario Six: Darth Vader was a time-traveler. In the face of the 
extremely unlikely, he always added in time travel as a plausible if 
improbable answer, as a homage to his own dead master, 
Tenebrous. 


So many possibilities, so many potential revelations, so fascinating. 
But such speculation must be reserved for more opportune times. 
They had a schedule to keep to now that all the pieces were moving. 
"Now, now, enough of this, Lord Sidious," Plagueis said in a mixture 
of scolding and reassurance as he used a light force pull to help 
Sidious to his feet, the apprentice taking several breaths to right 
himself. "There will be time for Siths to rage and question. For now, 
we must still play our roles. |, the rich and influential Muun pulling at 
the purse strings of senators while you, my apprentice, must be the 
unassuming Senator of Naboo. After all, your queen needs you 
dearly now, to guide her not only to saving your shared people, but 
the bloated and broken thing that is the senate," Plagueis instructed 
soothingly as he wandered over to the body of Maul. 


Sidious glared weakly at his Master's back. Where he himself was 
akin to a serpent, with movements and words equally graceful in 


their deadly deception, he still envied his Master in some ways. To 
him, Plagueis could not be compared to a mere beast. No, he was 
like smoke, like a wraith; there, influencing all he glided over, his 
mere existence somehow proof of his power, but never leaving a 
trace, never able to be grasped. Always slipped away the moment 
your fist closed on him. 


"Master, this Vader will surely be there," Sidious reminded pointedly, 
beginning to suspect treachery on his teacher's part. . "If he attacks 
me-" 


"Pray that he does," Plagueis interrupted as he held out a hand, 
raising Maul's body up. A deceptively peaceful glow of green and 
blue formed around and above the assassin, but Sidious knew 
otherwise. It was merely how the Force, namely the midi-chlorians, 
glowed when Plagueis played with Life and Death. Ensuring that 
Maul's body was fully healed, no doubt, and that the false apprentice 
had no reason to suspect anything. "Pray he is foolish enough to 
attack you in front of all the Jedi the order will send to, at minimum, 
keep him observed. Dodge once if he attacks and the Jedi will stop 
him. After all, it's not uncommon for the rare few to develop more 
midi-chlorians through their lifetimes: not enough to use the Force 
truly, but enough to stay a step or two ahead of Death. Avoid 
exposing yourself unless you cannot get away to some place more 
remote," Plagueis explained as he sat the false apprentice back 
down on the floor. "If he's that foolish." 


"You do not believe he is," Sidious noted coldly. 


"I'd be disappointed if he was. He could have confronted us 
anywhere in the galaxy, Sidious. Doing so in the open on 
Coruscant? No, | believe this Vader has something far more 
interesting planned," the Dark Lord mused as he turned to leave. 
"Your pet shall be fine and will remember it as nothing more than 
your normal overzealous use of Force Lightning. Now, be sure you 
are presentable. After all, you will be meeting your queen and the 
Supreme Chancellor. If everything goes smoothly, on his last day in 
office no less," he instructed idly. 


"And what will you be doing, Master?" Sidious inquired, wondering if 
he was the only one sticking to the script still. 


"| shall be observing. You must focus on staying alive, staying 
hidden and helping the Queen. Perhaps | can get a sense of what 
this Vader is scheming through his interactions, and what his aim 
was regarding traveling with two Jedi," Plagueis mused, tapping his 
chin. "Fair well, my fellow Soon-to-be-Vice-Chancellor." 


‘Fair well, my soon-to-be-dead-teacher,' Palpatine thought bitterly in 
his head. He too had conjured his own ideas of how Darth Vader 
could possibly know that information, but only one unique from 
Plagueis's list. 


Plagueis and Vader were either now working together or had done 
so in the past. Was this irony? Some twisted joke of the Force, a 
punishment for turning Maul into a false apprentice and now seeing 
evidence that he himself might have never been meant to succeed. 
It would make sense. His family power made him a valuable piece 
and he had little choice other than to join Plagueis when he found 
him on his family's ship, everyone dead save himself. 


Sidious forced down a snarl as he made to leave and get ready for 
his big performance. He'd find his own answers his own way when 
face to face with this pretender to the throne. 


Meanwhile 


Ros Lai, ever in her guise as an old hag, shivered and tingled as she 
felt the howling of the spirits ringing in her ears, and the ears of 
every nightsister and nightbrother. One did not need to be a shaman 
to feel the Great Darkness stirring in the cosmos, beyond their 
confined little world. 


Every Brother and Sister of Dathomir knew of the Jedi and the Sith, 
even if not all clans would recognize the titles they went by. After all, 
story telling among clans had a lovely way of distorting certain 
truths, including names. Yet the stories of the long forgotten past 
spoke of a time when there were once many of the Dark, just as 
many of the Light. But while the Darkness had shrunk in size, the 
potency increased nearly every generation. Hidden from the light, 
but those firmly enough in the Dark Side could catch a glimpse of 
them. 


And Ros Lai breathed the Dark Side. She had seen the Wise One 
that toyed with life and death, the many-faced Lordling sinking his 
fangs into the very heart of the wretched republic. Now the Great 
Darkness had descended in all its umbral glory. Like a storm it 
shrouded all around in its cloak; like a dark-sun it radiated power 
that few could hope to comprehend. Its pressence brough 
leviathanic waves that stirred the spirits of distant, dark worlds such 
as their own. And oh how the spirits sung and cried of this one's 
power. But whereas all Dathomirians knew of the Jedi and Sith, 
those truly strong in the force knew this: There were only two truly in 
the Dark. 


Yet now there were three. And the Third was for who the Spirits of 
this world and the very galaxy sung. A song sung by the roaring of 
winds and beasts, a song sung in flames and in death. 


But why for him did they sing? Only time would tell, Ros Lai knew as 
she looked upon the Star Temple. Very soon, she imagined, if her 
mother had her way. The half-human took much joy in watching her 
mother switch between the joy of such a mighty champion of the 
Dark Side arising and wariness of such a foe. All the better to 
discover how to access the ancient Infinity Gate sooner rather than 
later, that was the priority of Zalem, self-proclaimed Queen of the 
Nightsisters. 


Ros the Rancor chuckled to herself as she made to return to her 
task as a slave handler. Oh, how she would enjoy when this Great 
Darkness came to Dathomir. After all, a proper welcome gift would 
need to be supplied. 


Her mother's head should be a nice start. 
Meanwhile 


Vader had several ideas of who this would be. He was certain that 
someone would have something to talk to him about before arriving 
on Coruscant. Qui-Gon about coming peacefully to the Temple? 
Padme or "The Queen" inquiring for any last minute advice? Panaka 
for... just about anything from expressing his gratitude to formally 
requesting he continue to protect the queen. Anakin about Literally 
Anything and Everything. Or, Force Forbid, his mother come in here 


to keep him company or offer thanks or... anything. 


Moving past her death did not mean he was in any state ready to 
suddenly speak to a living Shmi Skywalker! 


Still, the last person he expected to sit down across from him was 
Obi-Wan Kenobi. 


While he did not hate his past self for the potential weakness in his 
future, there were certain aspects of even Padawan Kenobi's self he 
despised. Hypocritical and currently-unearned arrogance, a blind 
devotion to the Order, and his general disrespect for many beings. 
He never actually noticed that as Obi-Wan tempered and slowly 
dealt with it after Qui-Gon's death, but he had been observing his 
would-be master since his arrival. Obi-Young had a subtle disdain 
for Qui-Gon's more maverick ways, for any authority outside the 
Order, and... he wasn't positive, but he swore there was some non- 
human bias to this Pada-Wan. 


The first and last were just flaws of youth, Vader would admit, but 
the second issue came and went; allied to the democracy of the 
republic yet willing and wanting to spy on the Supreme Chancellor 
with plans to remove him from power if needed. All prior to 
discovering the information about said Chancellor playing both sides 
of the War and being a Sith Lord. 


But that was neither here nor there. "What do you want, Kenobi?" he 
asked bluntly. 


"Not going to inquire who won the game?" Obi-Wan asked with a dry 
smile. "Or, lost the least, | suppose." 


"| imagine you lost the most," Vader answered without missing a 
beat. 


Obi-Wan took a deep breath as he sat back in his seat, obviously 
conflicted. "You said you didn't want a religious debate. Would 
you... oblige a religious question?" Obi-Wan inquired uncertainly. 


Vader stared for a good long minute checking to confirm that, no, he 
had not somehow started corrupting the incorruptible Obi-Wan 


Kenobi. "| make no assurance you will like my answer," he 
forewarned. 


"lam expecting that," Obi-wan admitted, biting his cheek before 
settling his head against his steeped fingers. "Why do you hate us?" 


If Obi-Wan could see through the lenses, he would see Vader 
blinking slowly, making sure he heard that right. "You want to know 
why the Sith in general hate Jedi?" Vader counter questioned. 


Obi-Wan stretched out both his hands to his side. "Yes, | suppose," 
he admitted. 


"That is... a very old question, Padawan. One of the great failings of 
you Jedi is your inability to comprehend how you created the Sith," 
Vader answered with a deep breath. He knew well the history of the 
Sith. Sidious, for everything else, was paranoid. He would never risk 
the Sith truly falling, even from memory. And in his studies of ancient 
Sith lords and warriors, and through his power in the Force, Vader 
understood well the origin of the deep seated Hatred in all that 
called themselves Sith. "The original Lords of the Sith were Jedi, 
cast out of your order for practicing in the Dark Side," he reminded. 


Obi-Wan nodded. "| understand th-" 


"You understand nothing,” Vader interrupted sternly. "No Jedi ever 
has. Even few Sith have, consciously. You raise people from 
infancy, teach them to have no attachments. But living creatures 
crave attachment and, importantly, stability. And so, in cutting them 
off from all else life has to offer, you made them form an attachment. 
To the Jedi Order. What do you think happens when the only thing 
you have been raised to care about, something you have been 
trained to defend and die for, suddenly casts you out? Or worse, 
turns against you?" Vader questioned. 


"But they shouldn't ha-" Obi-Wan started to protest, only for Vader to 
glare at him. 


"What. Happens?" Vader repeated coldly. 


"|... don't know. Hatred, | suppose?" Obi-Wan guessed 


halfheartedly. 


Vader shook his head. "You Jedi are right in your theory, just not 
your application: It starts with fear. Unimaginable, utter fear at the 
idea that you can never go home, that everyone you ever cared for 
hates you now. It leaves one feeling cold and alone, even ina 
group. Anger becomes an escape, a way to turn your pain outwards 
if only so you can ignore it for a few, blissful seconds. Anger turns to 
hatred as they discover no way to truly cope with the loss and pain, 
leading them on the quest for vengeance," he continued. 


"And hatred leads to suffering," Obi-Wan finished, only to get 
another head shake. 


"Everyone suffers, Jedi. That boy has suffered in slavery, your grand 
master has suffered centuries of loss and the queen has suffered 
the loss of her planet. Suffering is a part of life that seeks no sides, 
only opportunity," he corrected in a bitter but sage tone. 


"... That still doesn't explain why... your kind still hate us. | mean, 
most Sith after a point weren't former Jedi," Obi-wan pointed out 
cautiously. 


"And that is where you all fail to understand the Dark Side 
completely," Vader answered, almost sounding tired with the topic. 
"Sith or Jedi, Masters and Apprentices form bonds through the 
Force, correct?" 


"Ye-Oh... Ohhhhhh. It's a lot worse than just being a part of the 
Force corrupted and malformed by hatred and greed, isn't it?" Obi- 
Wan realized with a wince. 


"The Dark Side has existed for eons, long before either of our 
Orders were founded, but the Sith hatred for the Jedi is uniquely 
strong. Why? For thousands of years, the hatred and anger the 
original Lords of the Sith had for the Jedi Order that abandoned 
them was subconsciously passed down from master to apprentice, 
and so on and so forth, with many finding fresh reasons to hate the 
Jedi anew. It is a mutual, almost hive-minded hatred. One | assume 
that, after the Great Hyperspace War, the near genocide of the Sith 
solidified its place in the Force," Vader explained in a monotone. 


"That is why hatred and anger are so powerful in the Dark Side: 
there is a great deal of it to be drawn upon." 


Obi-Wan brought a hand over his face as he soaked all that in. It 
didn't change his view on the Force or his faith in the light, but by the 
stars did it make the idea of fighting the Sith more complicated than 
just them being selfish, evil force-sensitives that abused the gift of 
the Force. How does one put out ages of amassed hatred? 


"... Why?" Vader asked after a moment's pause. 


Obi-Wan scowled as he looked away. "Call it a self-penance. When 
| make a grave mistake, like accusing an ally at the drop of a hat, | 
try to learn from it. And the only way | think | can do that is if | 
understand... you, | suppose,” Obi-Wan answered begrudgingly. 


Vader tilted his head ever so slightly. "Are you beginning to trust me, 
Jedi?" Vader inquired, almost mocking. 


"Hardly, but not trusting and distrusting have slight yet important 
differences. | don't trust that you won't be our enemy, but I'm starting 
to doubt you will ever be Naboo's enemy,” Obi-Wan explained with a 
weak grin. "... Why do you hate us?" he repeated curiously, the 
meaning obvious. 


"ATTENTION! We have arrived at Coruscant and we've been 
cleared! We will be landing within ten minutes!" the captain 
announced with a clearly relieved voice. 


The two force wielders had glanced up at the announcement before 
looking back at each other. Vader stood first, slowly making his way 
out of the room, but stopping at the archway. He had taken a great 
deal of time to sort out his objective and full reasons for hating the 
Jedi Order... 


"| hate your Order because you Jedi have failed," he answered 
factually. 


"Failed who?" Obi-Wan asked with a furrowed brow. 


"Everyone." 


Meanwhile 


As he stood on a platform awaiting their royal guest, Supreme 
Chancellor Valorum pulled at the neck of his robes, finding himself 
more than a little nervous underneath his calm appearance. After all, 
it wasn't every day the Jedi Council insisted on several masters and 
knights attending a diplomatic arrival, for his safety no less. It was... 
very disconcerting. What could be so dangerous about the Queen of 
Naboo coming here that so many powerful peacekeepers thought 
they needed to be here? 


That many of them looked on edge made it worse. 


Senator Palpatine looked to be in similar spirits, folded hands 
rubbing over one another, standing a few feet in front of him. After 
all, it was only proper for him to receive his queen and introduce 
them. He imagined his senate guards weren't all that thrilled with the 
situation either. They were well trained, of course, but something 
needing this many Jedi could spell death for everyone present. 


"You believe there is... a dangerous person that might be traveling 
with the Queen," he repeated quietly to the Jedi standing nearst to 
him. This one being Mace Windu. 


"Yes, Chancellor. All the Jedi felt a great disturbance that seems to 
travel with the Queen," Windu explained. 


Valorum hid his scowl at that. Great disturbance didn't really clarify 
what the problem was or how dangerous it could be for this 
response. Still, he refocused his attention on the original point of this 
gathering. The Trade Federation's blockade of Naboo, a protest of 
the disbandment of the Free Trade Zones and following taxation that 
subsequently followed the Trade Federation and other multi-planet 
enterprises conducting business in the Mid and Outer Rims. A 
motion he not only supported but had advocated for. One of the few 
true efforts he had been able to take against a business empire so 
powerful that it had a seat on the senate. How he hated this job 
sometimes, the contradiction of how powerful he should be to how 
powerless he actually was. He was not power-hungry, but he might 
as well be power-starved with how little good he could do in office. 


Pushing aside his loathing that was aimed somewhere between 
himself and the state of the Republic, Valorum couldn't wrap his 
mind around this move. Senator Palpatine had voiced concern not 
only that his ambassadors weren't received and might possibly even 
be dead, but that the blackout on communications to his home 
planet might indicate an invasion. 


Could he believe the Trade Federation was bold enough to invade a 
planet? Yes, yes he could. Neimoidians were often greedy and 
cowardly, hence why they had droids for all the dangerous work. 
And while the veritable army of droids, both as soldiers and as star 
fighters, was officially just to ward off pirates in the outer-rim, there 
was little to stop therm from turning that sort of shield into a sword. 


But why Naboo? True, the relatively new member of the republic 
was rich with valuable plasma and their culture meant they had little 
to nothing in terms of a planetary defense, but was that really 
enough of a pay off? Blockade was one thing, but even if the 
investigation got bogged down by red tape, the issue still remained 
that the Federation was risking many legal consequences and even 
their profits in the long run. There were plenty of other planets with 
resources where the Trade Federation could feasibly justify taking 
over, especially with more violent and primitive natives, or even no 
sentients at all. But Naboo was so peaceful that it'd be impossible to 
spin an invasion as anything but greed. 


Of course, that was assuming there was an invasion, he was 
suppose to be impartial after all, but between the brief transmission 
to the queen's incoming transport and his own suspicions, he found 
only grim possibilities left. 


The so-called Leader of the Galactic Republic was brought out of his 
thoughts as a distinctly Nubian ship came in to land. 


Mace, however, took a deep but subtle breath. The reason for the 
obvious weariness on the faces of several Jedi wasn't just What was 
arriving, but being in the vicinity of such sheer darkness was 
unsettling to those of Light Side. And as he saw the ship descend, it 
took everything to school his expressions. 


Shatterpoints were a unique and hard to explain phenomenon. On 


enemies and obstacles, it was simple, it was a weak point; the 
weakest point to be exact. A vulnerability that could destroy an 
enemy. But the Shatterpoints of events and time? It was like 
witnessing off-colored lightning bolts and spiderweb cracks, jumping 
from one thing to another, some times more. Like the Force was 
hinting that an important moment was about to happen. Be it ina 
single person's life or the history of the galaxy, it was hard to say. 


But as he looked up at the descending ship, he perceived it coated 
with black lightning that cycled about the silvery hull like an almost 
living thing, little spike-shaped bolts erupting along its length. It 
wouldn't be unbelievable to say he had never seen something like 
this, but he had. 


Shatterpoint was an inherit power one is born with, not a trick one 
obtains through learning. He had been seeing them before he was 
ten and he had seen something like this only twice. 


The first time was when he was a youngling and met Master Yoda 
for the first time he could remember, in one of their youngling 
lessons. Strings of light danced between the small, ancient being 
and every child there. It was the promise, the hope of all their 
potential that the Grand Master sincerely wanted them to reach. 


The second time was... the Battle of Galidraan. When he watched 
the Jedi gather and prepare to leave for that mission, he saw a 
heavy web of bleak color follow them as they left. Over half of them 
never returned, for they had become one with the force. An incident 
that some still held him in contempt for. 


Infinite possibilities, and possibly an uncountable amount of loss. 
That was what Mace saw landing before their very eyes. 


The ramp opened and soon down came two Jedi, followed by a 
plainly dressed woman and child, a dark skinned human in the cloth 
of a Naboo Royal Guard Captain, and... an alien whose kind many 
present were not familiar with. Beyond them, however, was the 
queen in her dark royal robes and white face paint. 


The Jedi looked notably less tense when they saw their comrades 
safe and sound. Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan took only a brief glance at 


the extra security and shared a distinct look with one another, as if 
they were expecting this to go poorly. Nonetheless, they held their 
words, bowing briefly to the Chancellor and Senator, imitated by the 
others between the them and the queen, save Panaka, who 
respectfully settled for a sharp head bow. With only a few seconds 
delay, the group stood aside to allow the queen to the front with her 
handmaidens. 


Several Jedi shifted uncertainly while Mace gave a searching look to 
Qui-Gon, who had a look to his face that said the maverick Jedi 
knew none of them would enjoy what happened next and there was 
a chance that Qui-Gon would take some enjoyment in that. His 
padawan sent the Jedi Master a look of apology but mostly 
helplessness. 


"It is a great gift to see you alive, Your Majesty," Palpatine greeted 
with a disarming yet worried smile. Worry that he didn't have to fake. 
This could get dangerous, very quickly. "With the communications 
breakdown, we've been very concerned. I'm anxious to hear your 
report on the situation," he continued, motioning to the man beside 
him. "May | present Supreme Chancellor Valorum." 


"Welcome your Highness, it is an honor to finally meet you in 
person," Valorum greeted dutifully, idly noting the Jedi were still 
watching the ship. Why? 


“Thank you, Chancellor," the Queen greeted, raising a regal brow to 
glance at the gathered "security" on the platform. "Forgive me, but is 
it traditional to have this many Jedi present?" she inquired. Sabe 
doubted it yet knew that she- both she and Padme in this case- were 
new to the city-planet and it was feasible to have some kind of 
reception like this. 


But the Chancellor confirmed her doubts with a brief smirk of mirth 
before regaining his composure. "No, Your Highness. The Jedi had 
their own concerns regarding your arrival. Allow me to introduce Jedi 
Master Windu," he gestured to the bald human, who bowed his head 
briefly in respect. 


"Apologies, as I'm sure this seems excessive, Queen Amidala, but 
we sensed a dangerous individual may have been traveling with 


you," Mace Windu explained in greeting. 


"Uh-Oh," Jar-Jar commented in concern, drawing attention to him. 
"Mesa no liken where disa gosin." 


"Is ithim?" Valorum asked skeptically 


Even Sidious felt a bit of levity in the misstep of the Chancellor as 
the Gungun held up his hands in surrender. "Mesa doen nutten! 
Mesa justa tenk all-n yousas jedi a bit nutsen tosa maken trouble 
with the Machi-Hisen on the skeeebettle," he cautioned in genuine 
concern. 


Most stared in confusion while the few that could understand or 
piece together the meaning grew in apprehension as the Queen 
gained a knowing look in her eyes. "I believe | know who you mean, 
Master Jedi. However, | must assure you that he is of no danger to 
me. It is he that rescued us from the imprisonment of the Trade 
Federation," she assured, gaining conflicted looks among the Jedi. 


"And where might this protector of yours be, if | might ask?" Valorum 
asked with a raised eyebrow of his own. 


*Kuuuuuuh Kerrr* 


A slow chill worked over the spines of all that heard the artificial 
breathing for the first time, followed by the thudding of footsteps. 


"That would be him now," the Queen mused, turning to look back 
the at ship, drawing all eyes too it. 


All Jedi held their breath, muscles tensing at the mere sight. A black 
monolith of the Dark Side stalked down the ramp, his every 
mannerism screaming power and intimidation, down to the vaguely 
skull shaped helmet. Mace couldn't help but glare at the revealed 
enemy of the Jedi, standing so proudly before them. It took all his 
will not to lash out in a bid to keep this Sith from stepping one foot 
on the planet. 


He regretted that decision instantly. 


The Dark Lord did not break his stride in his step as he stepped off 


the ramp, unleashing his presence fully onto the force-sensitives of 
Coruscant, the shadow in the force that was his being descending 
upon and washing over the planet-wide city. The non-sensitives 
perceiving no change. Only a sliver of fear, a touch of worry, a 
general feeling that the times had lost a bit of its light. 


But this was far more literal for the Jedi, visually percieving the 
change as a darkening of color, a dulling of light. It did reach the 
temple, split around it like a rock in a river, but even they could feel 
the shift, the weight pressed against their fortress of the Light 


The Force proudly announced that Darth Vader had arrived. 


And here att the epicenter of this event, all Jedi felt as though the 
Force itself had been pulled out from under them, sweat forming on 
the brows of many. But not Mace Windu, . 


Nor Anakin Skywalker, who weathered the storm with the calmness 
a desert dweller brushes off the winds on a gusty day, wondering 
what had upset the Jedi so much. 


But he was ignored, mostly, as Vader strolled up to the politicians. 
He came to an ominous halt as both Valorum and Palpatine soaked 
in his image while trying to get a read on him in different ways. Both 
failed. He said not a word for an instance, slowly looking over every 
Jedi present and feeling them tense in readiness, some clutching 
their blades beneath their robes. 


Sidious had to hold back a smirk, enjoying the front row seat to the 
unease of the Jedi, despite harboring ever growing hatred for the 
cause. 


"Chancellor Valorum, Senator Palpatine, Jedi Master Windu. Allow 
me to introduce you to Darth Vader," The false-queen introduced. 
"He has been a great ally to me, and has done much to ensure our 
safe passage here." 


"Chancellor, Senator," Vader greeted, his synthesized tone 
conveying polite respect. He did not bow and no one there would 
have the nerve to reprimand him. 


Nor did he pay the Jedi any further attention, ignoring them as a 
threat entirely, which only further incensed some of them. 


Seizing the tense moment as his chance, Palpatine stepped forward 
with his finest crafted smile of sincerity. "Well, | for one thank you for 
aiding our homeworld, Darth... Vaber?" he pretended to ask, 
stretching out a hand to shake in a show of thanks. 


Vader's traveling companions were almost surprised when he 
actually accepted and made to return the gesture. "Vader, and you 
may thank me when thee Trade Federation is removed from 
Naboo," Vader acknowledged as he made to grab the senator's 
hand- 


-And in that instance, all of the galaxy disappeared for the two Sith 
Lords as the fringes of their power in the Forrce clashed violently. As 
violently as they could at least, with the Jedi being aware, which was 
both more and less than they could imagine. 


Sidious mentally snarled, trying to claw apart shielding to the 
fortress that Vader was in the Force, who returned fire just enough 
to keep Sith of Naboo at bay for this... discussion, if it could be 
called that. 


"WHO ARE YOU?! What Are You?! Who Trained You?! Who Told 
You?! Where Did You Hide!?" All these questions resonated against 
Vader's mind as Sidious chipped away at defenses that grew back 
before his currently-limited power could make decent damage. But 
he could feel his tendrils seeping deeper, closer to the truth. If he 
could just keep this up. 


Vader withstood it all without so much of a flinch, reveling in 
Sidious's rage and, dare he believe it? Fear. 


Sidious should have known something was wrong, with how little 
effort Vader made to throw him out. 


For once again, the words of Darth Vader destroyed so much of 
what he believed to be true in the Galaxy, the shock allowing Vader 
to rip out Sidious's Force tendrils, crushing and vaporizing them in 
the time traveler's influence. 


All thanks to six little words. 
"Give my regards to Hego Damask." 
End of Chapter 


Dear gods that got heavy, but am | happy! | have planned that 
ending line for years! And even more of what | didn't plan. Like 
Plagueis's casually taking control of the situation and showing 
Palpatine why he's still the master, going so far as to revive Maul 
without any obvious moves until he's making sure there's no lasting 
or notable damage to Maul. 


Also got a little look on how other worlds are taking this. Took some 
libertiess with how Nightsisters view the force as its all spells and 
spirits as far as they know. They're mostly trapped on Dathomir, but 
| imagine that a lot of Dark Siders are aware of the Sith in one 
fashion or another, they just tell because, well, they hatth Jedi too. 


And than Obi-Wan bringing out the Obi-Wow by having a moment 
with Vader. But speaking of that, let me be clear: Qui-Gon knows the 
Dark Side is necessary, yes, he's just fairly sure that (traditional) 

Sith take it to extremes. It's like compring a bud-light to vodka, | 
think.(never drunk, toh) Also, Vader's words on the Sith's Dark Side 
are simply my theory on things, 


Won't say much on the ending bit as there's nothing more for me to 
say. Vader has arrived. 


Until next time! 


ANNOUNCEMENT: Big news! | offiically have original content with 
the beginning of my first story on Pat-reon for Patrons Only: 


Children of Khaos: A complete retelling of Greek Mythology. 
Explore the relationship between the primordials, the interplay 
between the divine lineages, and different interpretations of various 
events. (T for the inevitable mention but no actual showing of rape, 
sexual themes in general, and cosmic violence) 


This does not change anything on the fanfiction side of things. Still, if 
any of you feel interested in this story or are just willing to support 


me, please consider contributing to my pat-reon, which | have under 
this same username 
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Outwardly, nothing had happened. For all to see, it was just two 
vastly different men shaking hands. 


It was fortunate that Vader's mere existence drew so much attention 
onto himself that few took note of how robotically the senator 
released the hand and stepped back. 


Within himself, Sidious was choking on his own rage. He could not 
think. He was numb to all things, even the Dark Side itself, as his 
mind made its own conclusion: Plagueis had betrayed him, used 
him... manipulated him. His teacher had done so on many 
occasions in the past, but this time Palpatine never saw it coming. 
How had he not foreseen this? How potent was this supposed Darth 
that the Dark Side would hide him even from all that Sheev could 
see in its shadows? 


So white hot was his fury and so deeply were the reborn suspicions 
taking root down in his soul, all he could do was just stand there in 
an effort to not react and give away everything. To lash out at this 
rival, this mockery of all he believed to understand, and swallow 
whole these pathetic Jedi in the storm that was his being. To forfeit 
everything to take down all that he could with him. But cold, brutal 
determinism and innate wisdom reconquered his mind, slowly. 


"| as well, Vader," Valorum agreed with a nod, eyeing the masked 


man intently. "If | may ask, are you a bounty hunter?" he asked, 
wondering what the Jedi were so worked up about. Yes, very 
intimidating, but many mercenaries were. 


"If | was, | imagine the Federation would have already bought my 
services," Vader answered idly before turning to the group that he 
had traveled with. "| believe your ambassadors will have much to tell 
you and their council, Chancellor, bu there are important matters for 
the Queen to prepare for.." he reminded as he settled his 
mechanical thumbs into his belt. 


"Yes, of course," the man acknowledged as he readdressed the 
queen. "| have called for a special session of the Senate to hear 
your position. | believe Senator Palpatine has more to discuss with 
you," Valorum offered, knowing he wasn't allowed to be too involved 
beyond this point. 


The false and real queen both recognized the subtle reminder that 
he was supposed to be impartial in the actual politics of this, and 
nodded her thanks. "Thank you deeply for the concern, Chancellor," 
she gave before turning to her world's official representative in the 
Republic. 


Sheev blinked, looking vaguely surprised as he glanced at Vader. 
To any other, they would merely pass it off as the Senator being 
uncertain about what to make of the situation after all the Jedi had 
come for this dark cyborg. The Chancellor didn't blame him, nor did 
the Jedi or his planet-kin. 


But Vader knew that Palpatine was just trying to regain control of his 
emotions and his mask, something the time traveler took no small 
pleasure in observing. If not for Vader's very presence, the Jedi 
would never miss the undercurrent of rage and wrath swimming in 
the frail-looking man. Ironic, the cause of his rage was the only thing 
hiding him at this very instant. The fact was not lost on Palpatine, 
which only made his anger worse. 


Yet he reigned it in and nodded to his queen, adopting the look of a 
man that wasn't sure what was going on around him but still had a 
job the to do. The feigned uncertainty was a great way to hide his 
little tells of wrath and ruin. "Yes, of course, right this way, My Lady, 


he motioned to his hovercar. "We have much to discuss before the 
session," he stated as the group started following them along, 
including the two humans he didn't recognize. 


Nor did he truly care at the moment, his mind tearing itself apart as 
the King of the Beasts demanded to make itself known. 


"Indeed you do, Senator," Vader agreed ominously as he moved to 
follow them, feeling the would-be-Emperor's power bristle beneath 
the surface at his words. 


Only to be stopped by Windu stepping halfway in front of him. ‘How 
predictable,' Vader thought to himself 


"We're not finished," Windu stated firmly as he stared up into the 
tinted lenses. 


All parties stopped to watch the exchange, the senatorial guards 
once more on alert in their dark robes. 


"| have a bad feeling about this," Obi-Wan murmured to himself as 
Qui-Gon shook his head in exasperation while the other Jedi 
surrounding them took subtle steps forward. Padme nodded to 
herself at his barely-heard words, watching the exchange closely. 


"Master Windu, this is not the time or place for this," the maverick 
Jedi quietly cautioned in warning as he stood next to the 
Shatterpoint user. 


But the man did not back down as he gazed in challenge at the Sith 
Lord, as if daring him to make the first move. 


‘The fool doesn't even realize the trap he created for himself,’ Vader 
noted, almost disappointed, but... he was the first true exposure to 
the Sith the Jedi had experienced in ages. Catching them off guard 
had apparently alarmed them even more than he anticipated. Vader 
wasn't sure if that counted as an overestimation or underestimation, 
but he supposed it didn't matter. They expected him to jump straight 
to lashing out with his lightsaber and throwing the weight of the Dark 
Side at them. 


If only Qui-Gon had a chance to warn them. 


"| have no business with the Jedi, let alone the Master of the Order," 
Vader stated without interest or alarm as he moved past Windu, the 
Dark Side leering through him at the Vaapad user with disdain and 
mockery. 


Windu turned, never taking his eyes off his target while the 
surrounding Jedi all moved to block Vader's path between him and 
the Naboo party. "I believe otherwise, My Lord," Mace Windu 
pointed out with obvious disdain felt in how the title left his lips. 


"Mom, what's going on?" Anakin asked quietly to his mother. 


"I'm not sure, Ani," Shmi answered softly and honestly as they 
watched the confrontation. 


"Master Jedi, what is the meaning of this?" the Queen of Naboo 
called with a slight frown to her ever neutral expression. 


"Your Highness, please, this is Jedi business," one of the Jedi urged 
from near the body-double. Luminara Unduli, Vader believed. She 
was wearing a different, brighter shade of robes and headdress 
though. He didn't recall really meeting her early on, so he didn't 
doubt she might have changed preferred clothing in a few years, but 
it could just be a master from the same species that he didn't recall. 


"Jedi business?" the queen repeated coldly as she looked at the 
female master, seeing Padme nod subtly out of the corner of her 
eye. 


"Chancellor," Vader spoke before anyone else could, not even 
looking at the man while he stared down the assembled Jedi that 
grew uneasy as the Dark Side added a literal weight to his gaze. 
"Are the Jedi acting on your orders?" 


Valorum rose an eyebrow at the question but he was becoming 
displeased with the situation himself. "No, though, Master Windu 
has been less than forthcoming about the meaning of this gathering 
of Jedi." 


"It is because | am a Sith." 


The most skilled Defels couldn't sneak through this crowd by the 


sheer sound vacuum that formed in wake of that admission. One 
Jedi almost dropped his lightsaber at the sheer casualness with 
which this Sith gave his affiliation. 


"A... Sith?" Valorum repeated in confusion as the word echoed in 
his head. "As in..?" 


"Yes, Chancellor, as in the group that is constantly at violent odds 
with the Jedi. Given my reception here, you can imagine why," 
Vader answered calmly. 


"And repeated wars on the Republic," Mace corrected in a calm, 
cold tone. 


"Refrain from conflating long dead political-entities with overarching 
belief systems, Jedi," Vader refuted pointedly. "But you did not come 
here for a history lesson, Chancellor. | have committed no crime, or 
they would have told you. Unless | misunderstand the laws of the 
republic, I'm not obligated to acquiesce to their desires without 
cause. Given the current situation, I'd rather request the Queen of 
Naboo invoke the galactic law against religious persecution on my 
behalf." 


Mace actually looked taken back by that play. Vader had to admit, 
there was a small joy in seeing the disbelief in those eyes as the 
Jedi realized the Sith had denied a chance to fight and kill Jedi. That 
he was using the republic's very laws to deny them the chance to 
stop him here. 


Valorum scowled in his own disbelief. "Is this true, Master Windu?" 
he asked sternly. 


"He's a Sith," Windu reminded coldly, as if that answer should be 
enough. Once it had been, but that time had passed. 


"Who is currently aiding a sovereign government in a time of 
danger," the False Queen reminded sternly. "Unless there is a 
formal charge to be made against Darth's person, | must ask that 
you cease this nonsense." 


Vader had to give Sabe credit, she was a wonderful mouth piece for 


Padme, every utterance a perfect imitation. 


The other Jedi all looked conflicted, some even confused. "Is there a 
charge, Master Windu?" Valorum pressed with distaste as the 
Master of the Order scowled at the back Vader's helmet, searching 
for an excuse. A look to Qui-Gon was met with a shake of the head. 
Either there was nothing to charge or Qui-Gon was unwilling to use 
what he knew. 


"There is none, Chancellor," a smooth, rich voice addressed as 
another Jedi strolled up to the group and took down his hood, 
garnering surprise from Qui-Gon, Obi-Wan and even Valorum. 


And Vader too, if he was honest, but he had been surprised ever 
since he had sensed this Jedi when the ship landed: What the 
sithpits was Dooku doing here? 


"This was merely a precaution," Dooku assured, ever charismatic as 
he turned to address the Queen with a deep inclination of his head. 
"| apologize, Your Highness, for this misunderstanding. Ancient 
years of bad blood compels caution on our part. We could not 
assume that the first Sith we have felt in many life times would not 
be different from his predecessors. Something I'm sure you can 
understand, Darth Vader," Dooku finished, turning to regard Vader 
with a cool expression even as Windu gave his fellow master the 
slightest of glares. 


"| would have assumed the wisdom of the Council would have 
foreseen that, given the undamaged condition of your fellow Jedi," 
Vader subtly mocked as he peered at the graying Master, who was 
obviously doing damage control and yet did not seem at all bothered 
by being before a Sith, unlike the others. 


"Given that one is my former Padawan, | deeply appreciate that," 
Dooku gave with the slightest hint of challenge in his eyes before 
stepping aside. 


Now Vader understood. Dooku had returned from wherever he had 
been at this point in the timeline because he sensed Qui-Gon's 
presence in Vader's vicinity. Interesting. Unless he was mistaken, 
while no Sith Lord, Dooku was still very disillusioned at this point. 


Vader said nothing more as he walized right by every Jedi near this 
end of the platform, moving to walk side by side with the Queen. 
Everyone of them watched him pass with mixed feelings. Some 
were worried about his cunning, others uncertain of his motives. A 
general desire to stop him and frustration with his manipulation was 
in the air. 


Though, he wouldn't call invoking one of the most well known laws 
in the Republic as manipulative. Or were they directing that towards 
him making the Queen into his ally? 


His musing came to end as he stopped at the last Jedi. Oh, he had 
no plan to intimate or provoke them here, but this one seemed to 
latch onto the fact that he was the last one standing between letting 
a Sith Lord loose on Coruscant. The Dark Lord turned slowly to 
regard this Jedi, who was holding his lightsaber out, the slightest 
tremble in his finger over the button. A brown haired knight with a 
long mustache and a small goatee. 


His average potency in the force quivered ever so slightly under the 
full attention of the Dark Lord, but did not waver. If it wasn't so 
foolish, Vader would almost call it brave. 


The Jedi Knight began to tremble, risking igniting his saber by pure 
accident as the Darkness threatened to swallow him whole... 


"Knight Tassu," Dooku called authoritatively, drawing the young 
Jedi's attention with a stern scowl. "Stand down. There will be no 
conflict here, least of all one instigated by the Jedi." 


The man trembled a bit more before putting away his lightsaber. 
Vader passed by them as he joined the Queen and her entourage in 
the hovercar. 


"You can't resist making an entrance, can you?" Padme asked 
quietly, the barest of smirks to her face while young Anakin just 
grinned at their Dark Side friend. 


Vader ignored her for once, briefly glaring at the transport. He 
always preferred standing in such crafts if he wasn't piloting, but it 
was a bit too crowded for him to do that. 


And all the while, Sidious withered in his own fury just a few seats 
from the Sith Lord, unable to show or express anger, turning it 
inwards towards what he did best: scheming 


MEANWHILE 


Yoda stared out from the council room in the Tranquility Spire, 
finding none of the tower's namesake. He too had felt it, a proud 
display of power to declare one thing. That the Dark Side had fallen 
on Coruscant. 


That the Lord of the Sith had arrived. 


He could see it. Not the Sith, but the Dark Side itself, reared up in all 
its tenebrific glory, peering upon a world it had not been set free 
upon in an age. To the diminutive Jedi, it felt akin to a living beast. 
Standing as territoriality as an Anooba or an Aak Wolf, but with all 
the imposing might of a Rancor or a Gorax. Yet while a blanket of it 
spread upon this world city, it felt as if the true bulwark loomed over 
the skyscrapers with an eager grin, daring all to challenge its arrival 
on this planet, to step forward and be its prey. 


And yet, for all the ill-feelings the Dark Side brought with it, he 
sensed no danger. Yet. All this power in the darkness, but it only 
moved to intimidate and unsettle those in the Light. Even now, Yoda 
was using a great deal of his not-so-small might in the Force to help 
sooth the younglings in the temple below. The Dark Side refused to 
enter the temple, to even try. A more arrogant Jedi Master might 
take this to mean it couldn't. Yoda knew otherwise. It wasn't trying 
because it didn't want to. 


For now. 


As numerous before him had, Yoda often wondered how truly 
sapient the Force was. It had a will, few Jedi ever disputed that, but 
was that will more towards a conscious will or something akin to 
cosmic instinct? Could either side could be compared to a singular 
minded being in any fashion? If it was so, he imagined the Dark Side 
was gleeful right now in its mocking nature. Like a feline secure in its 
victory over some minuscule prey. But Yoda could do nothing for 
now. He still believed it was the right course to retrieve their fellow 


Jedi and learn what they could before confronting this Sith Lord in 
any direct fashion. 


He only hoped Mace Windu did not do something over zealous. 
Master of the Order, Yoda would never contest that Windu was 
worthy of that. The green entity had held that title many times over 
the centuries in every fashion: on and off, officially and unofficial, 
temporarily and long term. He could be Grand Master and Master of 
the Order at the same time, and had been such in the past. He 
would still be so if he did not step down after so many years each 
time. 


Rely on him too much, some Jedi did. Immortal, some mistake him 
for. But mortal, Yoda knew he was. One day soon, the end of his 
long life, he sensed. Soon for him, at least. 


Before he reached a thousand years in age, he believed. Pity, he 
was hoping to reach the forth digit. But the point remained that he 
needed the Order to be able to stand without him. His greatest 
concern was that they would not be able to move on without him one 
day. Having his own holocron did lessen that worry some, as did 
watching the success of the latest generations. Still, he worried for 
Windu. The Dark Side had plagued the Jedi in his youth, leading him 
to mastering the Vaapad style. Confronting a Sith Lord that blatantly 
announced his power in the Dark Side like this could prove taxing for 
the Master, both in resisting the Dark Side and in maintaining his 
calm. Yoda was firmly assured on the former, but uncertain on the 
latter in this circumstance. 


And yet, death he did not sense. Conflict, he did not sense. And so 
his faith in the Force and his fellow Jedi soothed his old heart. He 
gave an amused look up at the Dark Side, imagining he perceived a 
face within its depths. If nothing else, he'd take a small moral victory 
on this front and deny it the despair of the younglings and the 
complete ruining of his mood. 


That was how Yoda lived the Jedi Code on a day-to-day basis. One 
simple thing after another to nurture the light in whoever he could. 


MEANWHILE 


"Masters, what exactly was that?" Valorum asked with a raised 
eyebrow to the gathering of Jedi. 


"That, Chancellor, was us just letting a great threat waltz into the 
heart of the Republic," Windu answered in a stony voice. 


The Chancellor scrunched his brow at the strange behavior from the 
Jedi, turning to the two sent as ambassadors. "Master Jinn, you 
arrived with this man, this... Sith. What are your thoughts on this 
Darth Vader?" 


Obi-Wan mentally counted down in his head, eliciting some chuckles 
from his master through their force bond. Outward, Qui-Gon kept his 
composure and take a deep breath. "Vader is dangerous, beyond 
any doubt. But since meeting him, he has done everything in his 
power to aide Naboo's Queen and remained... civil with my 
Padawan and myself," Qui-Gon explained, eliciting much disbelief 
and muttering among his comrades, Windu turning to stare at him 
with a hard look. 


"A trick, no doubt," the Mater of the Order reasoned. 


"Master Windu, | have always appreciated your commitment to 
safeguarding the republic," Valorum started, Dooku stealthily rolling 
his eyes behind the politician. "But | can't simply allow the Jedi 
Order to apprehend someone for no legal reason, let alone one that 
is aiding a recognized government in a time of crisis. Regardless of 
what the Sith were, in the eyes of the law, being one is not a crime, 
nor can we find him guilty by association a millennia after the fact." 


"We are aware, Chancellor," Dooku assured, ever the cultured one. 
"I'm sure you understand that with our being able to sense him in the 
force, our surprise was far more enhanced than most by this 
reemergence." 


Valorum sighed and nodded. "I may not understand the Force fully, 
but | can appreciate the idea of knowing something dangerous 
exists that you thought destroyed," he relented as he nodded to his 
guards. "I! will be taking my leave now. | hope this matter settles well 
on your end, Jedi Masters," he said in farewell, making his way off 
the platform, leaving a confused group of Jedi in his wake. 


With the Jedi now alone, Windu turned his full attention on the two 
returning Jedi, only to be interrupted by Dooku bringing a surprised 
Jinn into a brief hug. "Ahh, my old Padawan, still getting into the 
oddest trouble | see," Dooku greeted in a borderline fatherly tone. 
Despite the situation, many Jedi smiled at the scene, and at the 
return of Dooku, one of their Order's best. 


"Master, | certainly didn't expect to see you here," Qui-Gon returned 
warmly. "| thought you were visiting your home-world?" he 
questioned idly. While attachments were prohibited, every Jedi 
visited their birth world at least once in their lifetime. 


Qui-Gon himself did it basically everyday, but that came with being a 
native to Coruscant. Something he sometimes wondered might have 
helped him to understand the Living Force better than others. 


"Oh, | was, until | thought you were battling the newly returned Sith," 
Dooku answered with a smirk. "Imagine my surprise when | realized 
you were traveling together?" 


"Believe us, Master Dooku, we were as surprised as you were," Obi- 
Wan assured, a bit nervous. 


"Obi-Wan Kenobi. Qui-Gon has told me a great deal about you," 
Dooku mused with a whimsical look. "Fret not, better than what | told 
my Master of Padawan Jinn." 


Qui-Gon shook his head in welcome brevity after such a bizzare trip. 
"My Padawan is correct though, our tale is a very... strange one." 


"Stranger than telling the Chancellor the Sith Lord isn't a threat?" 
Windu questioned with a scowl, nonetheless giving them a chance 
to explain. 


"It starts with the Sith Lord coming down the stairs to help rescue 
the Queen," Obi-Wan answered bluntly. 


While many stared oddly at that, various less reserved Jedi couldn't 
help snickering at that line. 


"This is no joking mater, Padawan," Windu scolded the apprentice, 
and the others by proxy. 


"| assure you, Master Windu, my Padawan is both serious and 
accurate," Qui-Gon affirmed, Knowing both he and Dooku were 
going to enjoy this for different reasons. 


Speaking of which. "It seems you have quite the story to tell, but we 
should do so back at the temple, with the rest of the council," Dooku 
pointed out with a soft smirk. 


If Mace Windu were not a Jedi or less stubborn, he would have face 
palmed at that. 


MEANWHILE 


"You are certainly an outrageous one, Lord Vader," Plagueis 
remarked with amusement, humming as he gazed down upon the 
dispersing mass of Jedi, standing atop one of Coruscant's nearby 
mega-buildings. Such a gathering of the Order had attracted the 
attention of many onlookers in the surrounding areas, leaving him 
far less suspicious if the Light-based organization sensed an 
onlooker. 


He found the entire exchange very interesting, relishing in the 
blanket of Darkness this self-proclaimed Darth brought with him. But 
more than that, he found Vader's handling both amusing and 
appropriate for a Sith. He could no hear them from here, but it was 
largely unneeded, he had sensed enough to understand. Vader had 
ignored and side stepped the Jedi entirely, using the simple legal 
basis that they had no proof he was a criminal. He was a bit 
surprised to see Dooku back on Coruscant, but not that he was 
salvaging the situation better than most Jedi. After all, the Light Side 
users had come here expecting a great battle and what they 
received was to be ignored and dismissed. 


The Dark Lord had considered taking a route like that, in theory at 
least, but deemed his own illegal activities and the scrutiny that 
would come afterwards not worth the effort. Did that mean Vader 
had no strictly illegal past for them to use against him or was there 
just no trail to follow back to him? More questions. 


Even ones not about Vader himself, he noted to himself. While 
Sidious lost some form of mental confrontation with Vader, Plagueis 


had take note of a nigh-literal hidden gem right amongst the group: 
The young boy that was part of the Queen's company, along with a 
woman he sensed as the boy's mother. Plagueis had dived deep in 
the Dark Side, deeper than he normally could in public, but Vader's 
shroud obscured the sight of all in the light. And as he swam in 
those brightless depths, he found himself dodging around and 
through so many little tendrils of emotions of the Jedi: a righteous 
anger, a growing uncertainty, swollen pride that was unspoken and 
now bruised, and of course the beginnings of fear they would deny 
the existence of. But as delectable as he found these sensations, he 
focused in on the boy. There, a casual glance would perceive only a 
force-blind child, until one looked past the surface. There, he found 
it; a force-cloak. Force-sensitive children did it best, instinctively 
turning their potential into an ability to hide. 


He felt the force-gaze of Vader upon his presence, but either the 
fellow Sith deemed it unnecessary to stop Plagueis or simply had 
lacked the chance to do so in that crowd. Regardless, the Muun 
pushed his senses past the shield and- 


Plagueis shivered at the memory, the sheer overwhelming potential 
the boy had, merely gazing at it so close and intently had blinded 
him briefly, almost making him physically recoil. That boy would be 
the next Revan, with power others could only dream of. It made it 
clear to Plagueis how this force-sensitive child could stand so close 
to a Dark Lord announcing his arrival and not be affected while full 
grown Jedi quaked in their boots. 


But Plagueis was not one easily blinded in his fascination. Rather, it 
made him more attentive, more curious. And with that came him 
stumbling across a mystery that, unknown to him, troubled the True 
Queen of Naboo. For within Anakin Skywalker, he sensed... 
something. Something like the start of a force-bond, but... strange. 
In using his own essence to sense the destination, he recoiled 
quickly before he risked provoking this Vader in this opportune time. 


The bond... didn't lead so much as was aimed at Vader. What, in 
the name of Bane's Tomb, was the connection between this boy and 
this Sith Lord? The bond was new, too new for Vader to have been 
a father in much sense of the word beyond mere biology. But what 
was there was strong. The sheer strange factor was that... forming 


bonds were like growing plants, to his perspective. They grew and 
slowly reached out across the force until both limbs touched and 
intertwined. 


There was nothing growing here, but it didn't feel broken or 
incomplete. This, while a minute discovery in the midst of his grand 
schemes, was not something he had ever seen before. 


Shrugging off the child while labeling him as "Must Recruit At All 
Cost One Day," he refocused his attention on what he had learned. 
This Vader was not a brute. Despite bluntly exposing himself, he 
had used the appropriate cunning to throw the Jedi off their game. 
Perhaps that was the ultimate reason for saving the Queen? To use 
her as a political ally against the Jedi's influence. It was a good plan, 
if so, and one that could help if played right. With himself and 
Sidious leading the Republic, and Vader being a famous display of 
Sith being capable of benevolence while retaining their ruthlessness, 
all the while painting the Jedi as dogmatic and unwilling to change 
and accept the new reality...? Yes, yes, that could work. And, 
admittedly, he and Sidious were not perfect masters in the more 
traditional forms of war. 


Sidious for politics, himself for wisdom and knowledge, and Vader 
for wars and battle. 


The one of only two issues was Sidious, who he sensed was further 
unsettled by Vader. He wasn't sure anymore if Vader was at fault for 
that or if it just was due to his apprentice's temperament. Or both, 
likely both. 


The other issue was Vader himself. Would he, and any others he 
associated with, be willing to work with them? A careful topic that 
would have be broached to their unexpected peer in the dark, 
carefully and on alert for any deception. 


Meeting with Sidious would be hard, he'd be preoccupied handling 
the young queen and securing the vote, but Sidious seemed to be 
holding himself together just fine. It would be wise to secure a 
moment with this Vader. Only in a direct meeting would he be able 
to decipher what kind of alliance or rivalry the Order of Bane could 
have with Darth Vader. 


He scowled momentarily as he looked up into the sky, into space, 
into the force. Oh how he cursed whatever ploy his Master had 
pulled in his dying moments, robbing Plagueis of a majority of his 
ability for visions. There was something lurking out there, something 
the Dark Side was... not warning, but cautioning him against. Yet he 
could not deduce what. It was not another force-wielder, Light or 
Dark, but that did not detract from the fact that there was an 
unknown and likely connected to Vader. But was it allies or enemies 
to this third Darth? 


lf Darth Bane was correct in no other facet with the Rule of Two, it 
was that Sith need not be enemies with one another. Preferably 
allies, but Plagueis could settle for a rival with a like-cause. 


End of Chapter 


Okay, there's that bit! Mostly just everyone's thoughts over Vadeer' 
arrival and confrontation (or lack there of) with the Jedi. Don't worry, 
he'll be meeting the council soon enough. Speaking of which, 
Dooku: 


Dooku is highly disillusioned by this point and Qui-Gon is the 
maverick of the Living Force, so, | kind of see them enjoying 
watching the Council react to this this tale for various reasons. 
Dooku also has some issues with Windu's leadership, so, one 
upping Windu is a bonus for him. 


Next chapter will have some very important events that you fans 
have been dying for. 


Anyway, enjoy until next time, and consider contributing to my pat- 
reon, under the same username, Akumakami64. | deeply appreciate 
any and all support. Thank you and have a good summer! 


Chapter 11 


Darth Vader: Hero of Naboo 

Beagamma-1300th reviewer 

Kuro.435- 1400th reviewer(the 4th chapter review specifically) 
Disclaimer: | don't own Star Wars. 


AN Sorry about the false update. | had a poll up on my user 
page for something SW related, so | made an AN chapter 
explaining that. | took it down pretty soon as the voting was 
pretty one sided. XP 


"There is no civility, only politics," Palpatine stated poetically as he 
paced the apartment before the Queen, the real queen at that. He 
paused for only a second to glance at the silently-breathing Vader, 
sitting in one of the red chairs. To a fool, the cyborg might even 
seem relaxed. 


/"Die!" He snarled, lightning jumping from his outstretched fingers, 
zapping the third Sith Lord./ 


Vader's helmet moved ever so slightly, and all Palpatine felt from 
himwas a sense of underwhelming. 


/Before he could raise his hands, Vader crushed his own digits into a 
fist, keeping Sidious's hand closed before he was sent flying across 
the room./ 


Palpatine turned to continue his uninterrupted monologue. "The 
Republic is not what it once was." 


/He lashed around like a viper, drawing his lightsaber to slash 
against the durasteel titan./ 


Vader drummed his fingers. 


/Another lightsaber blocked his own, unyielding as a wall./ 


"The Senate is filled with greedy, squabbling delegates,” Palpatine 
explained as he paced to the other end of the room. 


/And flung the lightsaber at the boy and his mother in the other 
room!/ 


Vader sat straighter than he already had been. 


/The blade stopped in midair, being hurled back at its owner, who 
was acutely aware of the second blade coming towards him./ 


"There is no interest in the common good," Palpatine gave a heavy 
pause as he turned to the young elected monarch. 


/With a sadistic grin, he made to behead the queen./ 
Vader tilted his head minutely. 


/Vader did absolutely nothing, watching Sidious patiently, who 
sighed in a growling manner as he deactivated his lightsaber, for he 
still needed her on his side./ 


"| must be frank, Your Majesty, there is little chance the Senate will 
act on the invasion," Palpatine concluded as he abandoned the 
fruitless mental challenges going on between himself and his fellow 
Sith. There was no way to defeat Vader in this setting without using 
enough power to expose himself. Not to mention, he wouldn't really 
have time to use the Dark Side to properly warp the minds of all 
these people here without breaking their psyches. 


And if he was being truly honest, he'd rather not destroy his 
apartment, modest though it was. Well, modest compared to how 
other people decorated a room in 500 Republica. 


Vader, meanwhile, was enjoying his observations on Sidious. Pre- 
chancellor Palpatine could be patient, but hated to do so. He could 
act benevolent while seething with furious rage, but he needed an 
outlet. And he had a hatred for Vader that felt like the foundation of 
an obsession. He was also rather proud of himself for not lashing 
out abnormally at Sidious in those visions when his mother or 
Padme was targeted. He wasn't sure if the would-be emperor was 
already aware of Anakin's potential by now in the last timeline, but 


he was very unaware of it now. Shmi was of no interest to Sidious 
right now and Padme was too important to harm. 


Allin all, Vader could work with this. Work with in the context of 
"Destroy him and every dream he ever had before his very eyes." 


"It is as | have come to fear," The Queen stated royally, oblivious to 
the telepathic-vision battles that just took place. This drew a raised 
brow from the senator. "On our journey here, Darth's council and the 
words of others has painted a rather uninspiring image of the 
Senate," she explained, nodding in said Sith's direction. 


/Both Sith Lord's facepalmed over her mistaking the title of Darth for 
a name./ 


Outwardly, Palpatine looked to Vader with a curious interest. "A 
warrior and politician?" he asked in a successful endeavor to sound 
impressed. 


"Politics are not what | would consider my realm of power, but | have 
seen enough to know a system that is breaking," he answered 
solemnly. 


"A sentiment | share," Sidious agreed honestly with a nod. "Was 
there some route through this ordeal you both theorized on, or shall | 
continue?" he inquired, looking to the Queen questioningly. 


"None. Lord Vader?" Padme prompted evenly. 


"Is the Supreme Chancellor still stunted by falsified rumors of 
corruption?" Vader questioned knowingly. 


"Amazing how quickly that developed once he took office," Palpatine 
agreed with humorless mirth. 


"Are you saying the Chancellor is corrupt or just powerless, Senator 
Palpatine?" Padme questioned, raising a delicate eyebrow. 


"Powerless, I'm afraid, Your Majesty," Sidious assured with a look of 
resignation. "| fear our best option would be to push for a vote of no 
confidence in Chancellor Valorum, in hopes to elect a new, stronger 
Chancellor." 


Despite the excellent control Padme had over her facial 
expressions, it wasn't hard to tell she was taken back by the 
recommendation, even without the Force. "Turn on our strongest 
supporter?" 


"| doubt he will receive it harshly. His final term has less than a year 
remaining as it is and his popularity, | know, is at an all time low,” 
Vader commented. Growing up looking up to Chancellor Palpatine in 
many ways, he had researched a bit on Valorum in his youth. Plus 
he had been curious about the entire Naboo situation that ultimately 
changed his life forever. 


"A... fair assessment," Palpatine hesitantly agreed. All in all, 
Valorum might be happy to finally be out of his position. But that 
Vader was not deterring his plan to manipulate the queen was 
unexpected. He had suspected he'd be trying to use his experience 
as a senator and being of Naboo himself to keep the Queen from 
siding against his plan. "The only other recourse would be to take it 
to the courts, unfortunately." 


"My experience on Coruscant may be lacking, Senator, but even | 
know that would take only longer. I've heard tale of how certain... 
issues tend to just disappear on paper amongst the courts," Padme 
stated with an obvious dryness added to her regal tone. "Our people 
are dying now. We must find a timely solution, not a lengthy one." 


Palpatine took on a resigned, apologetic face, shoulders slumping 
ever so slightly to sell the image. "To be realistic, Your Majesty, I'm 
afraid we might have to accept Federation control for the time 
being." 


"That is something | cannot do," Padme concluded firmly. 


/"Darth Vader,"/ Palpatine and Sidious addressed as one, eyeing 
the black monolith carefully. "Forgive my curiosity, but how did you 
come to be aiding my Queen and home?" he inquired curiously, 
noting the Queen's peaked interest as well. The subject hadn't been 
broached before then. 


"Much in the same manner we made leave of your planet,” Vader 
answered skillfully. "My hyperdrive malfunctioned and | was forced 


to land on your planet. The damage was to the extent that | wasn't 
even aware of my location at first. | trekked through the forest briefly 
before finding Theed being invaded," he elaborated, technically 
speaking the truth. He just left out the time-traveling... and that he 
had no idea where his ship was. 


"And this just happened to occur during the invasion?" Panaka 
asked, skeptical despite the trust he felt Vader had earned. 


"The Force works in odd ways, Captain, especially the Dark Side," 
Vader affirmed. 


Sidious shuddered beneath the mask of Palpatine. Vader had 
pulsed his own power ever so slightly at the mere mention of the 
Dark Side. His own dark powers always clawed to break loose, to do 
away with this petty rabble and become like a storm of death. And 
never had it been so hungry as now, standing before a mighty Sith 
Lord basking openly in his own power. 


His scowl almost showed as he realized he had just acknowledged 
Vader as a mighty Sith Lord. 


"Thank you for the advice, Senator. | need time to consider the 
options before the Special Session begins," Padme finished firmly. 


"Of course, Your Majesty. I've already arranged a set of quarters for 
you and your retinue in my suite," Palpatine assured 
magnanimously, turning to Panaka. "I trust you have already made 
sure it was secure, Captain?" he asked good-naturedly, getting an 
unamused nod. "Good. Please lead the Queen there. | will be there 
shortly, as | have some paperwork to double check," Palpatine 
explained apologetically. 


"Thank you, Senator," Padme gave as she stood from the couch, 
her guards and handmaidens practically in sync as they moved 
towards the door. 


Vader followed suit, pausing a moment as he passed by Sidious... 


With a screeching hiss in the Force, the student of Plagueis gave a 
point blank assault on Vader's mind, grasping for something, 


anything that would help him understand- 

/"You useless old fool."/ 

... What? That was his voice. And, that sound... who was choking? 
/Who forged the most powerful Sith Lord ever known,/ 

Wait, he could see now, was that... Plagueis?! 

/"And yet who forgot to leave a place for himself;"/ 


A mixture of twisted glee and primal foreboding swelled in his gut. 
This was what he wanted most, and yet... 


/"Whose pride never allowed him to question that he would no 
longer be needed."/ 


Vader knew. Which meant... which meant that... if he was with 
Plagueis... 


/"Rest easy in your grave, Sidious."/ 


He was violently expelled, almost physically recoiling as he realized 
Vader had expected that, had let him in. 


Vader was mocking him. 


It was all he could do not to scream, not to roar, not to tear this 
entire building own to the very foundation of the City-planet. 


And if he had been any more aware, he would have noticed a former 
slave boy trailing behind, staring through the glass door at him 
briefly. 


"Skywalker," Vader called, breaking his younger self out of his 
trance. 


"Oh, sorry,” Anakin said as he made to catch up to the group. 
"Apologize to your mother, not me," Vader instructed, making sure 


the boy didn't trail behind and risk getting noticed by the seething 
Sith Lord. 


Meanwhile 


Obi-wan had made the conscious decision to not consider Darth 
Vader a monster simply for being a Sith. That said, he still hated 
what had happened to the Jedi Temple because of the man. 


Oh, it looked the same, no one had died, and any who might be a 
frequent, non-Force sensitive guest to the Temple might just think 
the Jedi were simply having a busy time lately; What with the rushed 
paces and haggard expressions that might be misinterpreted as a 
sign of exhaustion. 


But any Jedi, who had grown in the tranquility of the Temple, could 
tell otherwise. Walking through the Temple had always felt to Obi- 
wan as if traversing through omnipresent lights of pure clarity. There 
was a path, even if it wasn't always easy to understand the 
directions, but it gave off a certainty that all would be well. It was a 
building of calmness, of peace. 


Yet the metaphoric lights had dimmed, almost physically to his own 
eyes. A weight was there. Not a harsh weight, but enough to notice. 
Enough to never NOT notice it. The Masters handled it best, he 
knew, simply forcing out the ambient tendrils of the Dark Side. The 
Knights and older padawans like himself had to tread carefully. He 
wouldn't dissuade blame by saying his fruitless attempt to attack 
Vader was purely because of being overcome briefly by the dark 
influence, but he would claim it as a factor. 


It was the younglings he worried for. He heard that none had been 
outside the temple since Vader had revealed himself. They were 
tired from night terrors and confused by this new... thing they 
sensed, and ultimately scared from both. They were children and 
instinctively fascinated, if not outright afraid of both Vader's 
presence in the Force and the Dark Side, which Vader acted as a 
figurative window for. Or a gateway, he was sure the council 
members already believed. He wasn't sure he didn't believe it either, 
but he at least hoped that if so, it was an unintentional gateway. 


He pushed such thoughts from his mind as his master came to a 
pause in the story. 


"... and that was when my padawan believed | had been killed and 
thought it would be a good idea to try to hold Vader at lightsaber 
point," Qui-Gon paused with a mental smirk as Obi-Wan stiffened 
while the Masters looked to him in confusion. 


"Well, | assumed that, if he killed Master Qui-Gon, | was next, so... 
given that we were stranded, it seemed like the best idea at the 
time," Obi-Wan explained with obvious embarrassment. 


There was some brief looks and feelings sent through the Force 
around the council room, Yoda and Dooku looking almost amused. 
"| believe we can accept that as a suitable reaction for a padawan, 
given the sheer absurdity of the situation," Dooku mused with a 
soothing voice, the only council member standing. An obvious 
message that he didn't plan on staying long-term. 


"After that, we left without issue and arrived on Coruscant," Qui-Gon 
finished up. 


"Anything to add, you have, Young Kenobi?" Yoda prompted, 
leveling the boy with an interested gaze. 


The entire conversation he had with Vader flashed through his mind 
in an instant. "There is one thing, Masters, but I'm not sure it is 
significant," Obi-Wan cautioned. 


"There is no such thing as insignificant information, Padawan," Mace 
Windu instructed, stern yet wise. "What do you wish to share?" 


Obi-Wan paused to collect his thoughts. "You recall when Master 
Qui-Gon mentioned us sensing Vader dueling with another Dark 
Sider, possibly another Sith?" he directed, getting a raised eyebrow 
from Qui-Gon as the council members nodded and murmured 
affirmatives. "Master wasn't there at the time, but Vader did return to 
the ship after that, covered in blood. He claimed that the other Dark 
Sider escaped because of Kryat Dragons," Obi-Wan explained. 


"Plural?" Oppo Rancisis asked in surprise, having heard of these 
creatures as mosily solitary. 


"Two. | assumed a mated pair," Obi-wan answered with a helpless 


shrug. "He went on to say that he unleashed the dragon he didn't kill 
on a tribe of Tusken Raiders." 


"... What are Tusken Raiders?" Eeth Koth questioned with a scowl. 
Tatooine was one world he hadn't been to before, despite his many 
missions in the outer rim. 


"A savage race of native humanoids that often kill and torture those 
they raid," Ki-Adi-Mundi supplied in distaste. "I tried reasoning with 
them on a mission to the planet. If | couldn't sense their sapience, | 
would have thought them more animal than anything." 


The words surprised some members, but they knew there were 
races and societies like that. 


"And he did this, why?" Dooku asked, confused by the point of that, 
unless it was to cause terror and death. 


"To steal one of their Banthas... should | have mentioned he rode 
back to the ship on one?" Obi-wan supplied with the corner of his 
lips turning up. 


"... The Sith rode in on a Bantha?" Kit Fisto asked, trying to keeping 
his amphibian face neutral, lest he burst out laughing. "Why?" 


"Because the Kryat Dragons broke his speeder," Obi-wan answered 
simply as the Nautolan snorted, nearly bursting into laughter to the 
chagrin of his colleges. 


"Oh, | don't care how serious this is or if that's all true: THAT is 
funny," Kit Fisto said shamelessly as most of the Jedi rolled their 
eyes. Yoda, Dooku, and Qui-Gon were among the few amused by 
this information. 


"In fairness Masters, it does show that Vader doesn't find something 
like riding a Bantha beneath him if it suits his needs," Obi-wan 
pointed out carefully. 


"An excellent point, Padawan," Dooku acknowledged, looking proud 
of the pair before scowling in thought. "Still, this Darth Vader does 
appear to be quite the adversary." 


"Skilled with a lightsaber, powerful in the Force," Mace Windu listed 
off, leaned forward in thought. "Cunning, patient, ruthless and 
already has the leader of at least one planet supporting him," he 
paused to look up with a scowl. "Am | forgetting anything?" 


"He hates Tatooine with a chilling passion?" Obi-wan supplied. 


"He's also a mechanic that hates the Trade Federation for their lack 
of quality alone?" Qui-Gon added in amusement. 


"The Sith has a hobby?" Kit Fisto asked, amused yet surprised. 
"The Sith has a hobby," Qui-Gon supplied. 


"And you just allowed him to come aboard without restraint or 
assurance? Aboard with the Queen, might | add?" Mace asked 
sternly. 


"At what point should we have stopped him, Master of the Order?" 
Qui-Gon questioned with a scowl of his own. "When he was saving 
the slave boy that helped us repair the ship? Or destroying the 
droids to get to the ship? Or how about when he was making sure 
the blockade's turrets didn't shoot us down?" 


"That's enough," Dooku spoke up strictly, silencing the tense 
exchange. "Both of you,” he aided, turning his glare to Windu, who 
privately admitted that the old master was still no less imposing than 
he was in Windu's early memories, thirty-some years ago. 


As a powerful, wise master trained by Yoda himself, Dooku had 
been an idol for many Jedi over the decades. Windu never dreamed 
when he was a boy that he would be Master of the Order, but he 
never could have even imagined how at odds he would be with one 
of his figurative heroes. 


"| obviously didn't train my former padawan to be openly and overly 
disrespectful to the council," Dooku continued, glancing back at Qui- 
Gon who could see the hundred and one meaning that sentence 
had. That was before Dooku had been so disillusioned with the 
Order and he never said anything about secretly or subtly. But most 
of all, that was before Vader. "But | also never sat on a council that 


starts reprimanding Jedi for completing their mission," he added on 
to Windu. "The Queen is here, safe. The Sith, that we know of, is 
here as well rather than having disappeared back into the void of 
space." 


"Destroying the Sith is the mission of the entire order," Windu 
reminded sternly. 


"Perhaps," Dooku acknowledged vaguely. "But the fact remains that 
Vader was never the aggressor in this mission and had the Queen's 
favor by the time they joined with her. Just as he made his own 
arrest a legal impossibility, he positioned himself in a manner that 
would make us appear to be the villains if Qui-Gon and his 
apprentice struck first, even if they prevailed. Dying would have left 
us further in the blind and the Queen completely alone with the Sith, 
if the infighting didn't just lead to her demise or cap-" 


*TAP!* 


All heads turned to Master Yoda, having tapped his wooden staff 
rather firmly on the floor. "Enough, my turn to say, it is, Dooku," he 
instructed firmly, holding Dooku's gaze for a moment before turning 
to the council. "Correct, Dooku is though. To blame for the Sith, Qui- 
Gon and his padawan are not. Unfathomable, this situation was. 
Who should have done what, squabbling over, we must not. An 
advantage we need not give, our disunity, it is," he advised. 


Mace took a deep breath before nodding. "I apologize, Master Qui- 
Gon. Given the situation, your course was the best," he admitted as 
he reclined in his chair. 


"Thank you, Master Windu," Qui-Gon accepted politely. 


"This still begs the question," Mundi redirected. "What are we to do 
about this self proclaimed Sith?" 


"Bringing him in officially would be seen as unwarranted and illegal,” 
Eeth Koth summarized. 


"Well, while I've had my share of laughs, | did have a thought," Kit 
Fisto spoke up. "Ignore that he's a Sith, what is Vader?" 


"Intimidating, cyborg, and possibly asthmatic?" Obi-wan tried 
uncertainly. 


"Ha! True, but no. He's a Force-wielder that was present while this 
Trade Federation invasion took place," Kit Fisto reminded. 


"Hmm, he could be behind that," Oppo Rancisis pointed out idly. 
"Playing both sides to obtain an outcome in either's victory." 


"Again, maybe, but not what I'm getting at," Kit Fisto stressed. "We 
don't have reason to arrest Vader, but we have plenty of reason to 
question him. Between whatever he might know about the Naboo 
incident and his knowledge with the OTHER Dark Sider? The Dark 
Sider that Vader admitted was after the queen?" 


Yoda's ears perked up at that. "Wise you speak, Master Fisto. 
Question Vader, we may. Obtain more information, perhaps." 


"And if he lies, we may still learn from what those lies do tell us,” 
Yarael Poof reasoned, raising a finger to stroke his chin passed his 
long neck. 


"We will have to question him soon, and not at the temple. 
Otherwise, he may vanish," Dooku mused before turning to Qui-Gon 
curiously. "Master Jinn, any final words you have to share on this 
Darth Vader?" 


Qui-Gon took a deep breath as he felt Obi-wan internally wince. 
"Darth Vader is by far the most dangerous being I've encountered. 
I'm confident that there are few Masters in the order that could stand 
against him successfully. By that alone, is he a threat? Very 
possibly. However-" he paused as his lips came into a firm, narrow 
line. "| have doubts of if he is an enemy.” 


Even a pin wouldn't dare make a sound to break this silence. 


"You actually believe this Sith is an ally?" Windu questioned with 
something that went beyond skepticism and bordered on sheer 
disbelief. 


"Oh no, not to us," Qui-Gon clarified with a small smirk. "He certainly 
has no love for the Jedi Order. I'm beginning to suspect he simply 


doesn't care about us enough to be our enemy without being 
provoked." 


"Are you suggesting we do nothing, Master Jinn?" Mundi asked with 
a raised eyebrow. 


"No, I'm saying treat Vader like a powerful neutral party. It'd be 
unwise to provoke him. Because, so far, I'm of the mind that if he is 
our enemy, he wants us to make the first move against him." 


"To provoke him," Dooku summarized. 


"For your report, thank you both, we do," Yoda gave with a nod. Obi- 
wan bowed and made to leave, but paused when he realized Qui- 
Gon hadn't moved from his spot before the council. "Master Qui- 
Gon, more to say have you?" The small green being questioned 
curiously. 


"On Vader, no, but there is another matter | wish to bring to your 
attention," Qui-Gon stated firmly. 


Yoda and Dooku shared a look, wondering why they were both 
reminded of that time when a young Dooku asked if he could keep 
an adolescent spine-wolf as a pet. 


Meanwhile 
Hanna Cosinga 


Maul winced as a phantom pain shot through his arm. There was 
always some echoes of such after his Master... disciplined him for 
his failures. This one was a particularly severe session if he blacked 
out completely. Sidious had ordered him to prepare to return to 
Naboo, and oversee the Trade Federation's occupation. But he had 
some time before that. Time to heal, and time to investigate those 
words, those names. 


It hadn't been too hard. While the Sith lair on Coruscant wasn't 
exactly a thing of luxury, there was no shortage of datapads and 
devices to access the holonet. After all, even Maul had to research 
new planets he would have to venture to for one mission or another. 


He had no idea what the name "Hanna" referred to, but he did find 
the name Cosinga... Cosinga Palpatine, who mysteriously died with 
most of his family, leaving Sheev Palpatine as the only surviving 
member of the household. And they just happen to be an important 
family on Naboo, and Sheev was the current senator for the planet- 
and as such, wouldn't be on the planet, but here in the heart of the 
Republic. 


None of this on its own bothered Maul that much, but the 
implications were what had him frothing. Sidious's rage had been 
towards Maul knowing this information, not any inherent failure in his 
mission. Meaning he likely had no intent to share that with the 
Dathomirian male. Which proved Vader's point: Sidious didn't 
consider him a true apprentice, a true Sith. But what else was the 
other Sith speaking the truth of? Was Plagueis still alive? It'd have to 
be someone much older than Palpatine was, who was already 
getting old himself. 


It was a train of thought he didn't have the time or patience to 
pursue yet. Still, the grand question was, what to do with this 
knowledge? Sidious was hiding things from him, yes, that's what 
Sith did. But... if he was truly just being used as a tool, than all his 
training was for nothing and everything Sidious told him was a lie. A 
fact that made him nearly destroy the holonet device in his grip. If he 
wasn't even the apprentice, he'd be a fool to keep following Sidious 
to the letter. He couldn't beat Sidious in a head on fight, he knew 
that... 


But he also know that Sidious wasn't reacting well to Vader's 
existence. A rival or former apprentice of Plagueis? Maybe, but the 
important point was that Sidious was not at his best and was getting 
tunnel visioned on Vader. If he waited for the right moment... 


He'd have to leave tomorrow, when the senate was in full swing. 
Any further delays would be suspicious. The plan, as he knew it, had 
been to get a true puppet of the Sith elected as Supreme 
Chancellor. More likely, Sidious had planned to take the position 
himself. Still assuming Plagueis’ continued life, where would he be 
when Civil War broke out? Playing the role of the rebel leader? Maul 
knew that he himself was meant to be an enforcer and big figure in 
the war, or so he'd been told. 


For now, he'd just have to go to Naboo and bide his time for a 
chance. A chance to know the truth... or a chance to kill. Either 
would do. Both would be excellent. 


Meanwhile 


"| have the impression you have an opinion on this advice of the 
Senator, Darth," Padme commented, now in the guest quarters 
Palpatine had given to them. That said, they could be mistaken four 
a mini-suite all their own given the size and luxury, as expected of 
Republica 500. 


"And | am under the impression you desire my opinion, Your 
Highness," Vader retorted in kind as he looked out the window. By 
the Force, had Coruscant traffic really been this light all these years 
ago? "You do see the flaw in his plan, correct?" 


"You mean besides that we have no assurance that the next 
chancellor will be more effective?" The Queen questioned idly. 


"Swearing in a new chancellor will take a good deal of time before 
he can exercise any power, and even then, those actions will take 
time," Vader pointed out, glancing to her. "You do see that he intents 
to use this situation to win the election himself?" 


"| suspected as much, but is that truly a terrible thing?" she 
questioned with a raised eyebrow. 


If Vader could name a few things: Clone Wars, Order 66, Alderaan. 
But he couldn't. "Just as | told you coming here was wise for the 
long term, so too is what Palpatine suggests. If you don't desire 
similar incidents on other worlds, a change in leadership must be 
made. That said, your world will not helped in the short term, which 
is unacceptable to you," he admitted. 


"What will help then?" Padme questioned, wondering just what sort 
of wisdom Vader ultimately had for her. 


"Do as you please in regards to the Chancellor," Vader admitted. 
Either now or within the year when the next election happened, 
Sidious would still pull the strings needed. "But if you wish to aid 


your world, you should try looking closer to it." 
"| don't understand," Padme admitted with a scowl. 


"The Republic is not Coruscant, Your Highness, it is a collection of 
worlds. You may find there are worlds willing to stand with Naboo, or 
if not that, then at least stand against the Trade Federation," he 
advised. 


"Interplanetary military alliances would violate about seven different 
laws, Lord Vader," Padme pointed out with a scowl. 


"And yet, the Trade Federation is occupying your planet with an 
army of cheap battle droids with the goal of forcing you to sign a 
treaty to make the entire event legal," he reminded bluntly. "l 
understand the desire to fight with only words and laws. | don't 
agree with it, but | understand. However, civilization has never truly 
changed. There will always be those willing to fight to take what is 
not their's. One must be willing to employ... aggressive negotiations 
if they wish to truly protect something." 


"... Do you think | am naive, Lord Vader?" she asked as she gazed 
out the window with him. 


"No," he answered without hesitation. "If you were naive, you would 
journeyed here expecting all your problems solved. You came here 
hoping to find support in this one issue, a way to remove a threat 
from your people. You are, at worst, inexperienced and idealistic. 
Time will remove the former and temper the latter," he assured 
before turning about. "Regardless of what you choose to do and 
what you accomplish here, merely tell me when you wish to go 
home, Queen of Naboo." 


Padme blinked, her apathetic royal mask broken as she looked up at 
him peculiarly. "You have a plan?" she asked in interest. 


"Your Highness, | am a Sith. | have a plan for everything.” 
End of Chapter 
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Vader found himself looking out a window in the halls of Palpatine's 
suite, having wordlessly vacated the room when it was time for the 
Queen to don a different robe for the Senate meeting. Not to 
mention, it was his would-be-wife's body when she was fourteen, 
so... Time travel allowed for many uniquely awkward situations to be 
possible. 


Though, he supposed that was why being around her was so easy. 
She wasn't his Padme. Not yet... not the one he strangled on 
Mustafar, he recalled with a balled fist. She was so different in so 
many little ways that it was easy to focus on those. His mother, 
however... she was just the same as when he left Tattoine for the 
first time, and as when she died. There was nothing to use as a 
barrier between himself and the memories of her death. 


He felt the Dark Side itching at him, invigorated by the emotions 
lurking beneath the surface. There were many Jedi watching him. 
He could probably kill a few before the others even knew what 
happened. And if you drop a body down the depths of Coruscant, 


there would be no proof... 


He bristled and the Dark Side retreated its desire. As tempting as it 
would be to snuff out a few Jedi that he could foresee being 
particular nuisances, he couldn't afford to do that. Not now, if he 
wanted to do this how he planned. 


He was brought out of his musing as Anakin Skywalker joined him at 
the window. "Why aren't you with your mother, boy?" Vader asked 
bluntly, not even looking away from the view. 


The young force-sensitive flinched a bit, but otherwise remained 
silent a moment longer. "I'm... going to the Jedi Temple, to see if | 
can become a Jedi," Anakin answered softly as he looked towards 
his feet. "Qui-Gon... said | should say goodbye to her. | won't be 
allowed to see her much if I'm in-inishit- allowed in," Anakin fumbled 
for a moment to his own embarrassment. 


Vader grew cold at that, the temperature literally dropping. If Anakin 
noticed, he paid it no mind. "What is she planning to do?" Vader 
asked, softer than he meant to. 


"| don't know," Anakin answered with a sigh. "Padme says the 
Queen might be able to help her find a place on Naboo, but... told 
me not to say anything in case things don't work out," Anakin 
answered uncertainly, knowing from a lack of innocence what was 
implied by that. "But Master Qui-Gon said he and Obi-Wan Kenobi 
have some friends that might give her a job," Anakin answered with 
a small smile. 


Vader resisted the urge to snort as he imagined his mother working 
in that diner belonging to Obi-Wan's Besalisk friend. Dag? Dax? 
Dex, that was it. Arguable better than life on a Tatooine moisture 
farm. 


"I... already said goodbye to Mom and the Queen said she'd tell 
Padme for me,” Anakin started before taking a deep breath as he 
turned to stare up at the Dark Lord. 


"And now you're here to bid me farewell," Vader deduced, deciding 
to be patient with his younger self. 


"No," Anakin answered, actually surprising the Sith as he turned to 
give the boy his attention. "I..get the feeling this isn't goodbye. Not 
really. So | just wanted to say thank you, for everything," he 
explained with a bright smile, giving Vader a brief bow. When the 
cyborg didn't respond, Anakin took that as his cue to leave. 


He made it halfway to the end of the hall before Vader called after 
him. "Skywalker." 


Anakin stopped, turning to stare as Vader faced him fully. "Yes?" he 
responded uncertainly. 


Vader stared at himself for an instant as he collected his thoughts. 
"You've dreamed of being a Jedi before, correct?" he questioned, 
getting a nod. "Whatever happens at the Temple? When you 
become a Jedi... become the Jedi you dreamed of being, not the 
one they want you to become," he urged firmly. 


Anakin stared for a moment, eyes wide with disbelief before he 
broke into a smile-and were those tears? "I-I will! Thank you, Vader!" 
he called with determination and gratitude before running off, 
towards his destiny no doubt. 


Vader sagged in his solitude as the Dark Side reeled up to support 
him. He had absolutely no idea how that little exchange would affect 
his other self long term, but... he knew for a fact that the boy needed 
to hear something to that meaning. Some voice in the din of Jedi to 
remind him that he didn't have to be like them to be a Jedi. 


After all, he wasn't completely assured that Qui-Gon would live past 
the Battle for Naboo. 


Meanwhile 
*Kksssshhhh!*BZZT*BZZT*Kksssshhhh* 


Obi-wan had to admit, it was amazing to watch Dooku, a master of 
Makashi, in a sparring duel. Even if it was against Qui-Gon. 


Or especially. 


Unlike other styles, it was designed for saber-to-saber combat. More 


elegant and focused as opposed to the rapid and hard striking form 
of Ataru that Qui-Gon favored, it was obvious that while the 
Coruscant-native Jedi was well deserved of the title of Master, his 
old teacher was clearly the one leading the fight. Blows dodged ever 
so slightly, heavy blows were deflected with their own momentum. 


That didn't make it any less amazing to watch, hence the crowd of 
Jedi from younglings to even a few Masters gathered around the 
training ground to watch the spar between two (in)famous icons in 
the order. 


"Very good, Qui-Gon," Dooku praised playfully as they held their 
stances. "In another ten years, | might be too old to keep up." 


"Five years ago, you would have ended this in half the time and | 
wouldn't be out of breath," Qui-Gon quipped in kind as he leapt at 
his master, who side stepped the bulk of the attack while deflecting 
it. Qui-Gon, fully expecting that, used the momentum to spin around, 
aiming for Dooku's unarmed side, only for the elder Jedi to move 
back just enough for it to miss entirely. 


"Time makes fools of us all, Qui-Gon," Dooku remarked... holding 
his lightsaber just away from Qui-Gon's neck, signaling his victory. 


Qui-Gon took a deep breath as they deactivated their lightsabers, a 
round of applause meeting their ears. "You're not the only one age 
is catching up on," Qui-Gon remarked as he took a breath. 


"And yet you insist on not incorporating forms that consume less 
energy in their attacks," Dooku scolded, concern and reprimand as 
one. "| fear your stubbornness in all things, while endearing, will be 
the death of you one day, my old padawan." 


"It works well for Master Yoda," Qui-Gon defended halfheartedly. 


Dooku snorted, almost laughing at that. "My former master will likely 
be out performing members of the council even when on his death 
bed," he pointed out before glancing at the crowd of Jedi, young and 
old, watching and lingering in case there was another match. "But at 
least we managed to give a live lesson for the padawans and 
younglings." 


"Speaking of which... ," Qui-Gon trailed of with a grin towards his 
own padawan, watching from a nearby distance. "Obi-Wan! Come 
here," he called waving him over. 


Dooku rose an eyebrow as he felt the unease the young Jedi had 
while approaching. "What exactly is he doing?" he inquired, sensing 
a good deal of dread from the apprentice. 


"Trying to imagine a way this won't end badly for him," Qui-Gon 
answered in amusement as his student joined them. "Right, Obi- 
wan?" 


"| suppose that stay with the healers is out of the question?" Obi- 
wan tried with a hint of dryness. 


"Do you always dread sparring or am | an exception?" Dooku 
inquired with curious amusement. 


"With all respect, Master Dooku, | have no desire to be thoroughly 
bested and force-handled by another opponent | have no chance 
against,” Obi-wan opined with a wince. "Still getting the sand out 
from the last time." 


Qui-Gon couldn't hold back a mental snicker through his bond with 
Obi-wan while Dooku gave the slightest chuckle in the back of his 
throat. "The quickest remedy for that would be to train until you do 
have a chance, Young Padawan," Dooku recommended as he 
readied his lightsaber once more. "And as my Master often says, 
failure is the greatest teacher." 


"And the cruelest," Obi-wan added in jest as he pulled his saber as 
well, getting into a familiar stance. 


"Hmm, Ataru," Dooku noted, and Obi-wan already felt like he had 
failed some hidden test. 


Meanwhile 


Padme hid it well, but she was in awe of the senate chambers. The 
scope of it was hard to swallow initially, the thousands upon 
thousands of repulsorpods, serving as seats for the countless 
delegates. Row upon row, more and more pods the higher she 


looked onto the spherical nature of the room took over. It was a 
reminder of how small her world was and how encompassing the 
Republic was. 


Yet its girth didn't guarantee effectiveness. 


"Almost everyone has that reaction the first time, your highness," 
Palpatine assured as he began to fiddle with the controls. 
Something she noticed other senators or their aides doing as well as 
they waited for the Supreme Chancellor to begin the session. If she 
had to speculate, they were checking to see if the systems were 
operating correctly. She could only imagine how embarrassing it 
would be for one's own seat in the chambers to malfunction during 
such an important event. 


"What can we expect from the Trade Federation, Senator?" Amidala 
questioned with a frown. 


"From Lott Dod, their representative? Much bolstering and token 
outrage with a motion to defer," Palpatine explained dryly, grimacing 
as he angled himself for his face to not be seen. That was a bit too 
Sidious instead of Palpatine. But he sensed no emotional reaction 
from her, so she took it as stress or distaste for the Neimoidian. 
Which wasn't untrue. Lott Dod was an impressive bureaucrat, but he 
was so petty and unambitious that it annoyed the Sith on some 
principal. 


But Padme didn't take note of the tone as she was too busy 
searching the senate room for species she would recognize as ones 
native to planets near Naboo. There were many humans, 
unsurprisingly, but it was hard to guess who was from where in that 
regard. Who else had been truly harmed by the Trade Federation, 
who could possibly have common cause with her? 


"If it comes to that," Palpatine spoke up as he stood straighter, 
hinting that the session was about to begin as the Supreme 
Chancellor's station began to rise at the center of the chambers. "| 
must implore you, Your Majesty, to ask for a resolution to end this 
congressional session," he urged strongly. 


"| wish | had your confidence in this, Senator," Padme admitted 


regally. "You truly believe Chancellor Valorum will not even bring our 
motion to a vote?" 


Her fellow Naboo shook his head solemnly. "He is distracted... 
afraid. He will be of no help," he stated with some mixture of 
resignation and resolve. 


But even if only in his mind, he admitted he was projecting a bit now 
as he tried and failed to not let his senses linger too much on Vader. 
He had only barely recollected himself after his failed mental attack. 
And yet, he could sense the Third Sith was still in Palpatine's guest 

room, all alone and doing... nothing. 


That was more nerve wracking than if he had been snooping 
amongst Sidious's documents! What was he waiting for? Surely the 
Jedi spying on him were not enough of a deterence for someone like 
Vader. 


"The Chair recognizes the senator from the sovereign system of 
Naboo," Valorum declared from his center most position, flanked by 
his aides and advisers. 


The Naboo congressional box floated out towards the Chancellor's 
station, the Galactic Senate's equivalent of having the floor. 
"Supreme Chancellor, delegates of the Senate. A tragedy has 
occurred on our peaceful planet of Naboo. We have become caught 
in a dispute you're all well aware of, which stated right here with the 
taxation of trade routes, and has now engulfed our entire planet in 
the oppression of the Trade Federation," Palpatine articulated, 
excluding both humility and low-tone disgust for the "tragedy" 
befalling his home world. 


Another pod was racing to the center by the time he was finished. 
Yes, things were moving along nicely. He just had to make it through 
a couple more hours at most before he could slip away. 


"This is outrageous! | object to the Senator's statements!" Lott Dod 
exclaimed in what would seem genuine if one didn't know his race's 
bodily cues well enough. 


"The Chair does not recognize the Senator from the Trade 


Federation at this time," Valorum countered in a professional, almost 
scolding tone. 


The Neimoidian reluctantly backtracked, but didn't return his pod to 
his station. 


"To state our allegations, | present Queen Amidala, the recently 
elected ruler of Naboo, who speaks on our behalf," Palpatine 
introduced, gracefully giving the queen his spot at the figurative 
head of the repulsorpod, a low murmur spreading through the 
massive room before dying off. 


"Honorable representatives of the Republic, distinguished delegates, 
and Your Honor Supreme Chancellor Valorum," Amidala addressed 
regally, watching the Chancellor intently to see if what Vader and 
her Senator claimed were true. "| come to you under the gravest of 
circumstances. The Naboo system has been invaded, against all the 
laws of the Republic. by the Droid Armies of the Trade Federation-" 


"| object!" Lott Dod called out again in outrage. "There is no proof. 
This is incredible," he declared in what sounded more like 
exasperation than denial. "We recommend a commission be sent to 
Naboo to ascertain the truth." 


"Overruled," Valorum declared firmly, sending another warning look 
to the delegate. 


But the insectoid alien bristled and pressed the matter. "Your Honor, 
you cannot allow us to be condemned without reasonable 
observation! It's against all the rules of procedure," he reasoned as 
another pod floated forward to join his cause, a triclopes whose 
species Padme didn't inherently recall. 


"The Congress of Malastare concurs with the honorable delegate 
from the Trade Federation! A commission must be appointed," Aks 
Moe seconded. 


Valorum looked fairly impatient with the pair. "The point..." he 
started, trailing off as aides and vice chairman started to confer with 
him 


Padme narrowed her eyes minutely as she watched this exchange, 
Palpatine leaning close to converse with her. "And here we have the 
bureaucrats, the true rulers of the Republic, and on the payroll of the 
Trade Federation, | might add. This is where Chancellor Valorum's 
strength will disappear," he said knowingly, more expectant than 
resigned. 


The Supreme Chancellor all but sighed as he looked at the monarch 
in apologetic defeat. "The point is conceded... Section 523A take 
precedence here. Queen Amidala of Naboo, will you defer your 
motion to allow a commission to explore the validity of your 
accusations?" 


Queen Amidala simmered in her anger. It was very hard to secure 
proof in an age like this. Any government could feasibly create aa 
fraudulent video that appeared genuine and true. That was why the 
commissions that were sent were special droids or records, 
completed with special coding generated into the presentation that 
was nigh-impossible to fake without being detected. 


If that was the only issue, she would be resigned to the delay, but 
that would not be the point of the commission, she knew. There 
would be no speedy investigation, they would bury the invasion if not 
falsify report to "disprove it" outright. All on the credits of the Trade 
Federation. 


"No," Amidala declared in a controlled voice that still radiated her 
displeasure with this turn of events. "I will not defer. | have come 
before you to resolve this attack on the sovereignty of our planet 
now. | was not elected to watch my people suffer and die while you 
discuss this invasion in a committee!" her speech echoed over the 
senators as they grew quiet and interested with this display. "Is this 
what the Republic has become, senators? A government where the 
rich and powerful can purchase a sovereign world and its suffering? 
How many more worlds must know the pain of oppression before it 
is decided as " enough ?"" she challenged to the body at large. 


Palpatine showed some legitimate concern, for his plans if nothing 
else, as he leaned in with the intent to caution the queen against 
antagonizing the senate too much, lest it detract from the sympathy 
their current crisis garnered. Yet, he stropped and glanced off to the 


side with a pensive expression. Not over this skirmish of politics, no. 
He could sense it, some one slipping through the various Jedi 
keeping watch of Vader, the light siders all utterly unaware of the 
infiltrator. What was this...? 


His attention shot back to his current surroundings as the Queen 
finished her little speech. "If this body is not capable of action, | 
suggest new leadership is needed. | move for a vote of no 
confidence... in Chancellor Valorum's leadership," she announced 
firmly. 


Taking a mental scan over the chambers as many sounds of jeers 
and approval rang out, he summarized that this was fine. Favor was 
still with the queen and the only ones incensed were majorly against 
the Trade Federation. Yes, this would work well. 


The Supreme Chancellor was visible stricken with shock, numbly 
taking a seat. "Order!" Mas Amedda called, taking over to get control 
of the situation once more. 


"Alderaan seconds the motion for a vote of no confidence in 
Chancellor Valorum," a male voice called out as another pod joined 
the floor, Padme glancing at the man curiously, appearing to be in 
his twenties or thirties. Alderaan was a planet she had heard of, 
similar to her own planet in many ways. 


"The motion has been seconded by Bail Organa of Alderaan," Mas 
Amedda acknowledged briefly before turning to converse with his 
chancellor. 


"There must be no delays. The motion is on the floor and must be 
voted upon in this session," Bail urged firmly as the Lott Dod 
scrambled to salvage the situation for an advantage. 


"The Trade Federation moves the motion be sent to the procedures 
committee for study," the Trader Federation representative 
challenged. 


But it was to no avail. Even as Valorum and Mas Amedda tried to 
whisper to one another, a chant began to rise over the assembly, 
"Vote now! Vote now! Vote now!" 


"The tide is with us," Palpatine congratulated as he leaned in. "Now 
they will elect in a new Chancellor. A strong Chancellor. One who 
will not let our tragedy continue... ," he promised, his serpent's 
tongue and dark powers planting feelings of assurance for his 
success in her mind. 


"The Supreme Chancellor requests a recess," Mas Amedda 
announced over the chanting. "The vote shall begin when we 
reconvene." 


Padme met the eyes of Valorum, who looked utterly defeated and 
betrayed. She almost felt regret, but genuinely pitied the man. There 
was nothing she could read in him of corruption or malice, only a 
well-meaning politician that was both burdened and trapped. He met 
her gaze and the betrayal vanished, granting her a nod and a brief 
smile of understanding. Perhaps even respect, but the betrayal 
returned as he looked past her. 


With effort, she didn't narrow her eyes. He blamed Palpatine but not 
herself? Curious. 


Sidious, not Palpatine, was actually grateful on his part for the minor 
delay. Vote now, tonight, or tomorrow. It made no difference to him. 
What could make a difference was this development: 


Darth Vader had a visitor. 
Meanwhile 


Vader stared listlessly off into the now empty room. Being Supreme 
Commander of the Imperial Forces had spoiled him some. He was 
now accustomed to the only delay before accomplishing a goal 
being how long it took to travel to a planet and land. 


Padme had left to the Senate with Palpatine. Joining her there would 
raise too many questions for her at the moment. Not to mention, he 
was sure the Jedi would use some excuse of him potentially 
influencing the minds of the senators. Which was what Sidious and 
Plagueis were doing right now, ironically. Much of the Queen's 
entourage followed her, and the rest vacated the room. They either 
were uncomfortable around him or thought he desired privacy. He 


didn't fully care, but it was welcome all the same as he contemplated 
the situation. 


The game was moving. Time had only deviated slightly so far in the 
grand scheme, but he could feel it. Not just with the Force, but in his 
mind. The Sith were on alert, the Jedi scrambling, the Chosen One 
before the council, the Senate assembled, and he was here. Things 
were ready to spiral out of control into a glorious mess of chaos. He 
merely needed to direct and mitigate the damage as things 
progressed. He couldn't stop it even if he wanted to, no one could. 
The Dark Side was salavating with anticipation as it eagerly watched 
for the spark that would ignite the keg. And it would provoke one if 
denied for too long. 


Of course, it's not like there was completely nothing to do right now. 


"If you wished an audience with me, | would suggest stepping out of 
the shadows," Vader instructed to the seemingly empty room, the 
room darkening with a subtle pulse in the Dark Side. 


He glanced to the side and saw a shimmering of purple lights upon 
the wall as yet another ghost of the past greeted him. One he had 
personally killed. 


"| believe we have little to say to one another, Dark Sider," the Dark 
Woman, formerly Known as An'ya Kuro, answered with a firm scowl 
on her gracefully aged face. "You are too bold, openly coming here." 


"lam not the one infiltrating a senator's residence," Vader countered 
without the slightest fear as he regarded her. She was very 
powerful, but he at least didn't have to worry about her ability to 
manipulate plants here, unlike their death match on Cophrigin V. 
Then again, unlike the resigned Dark Woman of the previous 
timeline, this one likely believed she had a chance of defeating him. 
She definitely had the will to try, he sensed. 


"A Sith hiding behind legalities to survive. That must be humiliating 
to a self-proclaimed Master of the Dark Side," she mocked, goading 
him with a smirk. 


"Baiting. How transparently Sith of you," Vader commented with a 


dryness one could feel in the force. "And you're mistaken. The Jedi's 
adherence to the laws of the republic aren't protecting me from you. 
It's protecting all of you from me," Vader corrected coldly as he 
moved away from the window, never totally looking away from her. 


"Arrogance. How appropriately Sith of you," the Dark Woman 
returned in kind. 


"You Jedi have adopted that quality rather thoroughly yourselves," 
Vader retorted effortlessly. "If you're finished failing to provoke an 
excuse to attack me, you should leave." 


"Oh, and after you asked me to show myself for a chat?" she asked 
with a narrowed gaze, searching for a good opening. 


Vader stopped in place, pausing before turning to her with a 
palpably curious look. "At what point did you believe | was 
addressing you, Jedi?" 

She stared for a fraction of an instant as something finally clicked. 


Vader hadn't been starring at her at all. 


She spun around in a flash, turning away from the Dark Monolith 
that was Darth Vader in the Force- 


-and beheld a Dark Mist. A great and creeping fog coalesced into a 
bipedal form that leered at her dispassionately. 


She tried to ignite her saber, to push it away with the Force, to do 
anything. But she couldn't. Her body refused to respond and she 
could feel the cold void as the Force felt like she was being ripped 
away from it. 


"W-what is...?!" she tried to speak, but her lips defied her. 
But they did move, without her voice. 


"Apologies, but | defeated you before you even entered the 
room." 


The voice was cordial and insincere, calm yet without sympathy. It 


came from her mouth but she saw the Mist smirking at her. For the 
words belonged to it, taking her into a realm between nightmare and 
illusion... 


Vader watched the twitching yet immobile form of the female Jedi 
Master, not unlike a malfunctioning droid. She was completely 
unresponsive to the world, starring ahead with uncomprehending 
and glazed over eyes. "| assume she won't recall this conversation?" 
he asked knowingly. 


A short, honest, yet controlled chuckle met his ears as the air 
distorted around the Dark Woman for a second until the image of an 
old Muun with a transpirator affixed to his face bled into reality. "She 
is remarkably talented at cloaking herself, maybe even better than 
Sidious," the eldest living Dark Lord mused before turning to the 
time traveler. "I believe it's time we had a talk, Vader, Darth to 
Darth." 


"| couldn't agree more, Plagueis," Vader answered as he regarded 
the Master of Sidious. 


Meanwhile 


"A ship... a cup... a ship..." Anakin listed off as he stood in the 
middle of the Jedi council chamber, all the masters watching him 
with interest as he saw the random images appearing on the 
datapad held by the bald, dark-skinned human. Mace Windu. Next 
to Yoda, a green alien that, unless Anakin missed his guess, was 
smaller than the former slave boy. Lot of new names to remember, 
but these were the important ones for now, if he was right. He 
paused for an instant, making sure if he was seeing a speeder or 
hovercar. "... a speeder," he answered with a small smile, sensing 
that as the final image. 


The smile quickly fell as he felt the council staring at him with more 
than just eyes, even as they shared looks with one another. If he 
had to guess, they were seeing him in the force. If seeing was the 
right word, he wasn't sure but also wasn't picky. 


Being born and raised as a slave had made him very good at 
reading people. Combined with his latent force abilities, the word 


"stoic" only meant to him that someone was trying to hide their 
emotions, rather than succeeding in doing so. Even here, he was 
able see enough. Watto had given off this same sensation to Anakin 
when he was thinking about buying them, or rather buy Anakin: 
wary, uncertain if he was worth the risk of investment. To this day, 
Anakin wasn't sure what convinced Watto to try and win them both 
from Gardula Besadii.. 


What he did know that these Jedi Masters weren't thrilled to have 
him here. He could understand not being interested; he had seen 
quite a few children, his age and younger, on his trip through the 

temple to here. But this was more than disinterest, this felt like he 
was... unwanted, like they thought he shouldn't be here. 


Some of them at least. Most of them, maybe. It was a bit hard to tell 
with so many of them, and they were almost as good as his mother 
at hiding how they felt. But too many people thinking or feeling the 

same thing, and it became harder to hide that something was there. 


Unlike certain times as a slave, Anakin knew for a fact he had done 
nothing wrong. He just got here! Yet he had the sinking sensation 
that a good number of them thought he was wasting their time. 


"How feel you?" Yoda inquired, almost sounding lighthearted. 
"Fine, Sir," Anakin answered, truthful and to the point. 
"Afraid, are you?" Yoda prompted with a searching stare. 
"No, Sir," Anakin responded instantly. 

"Truly?" the grand master asked with a raised eyebrow. 


"Be mindful of your feelings, young one," Yarael Poof advised 
calmly, almost soothingly. 


"Many things, your mind does dwell on," Yoda remarked curiously. 
"I'm... worried, but not about myself, Sir," Anakin explained. 


"Your mother and... a young woman with the queen," Mace Windu 
sensed, giving the young human a hard look. 


Anakin nodded slightly. "I'm not sure where my mother will go after 
this, now that she's free, but | think she'll be okay. And, Padme... | 
don't understand everything that's going on, but her planet is in 
trouble," Anakin summarized, still unsure of the why behind the 
invasion of Naboo. Something about taxes and plasma? 


"And... one other," Mace pressed with the slightest frown. "A dark 
one." 


Anakin could feel the tension in the room and knew instantly who 
this was about. "You mean Darth Vader?" 


There was a subtle tension in the air now. "Yes, him," Plo Koon 
answered firmly as he leaned forward. Anakin didn't see it, but 
Yarael Poof frowned as he watched the exchange with concern. 
"What do you know of the Sith, young one?" he inquire with a 
searching gaze behind the lenses of his breathing mask. 


It made Anakin think a lot of Vader, only with less audible breathing. 
Still, he paused as he thought about the question, but really only 
found one answer. "All | know is that he's the reason my mother and 
| are both free... and he's good at fixing things." 


Meanwhile 
"You ever get the impression she's mocking us?" 


Vader had to admit, that was not the first thing he expected Plagueis 
to ask, tilting his helmet towards the still frozen Dark Woman. "In 
what way?" he inquired politely. 


"Dark Woman, Dark Lord? Took up a new name as a force-user? 
Wears all dark colors? And unless I'm completely wrong, very brutal 
with her students? To the point almost provoking them to the dark 
side?" Plagueis listed off as he took a seat with all the grace of a 
leviathan coming to rest. Somehow displaying both elegance and 
terrible power. 


"... It never occurred to me, but there may be some truth to that," 
Vader conceded as he too took a seat, the tension in the air 
alleviating slightly. 


"You've gone to great efforts to rile my apprentice," Plagueis noted 
with a chuckle. "I'd be upset if | wasn't impressed. Sidious may be 
easy to anger, but his rage is something I've taught him to leash 
rather well. Earning it is a feat, but to intentionally want it is a 
curiosity." 


"Even more a curiosity is a Muun with a human supremacist 
student," Vader retorted blandly. 


"Oh, so you know even that?" Plagueis noted without any true 
surprise. "While stronger in him than most, it's not an unpopular 
sentiment among the humans of Naboo, due to their issues with the 
Gungans. Still, | chip away at that when | can. The Yinchorri incident 
at least taught him not to underestimate us non-humans," he mused, 
eyeing Vader a moment before chuckling. "There is none, Vader." 


The third Sith didn't respond, staring at him with skepticism. 


"There is no mental assaults, no trap here, no grand scheme for this 
meeting," Plagueis admitted calmly, casually. "This is a parlay, an 
honest meeting between two fellow Dark Siders. My only goal for 
this meeting is to know where all three of us stand." 


"... The only lie there is that you're watching for any lies on my part," 
Vader noted with a hum of acceptance. "Most wouldn't admit to such 
a simple goal." 


"Grand plans often have mundane but important stages," Plagueis 
mused. "And honestly, as much as your existence infuriates my 
student and his pet, nothing you've done has hindered my plans yet. 
|, for one, find you fascinating. | thought for sure that the Order of 
Bane was the last of the Sith," Plagueis noted with open and 
genuine interest. 


"We all have our ways of hiding, Plagueis," Vader countered. 

"And yet, you are clearly not hiding," Plagueis pointed out, stroking 
his chin thoughtful. "I simply must inquire, what is your stake in 
Naboo?" 


"A long term investment," Vader answered evenly. "We both know 


what happens if this Grand Plan of your Order doesn't go how it 
should," Vader elaborated. 


Plagueis narrowed his eyes, as if calculating a problem behind his 
wise, old eyes. "Hmm, a valid plan, but are you sure they are the 
best for it? They do love their democracy," he noted with some 
distaste. 


"There are plenty of... traditional monarchies that are part of the 
republic, Plagueis," Vader hinted subtly. 


Plagueis only needed half an instance to decipher the meaning. 
"Daring, but... a very beneficial gamble. And you are in the 
opportune position to influence such a change in ideology, however 
gradual or slight," he acknowledged, clearly pleased by the 
prospect, before frowning. "Is there a reason for incensing my 
student though? Or is an alliance so far outside the realm of 
possibility for you?" 


"lam not your enemy, Darth Plagueis," Vader answered firmly. "Just 
Sidious's." 


"Hmm, | wonder what he could have done to you if I'm so guiltless," 
Plagueis mused. 


"If hatred was my only issue, that wouldn't be a problem," Vader 
countered. 


"Oh?" Plagueis inquired, his brow scrunching before smiling in 
understanding. "A pragmatist, | see, willing to do away with grudges 
if unlikely alliances are needed. | approve, but still, do you truly find 
Sidious so offensive on a practical level?" 


"Do you not?" Vader asked in legitimate curiosity. 


"| find him endearing, actually," Plagueis answered fondly. "Sidious 
embodies the two greatest and most conflicting aspects of sapience 
in their most extreme states: A primal, insatiable need to dominate 
or destroy everything around him, yet a intellect that is frigidly 
cunning and dangerously imaginative. Armed with the force, he only 
needed to be honed and disciplined to wield these two in equal 


measures. Now his only flaw is keeping the inner conflict they cause 
in check," Plagueis mused with a chuckle, almost lost in memory. 
Almost. 


"Your student wouldn't be fond of you telling me such weaknesses, 
Vader noted, almost smirking. Almost. 


Plagueis snorted in his mask. "If Sidious hasn't realized you already 
were aware of his problem to begin with, he is at least aware that 
you knew it with how you've been goading him," he reminded with 
the barest shade of annoyance. 


"Hmm, a valid point," Vader conceded with a nod. "Assuming | 
entertained the idea of allying with both of you, what are you even 
imagining?" 


"Besides keeping Sidious on a leash around you?" Plagueis 
countered with a smirk. 


"... Tempting,” Vader stated with a paused, waiting for Plagueis to 
get to the true point. 


"The Order of Bane has been in the shadows of the galaxy for 
millennia now. While that has afforded us a great amount of 
influence, secret allies, and time to improve ourselves... | will admit 
that there is one area we are lacking in," Plagueis admitted with a 
smirk. "Experience." 


"| have no doubt that you have seen your share of battles, Plagueis," 
Vader countered in an odd show of humility. 


"True, but... |am a scientist, Vader. Sidious, a politician. We can 
fight, we can slaughter many with our power, but we are not so 
dedicated to the application of battle as | sense you are," Plagueis 
admitted before smiling in a dark, twisted fashion. "Or in the 
application of it to a wider scale." 


"..." Vader paused as he realized something even he had not been 
aware of until now. "So that is why the Order of Bane is not inclined 
to more militaristic roles," he deduced knowingly. 


Plagueis let out an over-dramatic sigh. "Ahh, yes, you see through 


me. Overwhelming power is always a thing to possess, but what is 
truly impressive is creating the greatest effects with minimum effort," 
Plagueis explained, gesturing to Vader. "And you, O Warrior of the 
Dark... | may no longer see the future, but | can see what is right in 
front of me. Tell me, just how many plans do you have to remove the 
Trade Federation from Naboo?" 


"I'd never use one | explained to you," Vader pointed out, getting a 
chuckle and expectant look. "Eighteen in the most worst case 
scenario." 


"Worst case?" Plagueis repeated with a thoughtful scowl, glancing 
out the window himself. "... You haven't been antagonizing Sidious 
for the sake of it," he realized with a narrowed look. "You wanted 
him... focused on you. No, not on you, just unfocused on something 
else," he reasoned before locking eyes with Vader again. "The 
Queen." 


"Sidious underestimates her. And when he's riled, Sidious loses 
focus on what he deems unimportant," Vader confirmed. 


"You're using our own plan; manipulating her-" Plagueis started, only 
for Vader to shake his helmet mid-sentence. 


"Guide, Plagueis. She will gladly fight and die for her planet. | just... 
directed her towards a proper armory,” Vader elaborated with a hint 
of smugness. 


"Do you really think she'll be able to find help in this cesspit?" 
Plagueis challenged with a raised eyebrow. "One that isn't in our 
pocket?" 


"Hatred may create fragile alliances, but some only need to last for a 
single battle," Vader countered. "And if she fails, as | said, | have 
more than one solution." 


Plagueis paused to hum. "As much as Sidious will hate it, | still see 
nothing about this that disrupts our plans. If anything, it paves the 
road." 


"Assuming the Jedi don't have their way, I'll garner a favorable if 


mixed reputation from this incident," Vader stated as an admittance 
rather than a boast. 


"While highlighting the ineffectiveness of the Republic, if not the Jedi 
as well," Plagueis added, clapping his hands together and pointing 
both pointer fingers at the time traveler. "I will ask again: Is it truly 
impossible for you to ally with us, Lord Vader?" 


End of Chapter 


Okay, people, let me address a few things: Not sure | put this 
chapter in a proper order to make this clear, but a lot of this is all 
happening at the same time. Plagueis showing up is happening as 
the senate meeting is happening, as is the sparring match between 
Qui-Gon and Dooku. Also, due to Vader speeding up the departure 
from Tattoine by a couple hours, every here is also happening a few 
hours earlier, hence why not mention of sundown approaching. 


On to more important stuff, the long await meeting of Vader and 
Plagueis. Hope it was everything you all wanted, short of an outright 
fight. Fittingly enough, they are saying a lot while saying nothing at 
all, scoping each other out and giving each details that don't mind 
each other knowing. And yeah, | had to have Plagueis own the Dark 
Woman like that- Everything | read about Plagueis is Aizen-levels of 
scary, so I'm convinced he can do this. 


All the changes are officially taking bigger effects. Anakin's test has 
gone fairly differently, Padme calls out the Senate on what's going 
on a bit more, and Dooku is giving lessons to Obi-wan with advise 
for Qui-Gon. With Plagueis and Vader meeting being the last nail in 
canon's coffin, no matter what answer Vader gives. 


Slightly important note, it's been pointed out to me that Kit Fisto 
wasn't on the council yet-its hard to tell as the wiki info doesn't 
always specify when they joined. | will be altering the previous 
chapter in the near future to attribute his lines to Yarael Poof, who 
has a similarly playful personality. 


Next chapter, Vader's true plan will take effect. And trust me, none 
of you will see it 


To wrap things up, thank you to all those supporting me on pat-reon. 
If you're interested and have the spare money, please consider 
tipping me at "pat-reon.c-o-m /Akumakami64" , just without the 
spaces and dashes. Regardless, thank you all for reading and hope 
you all enjoyed this! 


Chapter 13 


Hero of Naboo 

100th reviewer for Chapter 12: misteryman526 
1600th Reviewer: EndymionRisen 

1700th Reviewer: ForgottenPrince 

Disclaimer: | don't own Star Wars. 


NOTE: Sorry about the delay. | had some writers block, worked 
on a few other projects in the mean time, but... Good news, 
which happened before any of the bad news, | got a new book: 
Star Wars: The Essential Atlas. \t. ls. Awesome . And Pre- 
Disney, so even better, giving a complete history explaining the 
Republic and a lot of the issues that rose in it and HOW. Which, 
you know, is very useful for this fic. 


Bad news is that a close family member is going into heart 
surgery in a few days. And we're very scrapped for money this 
money And it's about time to renew the rent contract, so we 
might have to move if they raise the rent. So, yeah, very mixed 
bag this month, leaning towards bad. 


"| was rather hoping you'd seek a meeting with me, Your Highness." 


Padme could practically smell the distaste radiating from Panaka 
towards the speaker as they walked leisurely through the building 
while the senate was in recess. Granted, the feeling was more 
directed at what, or rather who this man represented. "I trust that 
you are allowed to speak on behalf of both planets, Duke Brumel?" 
Padme inquired in a level tone 


The Duke of Dargul gave a refined chuckle at her comment. He was 
a tall human of middling age, with the uncommon facial feature of 
narrowed, angular eyes and a partially balding head with the black 
hair in the back worn in a short and neat ponytail. Dressed in finely 


made but loose clothes, he stood with a strange mixture of grace 
and greed about him. "I represent the Darglum System in its 
entirety, Queen Amidala, both Dargul and Umgul. Given the 
symbiotic relationship of our sister-worlds, they trust us to have our 
best interest in the political arena," he assured. 


Padme mentally grimaced. Umgul was a place with an unsavory 
reputation on Naboo. The entire planet was essentially one giant 
den of gambling, to the point where cheating in a game was 
punishable by death. Before Tattoine, it was Padme's model for an 
unsavory planet, now demoted to merely being unpleasant in her 
mind. Fortunately AND Unfortunately, it was a hot spot for traveling 
from all ends of the galaxy. Unfortunate that all that wealth and 
income made it unlikely for the Republic to do anything about its 
death penalty law, fortunate that Darglum's Mulgard sector and 
Naboo's Chommel sector were practically neighbors. 


"Forgive me, Duke Brumel, but isn't the Trade Federation a boon to 
a planet such as Umgul?" Padme asked in legitimate interest. 


He nodded sagely, apparently expecting this. "To an outsider, yes, it 
would appear so. Secure, safer routes to and from our system with a 
promised discount on various goods from them. But the cost of the 
arrangement is all too visible to us: The Trade Federation has a 
habit of taxing the hyperspace lanes and planets under their control, 
which would decrease our number of visitors and make dealings 
with other worlds all the harder," he explained patiently. It went 
without saying that the criminal elements coming to Umgul to spend 
or gamble credits would also plummet with Federation "protection". 


"By greed my planet comes under siege, by greed another comes to 
my aid," Padme mused idly. 


"Don't be so pessimistic, Your Highness," the Duke corrected, his 
shoulders sagging as if an extra decade just fell on his shoulders. 
"Even just outside of their influence, a economically inclined entity of 
such an overwhelming size would have no problem using taxes and 
tariffs to slowly bleed our profits and leverage for the legal take over 
of our planets," he elaborated with a sympathetic look meeting the 
hidden surprise in her eyes. "Credits is the weapon for Umgul, and 
Dargul to a lesser extent. We know that, in this battle, their armory is 


much greater than ours." 


Padme nodded slowly as she now understood the plight of this 
man's system being much like her own, only that they could foresee 
its approach. "So, Duke Brumel, how do you intend to aid Naboo?" 
she asked curiously. 


"Indirectly, of course," he answered with a small smirk as they 
stopped before a private meeting room. "After all, success 
sometimes relies less on the merits of individuals and more ona 
sponsor to arrange meetings of an unlikely alliance." 


Padme quirked a regal brow as the door slid opened and rather 
quickly lost all her stoicism as surprise overtook her features. 


Meanwhile 


There was a heavy but patient silence as the two dark lords sat in 
the room, one contemplating and the other waiting. Vader had 
entertained the idea of allying with Plagueis since he discovered 
that, without doubt, he was still alive at this time. But nothing the 
Sidious of the previous timeline said of his old master could have 
prepared Vader to meet a Sith like Plagueis. So earnest, so 
pragmatic, so truly calm. Not like Sidious, faking his calm to hide the 
endless hate and sadism. Oh, there was hate in this Dark Lord, but it 
was long cooled and tempered. Like adrenaline, it was something 
not easily warranted without a certain need. Plagueis, in many ways, 
was as Close to a Jedi as one could get while still being truly and 
undeniably a Sith Lord. And in that respect, it made him all the more 
dangerous, even before considering his power and skill. 


But even more than that, Vader saw something fundamental they 
had in common: Just as Vader wanted an end to the pointless 
suffering and bloodshed of the galaxy, so too did Plagueis seek an 
end to the Rule of Two. But as Sidious refused such an ideal, so too 
had many of the galaxy refused any form of peace with the Empire. 
He was no fool, he knew some of the plights were legitimate. But the 
Rebellion was long in the making even before the atrocities began. 
They would have resisted no matter what, for some rose-tinted 
vision of the Republic that, if it ever existed, was long dead and 
gone. 


Tilting his head ever so slightly, he caught the Muun's attention. "An 
alliance is something I'm more than agreeable to discuss, but there 
is a problem," Vader informed. 


"Only one? Good, do share your complaint, Vader," Plagueis 
prompted, sounding reasonably pleased. 


"| believe you need to deal with your student first," Vader informed 
with a touch of dryness as he looked off to the side, seemingly at the 
wall. 


"Hmm?" Plagueis asked with a scowl, scrunching his brow as he 
peered for what Vader was sensing. When he found it, he was 
honestly surprised. "Sidious? What's he doing out there?" he asked 
in confusion. 


"| believe he is displeased with our meeting," Vader mused idly, 
glancing at the Muun who now looked visibly annoyed. "Concerned 
for the vote?" 


"No, Sidious isn't reckless enough to leave the senate if that wasn't 

secured. My concern is actually for the Queen," Plagueis answered 

with an eye roll. "I don't trust those Neimoidians not to do something 
stupid like kidnap her on Coruscant." 


..." Vader actually paused to consider why that would be a bad 
thing for the Order of Bane, before it clicked. "If a sovereign ruler is 
taken on Coruscant, when trying to plead her case to the senate, 
then even a well intergrated Sith Lord won't be able to mitigate or 
control the panic and distrust that would spread for the republic." 


"Yes, and | think even- no, my apologies, especially a warrior like 
you can grasp how much of a disaster it would be if things unfolded 
right now," Plagueis summarized, glaring off into space, into the 
force and at his student. "As one Sith to another, you have my 
express permission to butcher any of our agents if they do 
something so... stupid," the Muun looked resigned to using the 
rather simple yet effective word, as nothing else fit in his mind. 


"Enjoy explaining that, and this prospective alliance, to your student, 
Plagueis," Vader quipped with a smirk behind his mask. 


"A few decades ago, and | would have," Plagueis admitted without 
hesitation as he stood, giving a nod to Vader. "It has been a 
pleasure, Darth Vader, but as you can see, | have a student to 
attend to," he said in farewell as he turned to the door. 


"Darth Plagueis," Vader called, standing as well. He waited for the 
Dark Lord to look back at him before approaching. "Before you 
depart, | was wondering if you would be interested in granting me a 
favor." 


"A favor, Vader?" Plagueis repeated in amusement. "And what 
would | be getting out of this?" 


"The greatest performance in the last thousand years," Vader 
answered dramatically 


Plagueis blinked, admittedly curious. "I'm listening?" 
Vader spoke, and the Dark Side smiled. 
Meanwhile 


Obi-Wan knew the difference between a true spar and when he was 
being humored, given a handicap. Someone lacking the force might 
mistake it for him gaining the upper hand, as Dooku retreated more 
and more while prioritizing blocking. But the estranged Jedi Master 
was a master of Makashi, the form of truly dueling with lightsabers. 


*Kksssshhhh* 


"Good, good," Dooku praised thoughtfully. Obi-Wan wouldn't be 
surprised if the elder Jedi decided to stroke his beard with one hand 
while still using the other to continue locking blades with the 
padawan. "While most devalue a reverse grip, in battle, it is useful to 
competently block with it when required," Dooku mused as he 
studied the young human male. 


"Thank you, Master Dooku, but | believe this spar to be about over," 
Obi-Wan noted, confident in that if not in the outcome. 


"Indeed," Dooku agreed knowingly as he gracefully backpedaled on 
the elevated paths around the training court. While training was not 


to be done up here, rather passionate spars could get away with the 
duelists. "Hmm, I'd say Qui-Gon has taught you well, but | get the 
impression you learned as much from his own mistakes as well," he 
commented, noting the padawan was much better at conserving 
energy than Qui-Gon, even when taking youth into account. 


"Well, failure is the greatest teacher," Obi-Wan repeated with a hint 
of joviality, pausing to lean away and dodge a stroke meant to keep 
him on his toes. "But no one said the failure must be my own to 
learn it." 


"Ha! And Qui-Gon claimed you were too rigid," Dooku recalled with 
a fond smirk as he continued his "retreat". 


Obi-Wan simmered for half an instant, sending a glare at his master 
through the force. He swore he could hear him whistling nearby in 
response. Still, Obi-Wan smiled a bit as they reached what he saw 
as the end of this test. "| believe | win, as much as that means, 
Master Dooku," he stated as Dooku pretended to take stock of their 
surroundings while their lightsabers were crossed. The Serennian 
Jedi was back against a corner with a pillar to his right and a fall 
down a ramp to the courtyard on his left. Not much of an obstacle for 
a Jedi Master, but Knight against Knight, this could be a bit of a 
tricky spot. 


Still Dooku smiled pityingly, and Obi-Wan knew he failed somehow. 
"You haven't beaten me. You've only sacrificed sure footing to 
secure your trap... and fall into mine," he informed as his hand 
twitched- 


Obi-Wan went tumbling down the ramp as a force push swept him 
off his feet, his lightsaber deactivating as Dooku shoved him off. He 
rolled down, landing in some dirt near the trees. He groaned, not in 
pain, but at realizing he had been knocked off his feet again. 


"What troubles you, Obi-Wan Kenobi?" Dooku asked upon force 
jumping down to his location, looking at the padawan curiously. 
"Your focus is clearly not all in one place, or you would have seen 
that trick coming, I'm sure." 


"| should have," Obi-Wan agreed as he sat against the base of the 


tree he landed near. "... | had a talk with Vader," he confessed, 
looking far more tired than he had a moment ago. 


"Alone?" Dooku questioned idly, receiving a nod. "About the Dark 
Side, | imagine?" he guessed with interest. 


"Tangentially, | suppose," Obi-Wan asked curiously. "I told him it 
was my way of trying to understand him. It was, but... not just for 
trying to attack him, but because | had to know something," he 
explained, biting his lip. 


"I'm curious, why did you not share this with your master, or the 
council for that matter?" Dooku cut in with a raised eyebrow. 


"With Master Qui-Gon? There honestly hasn't been any time or 
privacy for the chance to. As for the Council?" Obi-Wan stopped 
with a mirthless smile, Dooku catching the meaning. 


"A fair point," Dooku accepted with a grimace. The council didn't 
need any more surprises or controversy in this instant. "Why tell 
me? | am still a member of the council, and Yoda's former 
padawan." 


"And Qui-Gon's former master," Obi-Wan returned with a sigh. 
"But... there is a popular saying in the Negs: You don't know 
someone until you fight them," he commented. 


"A sad commentary, with how coreward they are," Dooku noted with 
distaste. "And sparring with me makes you believe | can be trusted 
with this?" 


"With this," Obi-wan answered with a shrug. "| asked him why they 
hate us." 


"Because hate is the source of their power," Dooku answered, 
almost automatically. 


"That's what | thought," Obi-wan answered with a half amused hum. 
"But Vader didn't speak of the power of the Dark Side. He only told 
that, in the simplest and shortest terms, the hate is inherited from 
master to apprentice." 


Dooku's facial expression quirked ever so slightly into a myriad of 
different reactions: unimpressed, then surprise that then fell into 
contemplation, and finally comprehension and realization rested on 
his expression. "If that is true, it complicates our very understanding 
of the Dark Side." 


Obi-wan nodded knowingly. "And | don't know if it is true, but..." 


"If Vader is our enemy, we must understand how he operates. If he 
is not, we must understand why he isn't," Dooku summarized. "Do 
not feel it is wrong for a Jedi to approach the darkness, Obi-wan 
Kenobi. Masters Mace Windu and Quinlan Vos are proof enough of 
that," he reassured before scowling. "Do share this with Qui-Gon 
when you have the chance." 


Obi-wan cocked his head curiously. "He wasn't listening the whole 
time?" he asked, both amused and surprised. 


"No," Qui-Gon answered as he walked out from behind the tree. 
"Not intently. | was too busy keeping watch while you two talked," he 
elaborated with a small smirk as he looked down at Obi-Wan. "You 
did nothing wrong, but we ARE going to talk about this conversation 
you had with Vader in full, soon." 


"Master, | will welcome the chance to be able to talk about this and 
clear my head," Obi-wan retorted in exasperation. "We've run into 
the Dark Side a few times, but | did not go on a diplomatic mission 
expecting to have a religious debate with a Sith Lord," Obi-wan 
stated, not in frustration, but merely factually to voice the 
strangeness of recent events. 


"A valid point," Qui-Gon accepted. "Though, you should be 
accustom to suprises, considering one of your first missions as my 
padawan was the whole Lorian Nod incident." 


Dooku's mood soured there. "Yes, | suppose | never did thank you 
both for cleaning up that old mess." 


Obi-wan waved his hands back and forth uncertainly. "To be fair to 
you Master Dooku, he was tried and released after the whole pirate 
thing. The planetary takeover was a new mess." 


"Hopefully third time is the charm," Qui-Gon murmured as Dooku 
gained a blank look. "His two decades sentence is half over." 


"Piracy, taking over a planet and needing to be overthrown," Obi- 
wan noted, almost amused. "I'm not advocating, but I'm amazed that 
didn't earn him a death penalty." 


Dooku cleared his throat, clearly not enjoying the discussion. "While 
your performance was valiant, Padawan, | can see your true flaw 
after our little session," he announced. 


"I'm sure there's more than one," Obi-wan said in acceptance. 


"Yes, but I've found that when many people, be they Jedi or 
otherwise, have one specific issue when they reach a perceived 
limit. Dealing with that often allows them to move past others," 
Dooku elaborated with a genuine smile. "And you, Padawan, 
possess the perfect flaw." 


"Perfect flaw?" Obi-wan repeated in surprise. 


"You're inexperienced, Obi-Wan!" Qui-Gon elaborated in fond 
amusement, patting him on the shoulder. "Now how long are you 
going to sit in the dirt?" 


Still confused, the youngest of the three humans stood up, looking 
between his seniors in incomprehension. "I'm confused, isn't that 
every padawan's flaw by definition?" 


"A flaw, but rarely is it THE flaw," Dooku vaguely elaborated. "You 
have the makings of a great Jedi about you, Obi-wan. All your short 
comings are not the arrogance of youth but the ignorance of it. What 
you need is merely more time, to use another phrase, to find 
yourself. For your years, you are excellent with a saber, but the 
Ataru is not for you. You trust your instincts and yourself. Sometimes 
too much, perhaps, but you learn quickly from your failings.” 


"In other words, a bit of adventure, training, and experimenting is all 
you need," Qui-Gon assured. 


Obi-wan looked surprised, before he held back a laugh as he shook 
his head. "Apologies, Masters, but that sounds like a speech you 


should have saved for the Chosen One up there," he said, nodding 
his gaze to the Tower of Tranquility. 


Dooku rose an eyebrow at his old student. "And you claim he is too 
rigid?" 


"No, "I" said he had a bit of a stick up his-" 
"MASTER!" 
Meanwhile 


Jedi could be foolish in some of the most interestingly simple ways. 
In this particular instance, expecting a child to remain perfectly still 
for more than twenty minutes. 


While such was taught and expected of the younglings, it wasn't 
often than untrained nine year olds were brought into the temple. 
Thus, while the Jedi council convened on the results of his test and 
if he would be allowed to become a Jedi, Anakin Skywalker took it 
upon himself to roam the temple a little bit. After all, this would either 
be a home he would need to get use to or a place he would probably 
never be in a again. So it was best to get used to the place or get a 
good look while he could. 


And as the Jedi Temple did house numerous children of all ages, 
most Jedi paid him little mind, as few would recognize every 
youngling. And the few that would were too preoccupied with other 
matters. 


In truth, Anakin didn't go far, merely down a few halls away from 
the... Tranquility Spire? Pillar? Did they just say Tower? Name 
regardless, he hadn't traveled far, merely looking over the more 
wide open parts of the complex. The only palaces he even really 
knew were Hutt Palaces and those were often crowded, dark, and 
unpleasant. This... had the look of a grand palace, he believed at 
least. 


But more than that, he was beginning to think the Council's attitude 
was more of a projection of other issues. He didn't need to see or 
hear to know that something was wrong with a lot of the Jedi. He 


wasn't sure what. Could it be something with Vader? He knew Qui- 
Gon and Kenobiwan, as he nicknamed the padawan in his head, 
were very... on edge at Vader at times. Vader didn't like Jedi and it 
seemed it was a feeling returned, for some reason. 


Still, he didn't understand why they would be bothered by Vader in 
their own home. After all, Anakin couldn't feel the weight of Vader's 
force presence in here, it stayed back out by the steps. Which he 
supposed was a nice thing to do? Maybe? Vader wasn't trying to 
make them uncomfortable, so why did they seem so worried and 
anxious? And exhausted, he knew that feeling extremely well, in 
himself and in the force. 


Speaking of Vader, Anakin wondered what the sith was up to now? 
He hadn't gone to the senate with the Queen, but there wasn't much 
to do in that... apartment? There was a fancier word that he really 
didn't care to remember right now. But that meant that Vader had 
nothing to do. Maybe he was resting... but it was Vader, so it was 
hard to tell. He wasn't even sure the cyborg slept! And if he didn't, 
Anakin really wanted to know if that was a Force thing he could 
learn. 


Thinking of Vader caused him to look down. Not in sadness or any 
other emotion. He wondered, did the gloomy mood of the temple 
have anything to do with that feeling below it? If he had to potentially 
misuse a phrase, it felt like the force was very strong here, but 
stronger beneath the temple. And there was something weird about 
how it felt, like there was a smear or leak in it. Weird. Probably best 
figure out how to understand what he was feeling before asking too 
many questions that he didn't know how to word yet. 


His head perked up as he felt someone one watching him observe 
the temple. Hearing a small gasp confirmed his suspicious, as he 
looked off to his left. There was no one nearby at first glance, but he 
saw some small fingers behind a column. Years of learning not to 
make too much noise kicked in as he moved over to the pillar's 
opposite side with nary a sound, grinning like the child he rarely got 
to truly be. He stood there, waiting patiently for them to poke their 
head out again, looking back and forth in confusion. With that, 
Anakin leaned forward, still grinning as they looked up in surprise at 
his face. 


It was a Child, barely out of toddler years. He thought it was a girl, 
probably? But she wasn't an alien species he had seen too often, so 
he didn't have a lot to compare. But he had seen others like her, but 
the name escaped him. They were a lot like Twi'leks to him, but 
there skin was always more towards orange, and the head-tails 
looked more like a blue and white headdress. 


"Hello?" Anakin greeted with a chuckle, cocking his head at the child 
looking at him uncertainly. "Can you talk?" 


"Jinga ohk dan?" she asked, nervous but curious. (Who are you?) 


Anakin got the feeling she hadn't been here long, even discounting 
that she hadn't learned basic yet. But, thankfully, if there was one 
thing that the Force was useful for at all ages, it was empathy. 
Which, when essentially a sixth sense, helped translating the intent 
if not the message itself. And his answer needed no translation. "I'm 
Anakin Skywalker," he introduced, wondering how Jedi initiates 
greeted each other, but ignored that until he actually was taught. 


She looked him over, making him wonder what she saw that was so 
interesting? Or was he just that dirty still? "Ansoka... Tano," she 
answered with a smile. 


"Nice to meet you, Asuka," he returned, hoping his warm greeting 
convened his meaning well enough. 


Maybe not, judging by her frown. "Koa. Ahsoka," she corrected. (No, 
Ahsoka.) 


Anakin blinked. What did he say, if not that? "Um, Ahsoksha?" he 
tried with a raised eyebrow. 


"Ah-so-ka," she repeated, slowly and clearly. Now she was glaring. 
And pouting. He was trying not to laugh. "Sei goh go si'no'i!" (My 
name's not hard!) 


Anakin's mouth twitched. You learn a lot of things as a slave ona 
planet with a lot of different species. "Dan Corkasan," he responded, 
utterly butchering the grammar to its most primitive state, but it got 
his point across pretty well: (You Snips) 


Ahsoka stared at him for a good two minutes, Anakin waiting for the 
little one's brain to catch up. "Mean," she stated, puffing up her 
cheeks in childish indignation. 


Force damn it. Could the force damn things? If so, it had to damn 
whoever and whatever made this little whatever-she-was so 
adorable. "Dec circaa?" he asked with a head tilt. (Live here?) 


Ahsoka nodded, her frustrations melting away. "You are... 
Youngling?" she asked uncertainly. Anakin shook his head, since 
technically he wasn't, only literally. "Padawan?" she tried in 
confusion. 


"Hopefully," Anakin answered in basic, looking at her with a 
concerned frown. "You okay?" 


Ahsoka glanced away. "Big. Dark," she whispered, fighting against 
the urge to make a whimper. 


Anakin smiled reassuringly as he patted her on the head. "He's not 
that bad," he explained vaguely. She flinched a bit, which made him 
a bit worried. He knew that Twi'leks had sensitive head-tails, but 
her... thing looked harder than that. Still, after a brief look of 
surprise, she smiled under his touch. 


"| see you both made a friend." 


The two were brought out of their little moment, turning to see a Jedi 
Master they both knew, if only barely on Anakin's part. "Plo Koon!" 
Ahsoka greeted with glee. 


"Young Ahsoka, you should know not to be sneaking off to wander 
on your own," the masked Jedi scolded, his jovial tone betraying his 
true feelings. "Remind me again, who is your instructor?" he asked 
patiently. 


"Phara Nannar," Ahsoka answered, still smiling. If Anakin didn't 
know any better, he'd say he was her father. While he was aware 
that Jedi didn't have families, he had to admit, that would be weird. 
Even if some races had VERY different males and females 
sometimes... Or none at all, in the case of the Hutts. 


"Ahh, the Clawmouse Clan. Well, | trust you know the way back to 
your quarters?" he said encouragingly. Ansoka looked sheepish. 
finally, and nodded. "Good. I'll be sure to check in with Master 
Nannar tomorrow to see if she is still short a youngling," he 
forewarned, his lighthearted tone making it unclear if he was 
serious. 


Ahsoka nodded dutifully as she turned to head back from where she 
came. "Bye Plo Koon, Bye Skyguy.” 


"Bye, Ahsoka,” Anakin called with an innocent smile. Ahsoka 
paused before continuing with a frustrated gait. 


"Were you getting her name wrong intentionally?" Plo Koon asked in 
idle curiosity. 


"Only the third time," Anakin confessed with a uncertain smile. "Am | 
in trouble?" 


"For frustrating a Jedi? If that was punishable on its own, we would 
have expelled the Grand Master ages ago," Plo Koon pointed out. It 
wasn't even a joke, it was a factual statement that, at one time or 
another, Yoda frustrated every Jedi he met. "And the same could be 
said of Master Qui-Gon." That, on the other hand, was a joke. 
Mostly. "As for wandering the temple a bit, hardly. We have to 
gather Qui-Gon and his padawan before we announce our decision. 
The wait isn't over yet. But in the mean time, we should head back." 


Anakin nodded as he followed the... okay, he legitimately had never 
seen whatever Plo Koon was before. Or, if he had, they were 
wearing a full facial covering. "Clawmouse?" he asked curiously. 


"Difference groups, or clans, of younglings that learn together until 
they pass the trials to become Padawans," Plo Koon answered 
plainly. "May | ask what you were doing back there?" 


"Hm?" Anakin asked in obvious confusion. 
"When you were touching Ahsoka's head,” Plo Koon clarified. 


"Oh! Um, just giving her a head pat?" Anakin answered, looking a bit 
worried. "Was that a bad thing to do?" 


"For her kind? Perhaps. While not developed yet, her montrals are 
intended for echolocation," he explained, sensing the boy meant no 
harm, quiet the opposite in fact. 


"... Echo? Doesn't that need her to scream to work?" Anakin asked 
with a confused scowl. 


Plo Koon hummed in amusement. "While | understand the 
misconception, no, that's not the only way for that sense to work," he 
answered, humoring the child's curiosity. 


"Anakin?" a familiar voice greeted, causing them to pause as they 
neared the elevator to the tower. Approaching them was a trio 
consisting of different generations of Jedi, the middle smiling with a 
bit of Knowing. "Patience is something you'll have to learn, | see," he 
commented. 


"| can be patient! I'm just... not used to not doing anything for very 
long," Anakin explained weakly. 


Qui-Gon almost winced at the meaning behind that. While he was 
far from apathetic, he appreciated the fact that Anakin wasn't fragile 
or required walking on eggshells around. 


"Is the council ready?" Dooku questioned. He wasn't a hundred 
percent confident to the cause, as there could be many for a child 
like Anakin just from what he heard of his past, but he could tell 
when a situation was about to become awkward. 


Plo Koon, either not noticing or not commenting on the exchange, 
nodded. "Yes, | was escorting young Skywalker back just now. Shall 
we?" he suggested. 


The group of five continued with a bit of anxious air, wondering just 
what would be decided. Obi-wan decided to give the former slave a 
reassuring smile... only to blink as he found the matter of this 
meeting was no longer with them. 


The other three noticed the padawan abrupt halt and about face. 
They all stared in confusion as Anakin Skywalker stood motionless 
several feet away from them. His head was bowed and his hands 


limp at his side. "Nervous?" Plo Koon questioned, a bit concerned 
for how the boy seemed to have paused in the middle of taking 
another step. 


"| don't think-" Qui-Gon started, stopping as Obi-wan placed a hand 
on his shoulder. The Coruscant Jedi rose an eyebrow at Obi-Wan 
before he leaned forward and squinted. "... What is it?" Qui-Gon 
asked, suddenly very weary. 


"His eyes are darting back and forth," Obi-wan answered softly with 
a concerned frown. "Anakin, is something wrong?" he asked, raising 
his voice enough to, hopeful, catch the child's attention. 


And it did, Anakin looking up at them. It wasn't fear on his face, or 
determination, or any emotions they might expect. No, there was... 
confusion? And concern? 


Then, suddenly, a very wide eyed Anakin turned to take off ina 
dead sprint away from them. 


"Anakin!" Qui-Gon called, but the boy went off without looking back. 


"That is a... unique reaction, running away from a council meeting,” 
Obi-wan commented with a frown. 


"| don't think he's running AWAY from anything," Dooku noted with 
dread and suspicion in his to- 


Every youngling in the temple screamed. 


And the three masters and one padawan found themselves 
stumbling as they felt the Dark Side crash against the perimeter of 
the Temple, each strike as loud as a gong and hitting like a tsunami. 
It was a truly tangible feeling, the dark aftershocks leaving the 
untrained disoriented. 


"Obi-wan! Get Anakin!" Qui-Gon yelled to his still recovering 
padawan, taking after his fellow masters, already force-sprinting 
frantically to the windows over the entrance-side of the temple. They 
rushed past various Jedi in mental pain or aiding others. Or, 
increasingly, heading in the same direction as them. 


It wasn't long before they reached their destination, looking across 
the great walkway of stairs that lead up to the temple. And there, 
they saw him. 


Darth Vader, Dark Lord of the Sith, stood at the very end of the Jedi 
Block, staring intently at the temple itself. 


Around him laid the motionless bodies of no less than five Jedi. 


All about him, the Dark Side loomed in all its wickedness, like a dark 
tide ready to rise over their shores. 


And with the eyes of hundreds of Jedi upon him, Vader did the one 
thing they wished he hadn't. Something that would begin an event 
that would forever be remembered infamously among the Jedi as 
"Vader's March." 


He stepped forward. 
End of Chapter 


Hey guys! Again, sorry for the wiat, but RL has been kicking mei n 
the ass. Still, | did want to get this just right. Padme's found herself 
some company thanks to me finding out about Umgul and realizing 
how close it is to Naboo. XP And yes, they really do have a 
cheating-death penalty there. 


Got a little nod to the backstories of Dooku, Qui-Gon, and Obi-wan 
in regard to Lorian Nod. And Anakin met Ahsoka. Come on, we were 
all waiting for that. From everything | can find, she'd be about three 
or four at this point, and having been on Coruscant for less than a 
year, | decided she might not have learned/stuck to Galactic Basic 
yet. And than... You Snips, Bye Skyguys. Yeah, | went for the feels 
on that one. 


And Vader... yeah, I'm sure most of you are confused but excited by 
this point. 


Until next time, | wish you all the best of luck. And please... send 
you prayers for my uncle, the one having heart surgery. 


Happy Halloween! 


PS As always, if anyone is interested and willing, please consider 
tipping me on pat-reon. And despite what some people think, I'm just 
using my fanfiction chapters as free advertising for my pat-reon. 
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High in the tranquility tower, half of the council had immediately 
vacated the meeting room to confront the disturbance outside their 
ancient home. The remaining half staring out of the window included 
Yarael Poof, Depa Billaba, Sifo-Dyas, Adi-Gallia and Grand Master 
Yoda himself. They had remained, not out of fear of this invader, but 
with the intent to hold back the waves of the Dark Side slamming 
against the temple. 


On all their faces were varied expressions from disbelief to caution 
and even some hints of anger. But Yoda just kept his level gaze as 
he narrowed his eyes at the horizon. Or, rather, at the Dark Side. 


To an outsider, it would look as if Vader had been standing perfectly 
still among the bodies of young Jedi. But whereas those around 
Yoda could sense the truth, he could SEE it. 


For it was not just Vader standing before the temple. 


It was something Yoda could scarcely believe, but he was seeing it 
and knew it to be true. From Vader resonated a call in the force. A 
call that, unless it was meant for them, only those deeply intoned to 
the mystical nature of the Force could understand. 


It was not a plea for help or a demand of submission. It was not 
even a declaration of war. 


It was, simply, a rallying cry. 
A call that was being answered. 


Thousands of tendrils of darkness stretched across The Force, from 
every end of the galaxy, all reaching towards Coruscant. To Vader. 


All those who dwelled within the shadows and wielded the Dark 
Side, for this moment and likely never again, relinquished their grip 
over the Dark Side of the Force to Darth Vader. And oh, there were 
so many more than any Jedi had ever dared to even dread. 


The great shadow of Vader's mighty power swelled, becoming and 

behaving like a dark sea in a wild storm, and in every wave was the 
face and roar of dark-siders from across the stars, and even across 
time. 


But why? For what purpose? Why would all those who crave power 
suddenly release it to another? Not even the Sith Lords could force 
such an act on such a galactic wide scale. 


‘Force, Grand Master?’ 


Yoda's scowl deepened as he felt the dark presence. Not within his 
mind, but right before him. For distance meant nothing in this 
instance. 'Come here, why do you?" 


'Why indeed,' Vader responded, disregarding the question as if it 
were unimportant. ‘/ didn't need to coerce this from anyone, Grand 
Master. | needed only to make an offer.' 


'Hm. Power for greater power, is that your exchange?’ Yoda 
questioned, unimpressed by the most basic of schemes of those 
that used the Dark Side. 


'No,' Vader answered with just a hint of smugness. '/ merely 
requested they allow me to remind you Jedi of something. ' 


'Of the Dark Side? Its Power?’ Yoda predicted, scowling as he 


literally felt Vader's smirk and received an answer. 

An answer that might as well have been from the Dark Side itself. 
‘That we are here.' 

Meanwhile 


Vader had barely reached the end of the first platform before the 
dam let loose. 


No one would ever be sure who started it. A brash Padawan, a 
dutiful Guardian, a overly proud Knight, or maybe even a 
overzealous Master. It didn't truly master who had leapt first from the 
temple, only that many more started to follow suit. Over the cries of 
their comrades and the orders of their teachers, waves of them 
charged forth to confront the darkness they believed was laying 
siege to them, that they were meant to fight. 


And as the front of the charge closed in, Vader didn't break his 
stride... not even when they attacked. 


Three had come to face him first; Two Knights and a Padawan. 
Their lightsabers already ignited, one Knight leapt forward in attempt 
to catch Vader preemptively, while the other ran to try and flank 
Vader's right, and the Padawan merely stayed in a defensive 
position to aide their comrades if needed. 


Vader's lightsaber seemed to come to life before it ever even flew 
into his hand, and with a single blur, the three were left dumbstruck. 
The Dark Lord merely walked by the Padawan as the trio tried to 
comprehend what had happened. For in their hands, the heads of 
their lightsabers were cut off and melted, their weapons broken and 
useless. 


The shock left the Knights as they turned to charge at the back of 
the Sith while more of their comrades came from the front, but the 
Padawan just stood there as his body shook in fear. The learner 
turned at an uneasy pace to see the knights trying to stun the Dark 
Lord with a pair of Force pushes right as another Jedi, a Consolar 
no less, came down from a Force leap to unleash a spinning strike 


against Vader. 
Thus Vader finally broke his stride. 


Vader used one hand to block the blow with his crimson saber, 
reaching up with his other to grab the Consolar by the arm and 
throw him at the Knights- both physically and with the Force. The 
green saber wielder gasped in pain, caught between conflicting 
pressures created by the Force, before Vader's power overwhelmed 
the Knights’, sending the Consular flying into them as the Dark Side 
began to overwhelm his senses. 


The Padawan felt it too, the Dark Side rushing about Vader. It was 
like snakes that would crush the throat, water that would fill the 
lungs, and smoke that would steal the breath. It was all these things 
and it was none of these things. And all the foolish Padawan could 
do was fall on both knees and bare witness to this day in history. 


Vader hadn't even paused in his throw, spinning to dodge another 
Jedi's strike. A Temple Guard at that, with the traditional mask and 
double-bladed lightsaber pike, the yellow rays bouncing off his mask 
as it missed by mere inches. 


Another guard landed behind him to attempt a pincer. Vader wasn't 
sure whether he should be insulted or amused. 


With a casualness that was almost dismissive in its own right, Vader 
blocked the first guard with his saber while the other charged him 
from the rear. With one hand raised behind him, Vader sent the rear 
attacker flying with the Force, slamming him into one of the statues 
that dotted either side of the path. 


The temple guard before him redoubled their efforts to lay Vader 
low, the double ended saber coming from one side to the other, yet 
Vader blocked each strike with brutal speed until he used his 
superior strength to redirect his enemy's weapon to block another 
Jedi's blue lightsaber. With a deflecting push, Vader used the 
opening to slice at the guard's handle, severing the dual weapon in 
half. In the same motion, his weapon switched hands as his left shot 
out to clutch around the newcomer's hands, trapping his opponent's 
saber in his own grip. As Vader held him high, he unleashed a 


sudden and surprising kick to the temple guard. 


Vader didn't often use such attacks, but between durasteel limbs 
and the Force empowering his strikes, a kick from him felt like 
getting rammed with a star destroyer. 


Looking back to the latest attacker in his grasp, Vader saw it was a 
blue Lepi that glared defiantly back at him. In response, Vader 
merely tightened his grip. The long eared alien grit his teeth as the 
Dark Lord began to crush the bones in his hands against his own 
weapon. Soon, the pain was too much to keep hold of his weapon. 
With a unseen motion of the force, Vader had deactivated the 
lightsaber and, in the same instance, slammed the Jedi to the 
ground face first before ultimately tossing him aside, landing before 
the increasing mass of light-siders. 


And from far back at where the march had began, the immobile 
Padawan watched. 


Watched as they tried to surround him. 


Watched as those he had already defeated struggled to their feet to 
rejoin the fight. 


Watched as Vader stood against like a dark monolith in a river of 
light. 


And as far from him as he was, the padawan saw him stretch out his 
hands and heard him as clear as day as they closed in. 


"Calm yourselves, Jedi." 
Meanwhile 


"Captain Panaka, lower your weapon!" Duke Brumel ordered in a 
hiss to the Naboo soldier, the dark skinned human glaring intently 
across the room at his target even as a half dozen guns were turned 
towards him. 


While she agreed with the Duke, Amidala couldn't blame her 
captain. After all, the last being they expected to meet here, barring 
a potential double-cross, was a Neimoidian 


"It's alright, Duke," the Neimoidian in question answered with a 
surprising gruff and casual tone as he rose from his chair, slowly 
and languidly while keeping his hands where they could be seen. 
Despite not having a weapon at the ready, he seemed completely 
unphased or surprised by the blaster trained on him. "It's not like its 
the first time this has happened." 


"Why is a member of the Trade Federation here if not part of a 
betrayal?" Padme asked neutrally. 


Now, to her confusion and interest, did the Neimoidian become 
angry. His grey skin wrinkled hard on his face as a strange, angry, 
but almost melodic sound escaped his throat. Panaka's finger got a 
hair closer to the trigger, but the Neimoidian stepped forward without 
the cowardice known amongst his kind. He stopped when he was 
sure he could see the eyes of the queen, and that she was staring 
into his rusty colored orbs "I am not of the Trade Federation, Your 
Highness," he corrected, practically spiting her title. 


"Queen Amidala," Brumel spoke up, tense but far calmer than she 
expected. "This is Cifo Klatt, a rogue amongst his kind." 


"Rogue implies | was ever really one of them," Cifo informed 
harshly, focusing his attention on the Captain. "Do not think you can 
scare me, human. | have seen things far more terrifying than death 
in my travels, and my hatred for the federation is far older and 
deeper than yours." 


And as the Queen stared at this strange being, an almost living 
contradiction, she could see something plain as day: disgust. Not for 
them, but what they thought he represented. "Panaka, lower your 
weapon," she instructed. She believed he saw what she had, with 
his lack of protest. 


With that, the other dwellers in the room lowered their weapons. 
"Well, someone lost a bet," one of them said, drawing her attention 
to him. He was a bipedal amphibian with three webbed fingers and 
orange fur on his head that faded more towards blue and green 
scales on his torso and limbs and covered with a blue top and blue 
pants. He was fairly large, but his muscles were more toned than 
bulging. She recognized him as one of the Mere from Maramere. 


"Sol Sixxa, Queen Amidala," he introduced himself with a curt but 
polite nod. 


"The pirate?” Panaka asked with a raised eyebrow, far less offended 
than he'd be with most pirates. Or than he would have been a few 
days ago in general. 


"Only against the Trade Federation," he countered with a smirk. 
"Nine out of ten horrible things they say about me is false or spun to 
Federation propaganda. Or my people not wanting to be associated 
with me while the droids have our planet," he assured with a 
nonchalance that worried Padme on some level. There was a rage 
in those eyes, but it was dulled by experience into acceptance of the 
current status quo. How long had it taken this man to stop believing 
that a timely expulsion of trade federation and its droid "security 
forces" was unrealistic? 


She didn't want to learn the answer, nor for her people to. 


She scanned her eyes over the others in the room. Two more were 
other Meres, so she assumed they were with Sol for now. But the 
last group was five creatures. They were short, only about a meter 
tall, with long snouts covered in tusks and feelers. They had large 
arms compared to their bodies, only a few inches from the floor, and 
stubby legs. She had seen some of them on Tatooine, but couldn't 
place the name. 


And in their eyes was something far worse for Padme than Sol's 
resignation. There was a despair and tiredness she honestly 
believed would have belonged to ones like Anakin and his mother: 
people without home or freedom. 


"Your Highness, allow me to introduce, the Patriarchs of the Forlorn 
Clans of the Vulptereen," Brumel introduced as one of them stepped 
forward. 


"Vulptereen?" she repeated as her brows scrunched. Vulpter wasn't 
just a core world, but of deep core. What stake could they possibly 
have in this? 


"Queen Amidala," The one who had approached spoke up with a 


nod, a cynical humor in his eyes. "| am Sod Gert. Welcome to the 
fight." 


"It is a pleasure to meet you, all of you," Amidala greeted with a nod. 
"Duke Brumel believes we can help each other?" 


"My goal is toppling the Trade Federation and removing it from 
Maramere. Denying them a new planet is something I'll gladly be a 
part of," Sol Sixxa stated bluntly, his comrades nodding in 
agreement. 


"I'm afraid we are less altruistic," Sod informed solemnly as he 
looked to the queen with hopeful eyes. "Our people have been adrift 
for a long time, Queen of Naboo. We saw what would become of our 
planet generations ago. Both by our hands and those of the 
federation," he lamented with a heavy sigh. "Our only price is to be 
allowed to colonize a moon of Naboo." 


Padme was internally surprised by that but adapted well. "Do you 
refer to Rori or Ohma-D'un?" 


"lam unclear if either hold a sacredness among your people, but 
from what | hear, both are habitable," he answered with a shrug. 


Padme nodded in understanding. "We can discuss the particulars of 
which at a later time, but if it is within my power, | promise to allow 
you to call one your home in exchange for aiding mine," she vowed 
softly. 


The short alien nodded, looking visibly relieved to hear those words. 
"And you?" Panaka directed towards the Neimoidian. 


Cifo snorted. "You'd think I'd be with the fish on this, but | am aiding 
you, Amidala, for one simple reason: | don't know what's going on," 
he answered vaguely with his hands folded behind his back. 


"Excuse me?" Padme asked with a raised eyebrow at the 
admission. 


"| don't agree with my people, but | can understand them. | can 
grasp their cowardly, thrifty logic," Cifo explained with an angry 


scowl towards the floor. "But nothing about this move makes sense 
to me. This is too sudden, too bold. A planet such as yours should 
have been stealthily and steadily conquered through economics. 
This... invasion, while feasible, is too risky to be done on a planet 
the senate could and would take notice of." 


"And discovering the answer aids you?" Padme questioned 
curiously. 


"Not knowing hinders me. So by proxy, yes," Cifo confirmed 
vaguely. 


She nodded slowly at that, accepting that the Neimoidian had some 
long term goal other than justice or liberating a world. "| am no 
expert of war, but | believe | understand the intent here. The Mere 
Resistance supplies experience with fighting the Federation and the 
Vulptereens, if I'm not mistaken, are natural pilots," she summarized 
before looking to a pleased Duke Brumel. "And you, covertly, supply 
the money." 


"And | may have made arrangements for ships capable of defending 
against, ahem, pirates," Brumel explained shrewdly. 


"That was... timely," Panaka noted with a scowl and a raised 
eyebrow. 


Brumel looked amused as snickers came around the room. "We've 
been prepared for a while now, Captain, for when the Trade 
Federation slipped up." 


"And yet you waited for me to approach you?" Padme questioned in 
a neutral, curious tone. 


"If | had come forward, you would have suspected even more so 
that | was secretly an enemy and | would have risked exposing our 
little network of Anti-Federates," he countered smoothly. 


"That is not our name, despite his insistence," Cifo informed flatly. 
"But before we begin, | believe we have some questions, Queen 
Amidala, regarding your... associate." 


Meanwhile 


Ahsoka curled herself into a ball, as tight as she could, but it could 
not keep IT out. 


IT was dark, but she could see it clearly even with her eyes closed. 
IT was smoke, but she could feel it crushing her from the inside out. 
IT was water rushing by, but she couldn't get it to release her. 


IT was not attacking her, but the longer she was in it, the more she 
saw what she knew wasn't true. 


She saw her family and people casting her out, unwanted and 
forced to go to the temple. She saw herself fail every test of the Jedi 
to become a Padawan, and yet saw herself as a Padawan fail to 
ever have a Master take interest in training her. She saw herself, a 
Jedi perhaps, cast out by the Jedi Order and leaving the temple. 
She saw herself die a thousand different ways and yet live again to 
die anew. 


She screamed, but no sound was made. She ran away, but there 
was no distance between herself and the images. She tried to cry, 
but felt no tears on her cheeks. 


Finally, she begged. She begged for IT to stop, for someone to 
make IT stop. 


And IT did. 


"-soka! Ahsoka! Come on, wake up! | have no idea where I'm going 
here!" 


Her eyes shot open and became aware of herself being jostled up 
and down. As clarity returned, or what she had for her age, she 
realized she was being carried in the arms of the boy she had met 
only... minutes? Days ago? how long had it been? 


Not long, she realized, as she felt the dark waves crashing once 
more against her, but IT no longer... did anything to her. "What... 
doing?" she asked with a wince, her head pounding. 


"Failing at guessing the right path," Anakin answered bluntly as he 


slowed his run. "You know which way to go?" 


"No. Head hurt," she answered, making a conscious effort to stay in 
Basic. 


"Yeah, | found you screaming on the floor,” he said, coming to a halt 
at a three way path in the temple. Carefully, he placed her against 
the corner as he looked around. Staring down the hall to his left, he 
saw a crowd of Jedi standing along, looking out the gaps for windo- 
and Anakin just remembered that Vader was approaching from this 
side of the Temple. 


Turning his attention straight ahead, he saw a window near them as 
well, before moving towards it. Ansoka whimpered, almost making 
him trip in surprise as she reached out to cling onto his arm. He 
opened his mouth to make some, any assurance that it would be 
fine, but one look at her quivering mass told him that words meant 
very little right now. 


That she needed him. He wasn't sure why, but she needed him. 


Sighing, somewhere between resignation and determination, he 
hefted her back up into his arms and carefully made his way over to 
the window and sat her down against it. This time, she did not 
protest as he moved just a bit away from her, enough to peek out. 


It was far away, but Anakin didn't need to be close to see it, to see 
him. Where all others merely felt the torrents against the 
metaphorical walls of the temple within the Force, Anakin could feel 
the ripples; Ripples caused by every swings, every push or pull, and 
every use of the Force. 


And Vader was doing plenty of them all. A wide circle of Jedi laid 
around where Vader had surely stood recently, some unconscious 
and others rising again to do battle. Vader himself had long since 
leapt or moved forward, higher up the steps and was using some 
combination of lightsaber dueling and levitating debris from several 
statues to fend off and take down Jedi after Jedi; The skill, the 
power, the experience... for all the Jedi had with them, Anakin could 
tell that these ones couldn't bridge the ravenous gap separating him 
and them. But he saw no Masters, they must not have made it from 


the tower yet. 


But all Anakin could wonder was why? What had provoked Vader 
into this? More importantly, why did it feel like there was an army of 
other beings rolled up into one inside Vader's Force presence now? 
No, that's not right. Vader's power was still there, yes, undeniably. 
But this other, THESE others, whatever they were? It felt like Vader 
was only... directing it... them. Like they were a suit of armor, or... 
he really had no idea what he was thinking, just that this was a lot 
more than what it just looked like to someone without the Force. 


It was also off topic: What did Vader want with this, exactly? Why 
was he attacking Jedi and why were Ahsoka and the other children 
screaming? More importantly, why wasn't he? What in the name of 
Jabba's floppy folds made him so special? Because if he was the 
reason Ahsoka wasn't screaming anymore, he didn't know how to 
keep helping her. 


"Anakin!" 


Said human boy turned around sharply, shocked out of his thoughts 
as he saw Qui-Gon's padawan rushing towards him. "Kenobiwan?" 


Obi-Wan bit his tongue as he decided not to correct that error in his 
name. "What are you doing here? And why is she here?" Obi-Wan 
asked, looking to the disoriented youngling questioningly. 


"| came to help Snips and, well... | didn't know where to take her," 
Anakin admitted sheepishly. 


Obi-Wan tried, but could find no fault in Anakin's behavior, being 
unfamiliar with the Temple as he was. "I'll take you down to the-" he 
stopped in mid sentence, his jaw hanging open as he caught sight of 
what was happening outside the temple. "... He's actually doing it." 


"What?" Anakin question with a scrunched brow. 


"Attacking the temple," Obi-Wan answered as his throat ran dry, 
trying to gain his calm as he saw the devastation steadily 
approaching the temple. "We never should have trusted him." 


"Obi-Wan?" 


"If we hadn't, this wouldn't be happening," Obi-Wan reasoned, 
seemingly deaf to the world as he stared at the bodies of fallen Jedi. 


"Obi-Wan!" 


"How many Jedi are going to die beca-OW" Obi-wan exclaimed as 
Anakin kicked, actually kicked him in the shin. "What was that for!?" 
he cried out, more startled than pained. 


Ahsoka stared on in silent confusion as Anakin glared at the 
padawan. "As my mom would say? You were being stupid again," 
Anakin answered bluntly. 


"What are you...?" Obi-Wan started in disbelief, but trailed off as he 
took in Anakin's expression. "Why aren't you afraid?" he asked with 
a scrunched brow. With the Dark Side rolling over the place, it was a 
miracle one as young and untrained as Anakin was still standing in 
this storm in the Force. 


Anakin said nothing at first, just pointing out the window with a hard 
stare. "Look," he stated intently, as if that simple instruction would 
clear everything up. 


Obi-Wan stared at the boy for a moment before looking out the 
window again and looked, truly looked. Unseen to both males, 
Ahsoka inched forward to follow the instructions as well. While 
Ahsoka didn't know what she was looking for, Obi-wan's eyebrows 
shot up. "Oh. Oh, Rancor Shit," he muttered in understanding. 
"Anakin, get down to the main hall past the entrance and find the 
training rooms on the right. That should be where you'll find the 
other younglings," Obi-Wan instructed before running off to where 
he sensed his master. 


Anakin glanced down to Ahsoka. "Can you walk now?" he inquired 
hopefully. While he wasn't above carrying her, he didn't know if he 
could do it that long and he honestly didn't trust himself not to get 
lost in here, even with instructions. Thus, he was more than happy 
when the alien girl nodded weakly as he helped her to her feet. 


Meanwhile 


Within the LiMerge Building, Sidious simmered in his hate even as 
his blood sang in envious joy at the terror Darth Vader was 
unleashing upon the foolish Jedi. Oh, he hated the idea of aiding 
Vader by funneling the Dark Side to the interloper's aid, but he 
couldn't resist! No one of the Dark Side could possibly resist this. 
One of them, mighty and powerful in the Force, laying siege to the 
Jedi Temple to remind them they were not alone in the Force! And 
to do so without exposing the Order of Bane? 


So for this day and never again, Sidious let slip his iron grip over the 
Dark Side. In truth, he had no choice. Holding on would have been 
too torturous in its own way: To feel the fear and despair of the Jedi 
laid low by Vader, it made every inch of his true nature scream and 
lurch within himself in a desperate bid to join the fray. At least, in 
aiding Vader in this way, he felt some relief in feeling his connection 
to the Dark Side flooding over the ancient temple of the Jedi Order. 


It was for this reason that his face could never settle as it shifted 
back and forth from madden delight to snarling rage. 


"Magnificent, isn't?" 


Sidious forced a calm over himself as he turned to see his master 
approaching, smiling that smile behind his breathing mask that had 
fooled so many hundreds or even thousands of beings. Even Jedi. It 
was not a smile at all like Palpatine's: Humbled, endearing, polite, 
and well meaning. No, the smile of Hego Damask II was more often 
genuine in its own little ways. An amused aloofness that befitted one 
of the richest businessmen with matters he felt unimportant. But 
there was neither malice nor benevolence bleeding into it, simply a 
smile of one who didn't care but wouldn't let such bother him. 


Sidious hated that smile when Plagueis used it on him. As if he 
thought him a paltry minion, a tempestuous child acting up without 
truly acting out. 


"Hardly," Sidious scoffed, drawing that uncaring amusement fully 
onto himself now. "There should be scores of dead by now." 


"Oh, Sidious. Did you think this was an invasion, an assault on the 
Jedi Temple?" Plagueis asked, shaking his head as if he found the 


idea hilarious. "Have you not noticed, that many still have not 
entered the fray? That Yoda himself has not rushed to the 
defenses?" he pointed out in his teaching tone. "If he had unleashed 
the true bulk of the Dark Side and all its terrible power, he would 
have faced the full weight of the entire order. No Sith, not Vader or 
ourselves, could sustain such a one-sided conflicted and emerge 
victorious. No, Vader did not come this far to simply make his own 
funeral pyre upon the temple and corpses of Jedi." 


"Then what, pray tell, is the point of this, Master?" Sidious asked 
with gritted teeth and white knuckles. 


"A message,” Plagueis answered vaguely before a scowl marred his 
face. "Why are you here, Sidious? You were supposed to be with 
the Queen, even during the recess," he questioned in obvious 
disapproval. 


"| thought it prudent to meet since you had a... private encounter 
with Vader," Sidious explained with a questioning tone. 


Plagueis merely shook his head that. "I believed it prudent to speak 
to this Darth Vader face to face, and grant him with the prospect of 
an alliance." 


"An alliance?" Sidious asked in surprise. "But the Rule of Two-?" 


"Did you train him?" Plagueis countered sternly. "I did not. The Rule 
of Two, as all rules, is not ironclad in the face of something it didn't 
account for." 


Sidious simmered as he tried to contain his rage. "And what did this 
Vader say to your alliance?" 


"That he wasn't opposed to it," the Master of the Dark Side 
answered bluntly. "But, as a Sith, he's obvious skeptical of an 
alliance being either sincere or possible if there are... personality 
clashes." 


"Do you not think it unwise to court such an arrangement with 
someone as unknown as him?" Sidious questioned. 


His master gave him a skeptical look before looking out towards the 


direction of the Jedi Temple. "I think it's the height of stupidity to 
disregard him as a potential boon." 


Something in Sidious raged at the barb, forcing him to swallow his 
hatred. For now. "How would we even justify this to Maul?" 


"Justify?" Plagueis repeated, as if confused. "Sidious, he is your 
tool, your hound. Either bring him to heel or do away with him: for 
good this time." 


"What could we possibly gain from this one? Was it not you, Master, 
that claimed that lightsaber duels are a tedious affair? They were 
nothing but wasted emotion and needless acrobatics?" Sidious 
retorted discontentedly. 


"No, | said they were full of those, not that they were only those," 
Plagueis retorted casually. "More to the point, Vader is not a duelist. 
No, a duelist would be Dooku. Darth Vader is a warrior, fear and 
tactics in proper amounts allow him to rule fields of battle like you 
have ruled over the Senate, Sidious," Plagueis explained, pausing to 
look out at the sky. "We always knew such skill would be needed. 
That was why | permitted Maul as a false apprentice: an experiment, 
of sorts, for training future soldiers, hounds of the Dark Side for us. 
But why train beasts for war when one has a warmaster?" 


"... Why did you relinquish your control of the Dark Side to him?" 
Sidious question with a scowl. 


Plagueis rolled his eyes at this one. "You make it sound so 
permanent. Any and all of us could seize and rip it back at any time. 
We and all of the Dark Side across the galaxy have done nothing 
but allow the Dark Side to bring its full weight together in support of 
this... performance Vader has put on," he stated with a pleased, 
interested look. "Besides, the psychological effects this will have on 
the Jedi, of all ages and species, will be interesting to observe in the 
long term." 


"You sound truly fond of him, Master," Sidious stated calmly. 


"Oh? Is that the problem, Sidious?" Plagueis asked, clearly amused. 
"Are you jea-" 


Plagueis got no further as the stinging buzz of a lightsaber met his 
ears in the same instant his chest was pierced. "Maybe just a bit, 
Master," Sidious whispered in bitter rage as he pushed his crimson 
saber further into his teacher, his mentor, perhaps the only person 
that ever truly saw him as family. 


"S-sidious? W-why?" Plagueis asked in numb disbelief. 


"Don't play dumb, you useless old fool. | was always going to betray 
you. That is the way of the Sith! | just never thought you, with all 
your sentimentality and delusions of being excluded from the rule of 
two, would attempt to do the same. Bravo, Master, you truly did 
surprised me once more," Sidious praised before violently ripping 
the saber out, letting the dead Muun fall to the floor gracelessly. 


He took a deep breath to savor his victory. He could already feel 
Plagueis’ power in the force eroding away, leaving a power vacuum. 
He hadn't been sure if it would work, but he knew that with their 
relinquished grip on the Dark Side, his master's senses wouldn't be 
as sharp and Sidious’ own actions and feelings wouldn't radiate 
quite so clearly to the elder Sith Lord. He just had to allow the Muun 
to get distracted talking and thinking about what Vader... or, rather, 
what Plagueis's would-be apprentice could do for their cause. 


This wasn't how Sidious planned to become the true Master of the 
Dark Side, but it was just as good. Truthfully, he hadn't been sold on 
the idea that Plagueis would ever get drunk and exhausted enough 
for Sidious to kill him with ease, but it would have been worth a try 
when he got an excuse to celebrate. But it had become abundantly 
clear to Sidious that he was going to be replace, possibly even 
before he could become truly Chancellor, allowing Plagueis to take 
the office as his Co-Chancellor. Or maybe there was some secret 
other plan he had long since been left in the dark about. 


lt was as humbling as it was enraging to know how thoroughly he 
had been played. He still was being played, in his own opinion, so 
long as Vader drew breath. Speaking of whom, now all he had to do 
was time it just right. To chose a decisive point to rip the control of 
the Dark Side from Vader enough to make him lose focus at a 
Critical time in this... attack, if it could be called that, and allow the 
Jedi to do the dirty work for him by finishing off the Sith assaulting 


their temple. 
Yes, all he had to do was- 
"You stupid brat." 


Sidious jumped away just as the floor literally screamed below him, 
crushed and torn into wrathful bits. He rounded to see his Master 
was standing there, clearly not a corpse and obviously furious 
behind his calm. He held up his lightsaber to defend or attack, until 
he found that his hand was vacant. And realized in terror that it had 
been empty this entire time. "| never betrayed you, Sidious," 
Plagueis stated with acidic venom in his voice as he held up a 
deactivated lightsaber. One of Sidious's. A smile of cruelty and pity 
etched onto the Muun's face as he opened his hand, Sidious seizing 
the weapon with the force immediately. "But now | know | was 
correct in my suspicions when | came here. | hoped you weren't so 
foolish, but what is more foolish than an old man's hope?" he mused 
as he held up his hand, as if to accentuate his question, before his 
own lightsaber flashed into his grip. 


"If you thought | would betray you now, why am | still alive?" Sidious 
questioned with a glare. 


Now the cruelty left as the disgusting pity remained. "Because you 
haven't been listening, Sidious. | never wanted to kill you, my former 
apprentice," he reiterated as he ignited his crimson blade, Sidious 
doing likewise. "Now, allow me to give you one, last, parting lesson, 
Sidious. A lesson I've apparently neglected to teach you" 


The human sith grit his teeth as he twisted around to block a 
surprise attack from his Master, now standing directly behind where 
Sidious had been. 


"It's called fear." 
End of Chapter 


Sorry for the delay folks. Lot of stuff going on: Uncle had open heart 
surgery(he's doing great, BTW), money was very low due to making 
the drive down there for the surgery and because of holiday stuff, 


had a scare with my laptop, etc. This isn't a whine for attention, just 
stating that shit has been busy around my end. 


Hope you all enjoyed the attack on the Temple, which is quickly 
becoming clear that there is more to it than it appears. And Padme 
meets some new allies, all Anti-Federatists- in this context at least. 
Sol Sixxa is canon, Cifo and the Vulptereens are my own creation. 
There was actually a LOT of "pirates" aimed mostly/only at the 
Trade Federation, so | can imagine something amount to a smaller, 
proto/pre-clone-wars version of the Rebel Alliance sneaking under 
their noses. Reason they didn't meet Padme in canon is beleivable- 
Palpatine making sure that didn't happen. 


And speaking of him. Come on, did you all REALLY think | was 
gonig to kill off Plagueis after all that build up? And yes, it is canon 
his illusions can trick even Sidious. Love it. 


Oh, and before anyone says anything about Vader gathering all the 
Dark Side from all Dark Sider's across the Galaxy? Don't worry, its 
not a Dues Ex Machina or "Bersek/Super Mode" or anything like 
that. It should be explained in the aftermath of this, but if not, I'll try 
to explain it by the end of story. 


Well, until next time! 


Hope everyone had a great Thanksgiving! Happy Holidays, Merry 
Christmas, and everything else! 


PS If the holidays isn't completely wipping you out, please consider 
tipping to my Pat-reon! 


Chapter 15 


Darth Vader in the Past 

100th reviewer for Chapter 14: Ep, an anonymous guest. 
2100th reviewer: gaiawolf 

2200th reviewer:And i am iron man 

Disclaimer: | don't own Star Wars. 


NOTE: | believe that after this new chapter, the view count for this fic 
will reach the million mark! 


"By the Force, he's good," Dooku stated as objectively as possible. 


"You sure a member of the council should be praising a Sith, 
Master?" Qui-Gon asked with a scowl as he leaned against a 
window, watching the affair with a troubled look. 


"Qui-Gon, I'm watching Knights, Guardians, Consulars, and at least 
three Masters of the Jedi Order being defeated by one lone warrior 
who, to be frank, has displayed relatively minimum mobility in this 
fight," Dooku countered dryly. "And even if | ignored that? Unless I'm 
mistaken, he's incorporated and modified elements of nearly every 
style to his technique. As a duelist, I'm forced to admit his skill." 


Qui-Gon winced as he felt the Dark Side crash against the temple 
again, glancing up at where he sensed the mass of unseen 
darkness. "And drawing all the Dark Side to himself just to bash the 
temple with it?" 


“That's more my Master's area of expertise. I'm not even sure to 
make of what it means, esoterically or as a battle tactic," Dooku 
admitted with a frown. "His power has swelled to its zenith, but..." 


"It's swelled ONLY to his zenith," Qui-Gon finished stoically. Despite 
all the might and terror that Dark Side inspired, the power of its own 


champion had not broken any previous heights Qui-Gon had sensed 
in Vader's power. 


"Master! Master!" 


The pair glanced away to see the younger Jedi Master's Padawan 
came running towards them. "Obi-Wan? What is it? And where is 
Anakin?" Qui-Gon asked in concern. 


"Helping a youngling," Obi-Wan said as he came to a halt. "But 
that's not important. Masters, we have to stop this," he urged. 


"Do you have some power over this Sith Lord, Young Kenobi?" 
Dooku quipped with a raised eyebrow. "Otherwise, ending this 
nonviolently seems unlikely." 


"With respect, Master Dooku, | wasn't referring to Vader," Obi-Wan 
corrected grimly. 


Both Jedi Masters regarded him as a bewildering subject to study, 
Qui-Gon searching intently through their bond. "You want to stop 
them from attacking Vader?" the maverick Jedi summarized with a 
scrunched brow. 


"Masters, look. | mean really, LOOK," Obi-Wan stressed while 
pointing out the window. 


Rather confused by the normally conformist student's odd behavior, 
both looked back out to the battle as Vader countered and defeated 
everyone that came at him with a precision that only experience 
could bring. "Yes, we are well aware he has avoided slaying 
anyone, Padawan," Dooku acknowledged, only to raise a brow at 
Qui-Gon's look of deep thought as his old student studied the scene. 
"Qui-Gon?" 


"Is it really that simple?" Qui-Gon murmured. 


"Hmm, and here | thought only Master Yoda could still put me in this 
position," Dooku remarked in interest. "What is it, my old friend?" 


"He's only attacking when attacked,” Qui-Gon pointed out with a sigh 
as he wiped a hand all over his face. "And if that is true for what 


happened with those first four-" 


"Mace Windu is about to fall into a trap," Dooku deduced grimly. "All 
Vader needs is a valid reason for coming to the Temple, and this 
entire situation legally becomes one man defending himself." 


"It's Vader, of course he'll have a reason," Obi-Wan said knowingly, 
obviously a bit frustrated. 


"Which means-," Qui-Gon paused to sigh. "-the only way to keep 
this situation from getting worse is to stop this now." 


Dooku stared as understanding kicked in. "Well, this will certainly be 
a new level of "maverick" even for you, my former Padawan." 


"Technically, this is Obi-Wan's idea." 
Meanwhile 


There was one thing that Darth Vader missed about being Anakin 
Skywalker. It was not his wife, for if only briefly, Vader had her as 
well. No, what Vader missed from his past life was... the fullness. 
With all Anakin Skywalker's power and agility, able to practically fly 
across a battlefield, he had only felt truly free when using the Force. 
Growing into his own abilities had been overwhelming as a 
Padawan in a way few Jedi could truly appreciate, most having no 
life to remember before the temple. While as Darth Vader, no matter 
how much he gained, it never filled that void. He had learned to be a 
steady and relentless being, leaving fear and death in his path. Yet 
for all his ever growing power, even ignoring the obvious hold 
Sidious had over his entire existence, Vader rarely felt quite as free 
anymore. 


Until now. 


The Dark Side flowed through him in a way it never had before. 
Through. Not swelling within or encompassing around. No, it existed 
as ariver and he had become the maw from which it flooded forth 
and passed out of. His powers were not without limit, but instead 
without end. The Jedi could fight him for a hundred days, but until 
his limbs broke and his suit gave out, until he was literally incapable 


of fighting, they would never exhaust him. Perhaps not even that 
would be enough. 


It was a joy, both dark and true, that kept him steady in the sea of 
hate and rage that the other Dark Siders brought by allowing him to 
bring together all of the Dark Side into a singular point, here and 
now. Ohh, how the ancient vengeance of the Sith and the anger of 
all others longed to spill their blood, yet... Vader took a personal 
enjoyment in what he was doing. Not just in defeating the Jedi 
without killing them, but because he COULD; because he could 
crush them without ending them. It was, truly, the most alive he had 
felt in decades. 


For Vader could feel the Dark Side. It was in every swing of his 
blade and in every movement made with the Force. It was in this 
battle as much as he was. And as he felt it, he felt as the Dark Side 
did. Its sapience, its true awareness could be argued, but if it truly 
had a mind of its own? Then Vader knew exactly what it would be 
feeling in this instance: Sheer delight, like a wolf with a smile bigger 
than its mouth, hunting and fighting with power it had not known in 
ages. It would welcome the deaths of the Jedi, but it was far too 
satisfied to care as it gorged itself greedily upon the emotions they 
tried to deny and fight off. 


And devour the Dark Side did, all of it: the fear and despair of every 
Jedi the Sith Lord defeated, the terror of those within the temple at 
sensing the full weight of the Dark Side, and the frustration- and 
dare he think it, anger- from many that one lone being of "corruption 
could besiege their mighty temple, their bastion against darkness? 
Even Vader's own warlike bliss was a drink to help swallow the main 
course. 


As another group of Jedi fell before his power, he and the Dark Side 
breathed deep as companions in battle. He turned around as he felt 
the Dark Side grow hungry again, knowing what that meant. For the 
Dark Side always grew hungry for more in the face of those that 
sought to strike it down. 


With both hands outstretched, he sent the Force at two more foolish 
Knights returning for more. But they merely crossed their arms, 
gritting their teeth as they skidded back by what seemed like the 


winds of some alien hurricane, not just on their bodies, but on their 
souls. They nearly collapsed when it ended, yet stood defiantly. Until 
they perceived that his limbs were still outstretched. 


Vader closed his fist as they realized they were never the targets. 


The two statues closest behind them imploded, cracking and 
crushing upon themselves and then exploding outward, the large 
structures of ancient stone crumbling into dust and rocks. The debris 
didn't settle, however, rolling and flying towards the Jedi, and to the 
Dark Lord, like a swarm of angry insects. The Dark Side passed by 
them, mocking them with its inaction to them even as they used their 
sabers and the Force to deflect stones and boulders from slamming 
into them. 


One leapt away for a tactical retreat, but the other was not so wise 
or fortunate, as the pebbles and grains wrapped around one leg 
before throwing said Knight aside. The debris came to circle around 
and above the Sith, guarding him like a foreboding protector. Vader 
folded his arms as he used the funnel of stone and pebbles to push 
back and strike down Jedi who dared to get to close. 


He was growing weary of this pointless repetitiveness. How long did 
it take the council to get down from the tower? 


The Dark Side broadened its attention to the many combatants out 
of commission and those unable to withstand it within the Temple. It 
savored them, creating and devouring itself as Vader, its champion, 
decided to stop entertaining the Light's cannon fodder. It rippled in 
interest and Vader looked off to the setting sun, both sensing the 
Dark Side's figurative desert. Vader wasn't surprised. After all, even 
without the Sith in the open, it had tasted Jedi facing and falling to its 
lesser wielders routinely over the past thousand years. Under the 
Order of Bane, it normally only tasted Sith fighting Sith once a 
generation. 


Meanwhile 
A Sith plans for everything. 


Plagueis had drilled that into Sidious's head. Sidious had drilled it 


into his own head! 
But planning for everything didn't mean all your plans were good. 


Sidious dodged being hit by a Force Wave that tore metal shrapnel 
from walls and floor before dropping down into a circular passage, 
using the Force to close it behind him. It led down to a labyrinth of 
levels below the LiMerge Building. He shot down several floors, 
closing the passages as he dashed through several twist and turns 
before going up a floor. It would buy him some time, putting distance 
and uncertainty of his location between himself and his mas-former 
master. 


Of course he had planned for the chance that his attempt on 
Plagueis's life failed. A growing number of their contacts and allies, 
knowing of them as Sith Lords, believed that Sidious was the true 
Master and knew nothing of Hego Damask's true significance. He 
had plenty of resources and safehouses that he had kept secret 
from Plagueis, to the point of having false-secret ones for the Muun 
to find as decoys. Yes, he was very confident of his plans for going 
out on his own with Plagueis still alive and trying to kill him. 


The only plans he wasn't confident in, the ones he would never 
classify as good, were his plans to survive and escape his master 
immediate after failing to kill him. He had to settle for "good enough" 
on that front. 


He held up his hands, allowing a spark of Sith Lightning to pass 
through his fingers. Wrenching back the Dark Side from Vader to 
unleash his full power would be too revealing, too potentially 
noticeable in the Force. His affinity for Force Lightning, however, 
allowed him to wield such an attack even with the handicap. 


Fortunately and unfortunately, the same applied to Plagueis. 


He reached around a corner and set a torrent of Sith lightning down 
the seemingly empty hall. They parted around seemingly nothing, 
Plagueis allowing himself to bleed into existence from his illusion, 
one hand held in front of him as the lightning passed around him 
harmlessly. "That is a far cry from your usual veracity, Sidious," 
Plagueis commented, unamused. 


"And any other time, you would have simply absorbed such an 
attack," Sidious countered, allowing himself a small smirk. 


It vanished in an instant as he ducked under a lightsaber strike 
aimed for his head before blocking the second strike with his own 
blade. 


Plagueis regarded him with some idle form of disappointment as the 
blades remained locked. "Did you leave your other lightsaber in your 
suite again?" he asked as if his traitorous student had forgotten his 
backpack. 


Sidious rolled his eyes. Of course Plagueis would scold him during 
their deathmatch. "We've been over this, | don't always feel 
confident about being able to conceal both in the senate," he 
reminded, imagining the disaster if he accidentally made a loud 
enough noiseby hitting the concealed saber against something, and 
forget if it accidentally went off. "Besides, it's not like they're the only 
ones | have." 


Plagueis almost seemed impressed as he watched his traitorous 
apprentice jump back and saw several small pieces of metal, idle 
and forgotten bits of machinery to the naked eye, shoot from all 
around the room towards Sidious and form a second lightsaber, 
which he ignited in an instant. "That trick took me months to truly 
master," Plagueis admitted in interest. 


"In that, if nothing else, we are equal, Darth Plagueis," Sidious 
answered as he leapt forward, the Muun Sith doing so as well. 


The sword fight now was more like a dance than a struggle. Strikes 
from one set of sabers barely made contact with the opposing 
blades, emitting the slightest of crackles, before both Siths leapt 
past or away from another... a pure battle of speed and precision. 


"So is this your lesson in fear, Master? | find the material lacking in 
substance," Sidious mocked, mentally calculating how far he'd have 
to get before he could hope to escape. Three minutes down the 
quickest path, so obviously he couldn't use that. 


"Lessons often take a while to sink in, Sidious," Plagueis answered 


mysteriously. 


Which meant he believed he had already won. Which wasn't good, 
Sidious knew very well. 


"Forgive me, but this is one lesson for which | must be remain 
Absent ," Sidious snarled back before taking off with a dash. 


Plagueis would have followed suit, if he wasn't currently destroying 
two security turrets that had sprung forth and attempted to shoot 
him. Luckily, he had begun twisting and crushing them before they 
could fire. "Yes, like | didn't already suspect you hacked the security 
defenses," he murmured as he finished crushing them. It would 
have been easier to make them shoot each other if he hadn't 
designed them himself to not be physically able to point at each 
other for that exact reason. 


He glanced down the path Sidious had taken, wondering just which 
of the "secret" plans this fool was attempting. Because Plagueis was 
confident he had accounted for ninety-five percent of them. 


Which, to give credit, was three percent less than he assumed about 
most foes he prepared for. 


Meanwhile 
"A Sith? What is a Sith?" Sol Sixxa questioned with a scowl. 


"| would not be surprised you don't know of them, My Friend," Duke 
Brumel stated, stroking his beard. "They are an ancient, mysterious 
enemy of the Republic. Or, rather, the Jedi. Not many records of 
their culture exist. Most worlds only have them listed as events, such 
as long forgotten wars with the Republic." 


"The Red Jedi," Cifo muttered. "That is what the Duros | grew 
around called them. Stories of an Empire of Jedi-like warriors, 
always hungry for war. Especially with the Jedi." 


"Hmm, history has not been an issue our people could pursue," Sod 
Gert commented, trading looks with his fellows. "But | do believe | 
recall them, if only in mention that the Ruusan Reformation occurred 
at the end of a war with a group called Sith." 


"Are you sure you can trust him, Queen?" Sixxa questioned with a 
head tilt. 


"For now, yes," Amidala answered diplomatically. "If what | 
understand is correct, Darth Vader claims no allegiance or 
connection to the political entity the Sith may have once been, only 
to the culture of one." 


Cifo made a noise that might have been a hum, obviously feeling a 
connection to that notion as a Neimoidian in biology only. 


"| don't like how he seems to have just come out of nowhere with no 
explanation," Sixxa countered before nodding to himself. "But I've 
been to Tatooine, once. If there was ever a time to have turned on 
you, it would have been there. And you obviously have more reason 
to trust him than us." 


"Very well. We should call this meeting to a close, as the senate will 
soon be called to vot-" Brumel started before the door suddenly 
opened, a purple Twi'lek woman appearing with a white dress. "Zafi, 
what is-?" he started with a scowl, his voice halfway between 
scolding and concern. 


"Forgive the intrusion, Duke Brumel, but there's been an incident," 
she interrupted firmly. 


Instantly, the entire group was on alert, trading wary looks amongst 
themselves. "In the senate?" Brumel guessed. 


"No, the Jedi Temple." 


Padme's eyes went wide, instantly knowing who the only source of 
this could be. She watched, eyes glued to the messenger, as the 
tail-headed alien moved to activate a holofeed in the center of the 
room, showing the HoloNet News. There, on full display to the 
watching Galaxy, was Darth Vader amongst a great many Jedi. 
Around him was a swarm of rocks and boulders that circled him, 
blocking and bashing away the Jedi that dared to approach him. 


"Is... is he taking on the entire temple?" Sixxa asked, looking truly 
gobsmacked for once, his jaded demeanor giving way to disbelief. It 


was well known that Jedi were among the hardest things to fight and 
kill. To see so many bested spoke to him as a warrior, giving him an 
uneasy idea of the true gap in power between this Vader and others 
with the Force. 


"| doubt Vader, after everything else, is doing this without reason," 
Panaka added in, more to himself than anyone else. 


"Regardless of that, it seems your ally just became a political 
liability, Your Highness," Cifo remarked apologetically. 


"Don't be so sure, Cifo Klatt," Amidala countered, nodding back to 
the image. 


They all looked, wondering what she saw that they didn't. One by 
one, they began to notice it, until even Brumel blinked. "Are those 
Jedi there... helping him?" 


Meanwhile 


"Master Dooku! What are you doing?!" A Jedi knight asked in alarm 
as the Serennian Jedi held his blue blade towards a group of his 
comrades, his back towards the partial cocoon of debris that floated 
around Vader, now still and no longer spinning. 


"Hopefully, putting an end to this foolhardiness," Dooku answered 
smoothly, his hawk-like stare penetrating their souls. "| suggest 
putting your sabers away, my friends." 


"Please, Master, we don't want to hurt you!" a Padawan requested 
earnestly. 


"Hurt me?" Dooku questioned with an amused look. "You must think 
rather highly of yourself, Padawan." 


No one dared to strike him with a lightsaber, but one guardian did 
attempt to disable him with a Force Push. Dooku dodged behind the 
attack with a spin of his heel. His blade knocked aside another 
Jedi's weapon, giving Dooku an opening to deliver a Force Push of 
his own, knocking him off his feet. Two beside him struck in defense 
of their comrade, but Dooku blocked over the top of his head with 
ease before parrying them away. He wasn't as spry as he used to 


be, but few were as good of a true duelist as he. 


"| Knew you were a strange one, Qui-Gon, but | never thought you 
were out of your mind," a female Guardian addressed to the 
maverick, smiling despite being locked in sabers with her. 


"Funny, | believe you called me that nearly every day with Tahl, 
Clee," he retorted fondly before frowning. "You know this is wrong." 


"How so? A Sith attacked, and we're defending ourselves," Clee 
retorted firmly, orange eyes searching him suspiciously. 


"Then why are they still alive? Why hasn't he killed even one of us?" 
Qui-Gon retorted, before grunting slightly from the stain of their 
blade-lock. 


"You tire too easily these days," Clee remarked with a touch of 
sympathy. 


Qui-Gon steadied himself at that, but scrunched his brow as she 
broke their blade-lock and stepped back, her hands trembling, 
"Clee?" 


"You don't know what it was like, Qui," she said with gritted teeth, 
glaring past him to the Sith Lord standing like a statue, but 
completely out of anyone's grasp. "The Dark Side erupted like a 
waking beast when he revealed himself." 


"Clee, | was there! Literally, | was on the same planet as him!" Qui- 
Gon reminded firmly, blocking as she struck him. Not in anger, but 
frustration. 


"That isn't what | meant! You weren't here, the Temple suddenly felt 
less bright, less safe. You weren't here as that... thing you're 
defending left Padawans and Younglings screaming in their beds, 
and no one could explain to them what was happening or why." 


"Clee, this is not the Jedi way. You're allowing your fears to take root 
in you," Qui-Gon cautioned in concern. 


"Fear? No, Qui-Gon, courage. As far as I'm concerned, he's been 
attacking the temple this entire time. Regardless of why he came 


here, | do this to protect our home and the Order," Clee stated 
firmly. 


Up above, Obi-Wan decided to substitute his inexperience with 
unconventionality, taking the fight onto the floating rocks. "Well, this 
is a fine mess of things you've made!" Obi-Wan called down to the 
Dark Lord after kicking a fellow Padawan off. 


"Funny, | thought that was my line." 


Obi-Wan turned in surprise to see someone he wasn't sure how to 
feel about in the moment. "Quinlan Vos," he greeted, giving a weak 
smile as the man looked at him from another rock, arms crossed. 
"Situation aside, it's good to see you." 


"You as well, my friend," Quinlan agreed with a brief nod, glancing 
down at the Sith Lord below them. "I'm going to assume you haven't 
turned to the Dark Side." 


"Good, that's half the battle for me," Obi-Wan quipped, keeping his 
senses tuned for anyone else venturing up here. 


The often troubled Jedi looked back to his friend with searching 
eyes. "You truly believe this is the best way?" 


Obi-Wan paused for a moment. He knew that look, but had a hard 
time believing what he believed was about to happen. "Yes. And as 
a man that battles the Dark Side so often, you know this is more 
than it appears," Obi-Wan reasoned. 


Vos stared for a moment before nodding and turning around to send 
a Jedi that had climbed up falling off before they could get proper 
footing. "I'm going to have a hard time explaining this to Aayla." 


Obi-Wan just blinked in astonishment. "| am very much looking 
forward to the sabbatical with the MediCorp." 


And at the center of this conflict, one wouldn't know it, but Vader 
was genuinely confused under his mask. He hadn't expected 
something like this, Qui-gon and others actually defending him in 
combat. To be frank, he wasn't entirely sure what was going on now. 
But he actually found the situation a little hilarious. Obi-Wan Kenobi, 


future Jedi of Jedi, was helping Qui-Gon and Dooku defend a Sith 
Lord from a horde of the Jedi Order? If he had been ten years 
younger, Sith Lord or not, he probably wouldn't have been able to 
resist laughing at the sheer absurdity of this scene around him. Even 
the Dark Side felt uncertain what it wanted to focus on more now: 
Sith versus Sith or Jedi versus Jedi. 


Said uncertainty died as the main event finally arrived, the Dark Side 
hungery anticipation returning with avengence. 


Vader looked over his shoulder and all the fighting started to die 
down, all eyes fixed towards the temple entrance. 


Flanked by many others of the council, Mace Windu had a surprised 
and troubled expression that hardened into stony determination. 
"Master Dooku, what is the meaning of this? Have you all lost your 
senses?" he called out in question. 


Dooku merely shrugged. "In fairness, this was the Padawan's idea." 


Vader mentally did a double take at that, Obi-Wan groaning above 
at being thrown under the bus. 'What... am | doing to this timeline?’ 
Vader questioned himself, wondering if he should be concerned. 
Obi-Wan going along with this idea, that was just unexpected. Being 
the origin of it? Now that was surprising. Once more, he checked the 
Dark Side just to make sure he hadn't somehow corrupted his 
would-be Master, which came back negative once more. 


Regaining his focus, he noted Windu beginning his approach. "I 
don't know how you four have succumbed to this madness, but it's 
time to end this." 


"| couldn't agree more." 


Obi-Wan and Quinlan instantly jumped off the floating rocks as they 
suddenly fell, the Force no longer supporting them against gravity. 
Many more, Qui-Gon and Dooku included, quickly leapt and dashed 
further away as the debris started to push its way outwards in all 
directions from Vader. When it was done, the message was clear to 
everyone, especially Mace Windu. 


All the stones and rocks now formed a circle that the Dark Lord 
stood in the middle of. It was a ring, a dueling ring. 


The Reemerged Sith Lord against the Master of the Jedi Order. 


For a moment, all was silent save for Darth Vader's breathing as he 
waited patiently for the Vaapad user's response. 


And respond he did. While reluctant, his fellow council members 
stood down as Windu wordlessly jumped into the ring. "If this was 
your intention, "My Lord," you could have simply joined us earlier," 
Mace Windu commented with narrowed eyes as they sized each 
other up. 


"Trust me, Jedi, you won't believe the real reason | have come to 
your temple," Vader forewarned as he waited patiently. 


"Master Windu! Don't!" Obi-Wan called as he stood on the edge of 
the arena. 


"This no longer concerns you, Padawan," Windu rebuked, never 
taking his eyes off the Sith Lord. 


"You don't understand! You're playing right into his hands by 
attacking him!" Obi-Wan warned. 


"Listen to the Padawan, Master Windu," Qui-Gon called, sounding 
much calmer in his imploration. "Your zeal has blinded you more 
thoroughly than your anger ever could." 


But the Master of the Order paid the maverick no mind, the voices of 
his comrades distant and muffled in his ears. His focus was on 
Vader, as he felt the Dark Side condensing around the monolith of a 
man. He knew this could not be a battle of attrition, Vader's March 
had proven that. Victory would not come from wearing down his 
opponent, only breaking through the shield that was this Sith's 
experience and skill. 


"It is Galidraan all over again," Dooku murmured in disappointment 
as the tension finally reached its apex. 


Mace Windu charged forward, but for this foe, so did Vader. Qui- 


Gon stared in disbelief as Vader, normally favoring a less speed- 
based style, was able to match Mace Windu with a burst of Force 
Speed to increase his agility. Their sabers igniting in mid swing, the 
two clashed at the center and the stone beneath them cracked from 
the intensity of the Force colliding against itself. 


"Well, Master of the Order?" Vader asked in challenge. "The Sith, 
the enemy you wish to defeat, stands before you. Is this not the 
event you desired the moment | stepped foot onto this planet?" 


"Your attempts to goad me won't work," Windu countered calmly. 


"| highly doubt you require any goading, Mace Windu," Vader as 
they both pulled back from the sword lock. What followed next, no 
one was sure who was attacking and who was countering, who was 
the actor and who the reactor. All it appeared for most Jedi was two 
lightsabers rapidly clashing. Never actually blocking so much as two 
attacks colliding. 


Something broke. A missed swing, a minute loss of speed, 
something resulted in the two blades locking once more. Whose 
error, only the combatants could know. Vader batted the blade 
away, but Windu rolled with the assault, leaping past the Sith's 
guard. 


Or so he believed. 


Windu wasn't surprised that this Sith could produce a Force Barrier, 
but it was rather troubling just how durable it felt. The shield did not 
waver or crack from the blow, not even slightly. 


Vader knew Windu would not waste time trying to break the barrier 
head on, and instead used it to unleash a wave of Force energy, 
sending the Master of the Order back several feet. Windu raised his 
saber to block a spinning saber throw from Vader. The Vaapad user 
almost didn't compensate in time when the blade made contact, for 
it was not just a saber throw. Vader walked forward with one hand 
held out, using the Force to wield his weapon against Windu. 


Windu would admit, if only to himself, that surprised him. Using the 
Force to truly wield a saber was not a common skill. He found 


himself on the defensive now as the lightsaber struck his at his until 
Vader grasped it and seemlessly resumed his assault in the same 
instant. While he searched for an opening, his Vaapad style allowed 
him maintain an unbreakable defense against the Dark Lord as he 
churned Vader's own power back at him. 


"Do you really believe you have the power to destroy all the Jedi 
here?" Mace asked through gritted teeth, blocking blow after blow as 
the Dark Side flowed through him and back at its Master. It felt much 
colder than he ever recalled in fighting Dark Jedi in the past. He 
always imagined it would feel more burning sensation if he fought a 
Sith like this. 


"Do you really believe you can handle the culmination of the Dark 
Side?" Vader countered as he struck again with... 


None of his power? 


It was physically strong, but Vader had not used the force in that 
swing. Mace almost stumbled forward, but recovered to block again 
at the last second. He almost felt backwards as the Dark Side 
flooded through him again, stronger than before. He swore he heard 
something snickering in the distance of the Force, but knew it was 
not Vader. 


To his bewilderment, it was Vader that broke the contest, stepping 
back with his weapon at the ready. "Your Vaapad is truly 
impressive," Vader freely complimented. "One consumed by their 
own power would never be able to fully exploit its weakness." 


Mace tensed as he realized what had just happened. Vader had 
intentionally weakened and then enhanced his attacks to disrupt the 
cycle created by the Vaapad style. A flaw he never imagined would 
be an issue, for he always theoretically knew this could happen, but 
only against someone extremely powerful in the Dark Side. And just 
as Vader said, he had expected that a Master of the Dark Side to be 
drunk on power.. 


But even with Vader's apparent self control, how could he have 
prepared for that? Vaapad was among the newest styles, and he the 
only master of it. 


Qui-Gon just shook his head from the side lines as he saw the duel 
unfold. He wasn't sure what weakness Vader referred to in regards 
to Windu's form, but he knew one thing the Master of the Order 
didn't grasp about the situation. Vader could have used that 
weakness, the opening just now to land a crippling blow, or even a 
death blow. Just as he could have killed every Jedi that had fought 
against him until now, and yet still he hadn't. The sheer suddenness 
of the Sith and Dark Side resurging had thrown many a Jedi into 
unknown territory, and it was clear even those on the council weren't 
handling themselves properly in deciding how to handle this. 


Granted, he wasn't sure how much of this situation was jumping to 
conclusions and how much was Vader being intentionally difficult. 


End of Chapter 


Pre-Script: Little announcement to all that don't know: | have a new 
Darth Vader fic called Imperium of Vader . |f you haven't yet, you 
might want ot give it a peak, and if you have, | hope you enjoyed it. 


Merry Post-Christmas everybody, and happy New Years! Hope you 
all enjoyed this end of the year post. Should be my last post in 
general for 2019. Oi, | hated this year, too many family scares with 
hospitals. Luckily, its about over and | did have some good times in 
between the bad. 


Which brings me to this next bit: THANK YOU ALL SO MUCH! 
Thanks to all of you, this fic has become one of, if not THE #1 Star 
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The Force Rumbled. 

No one sensitive to it could ever ignore the feeling. 


The Death Cult of Bando Gora gathered as their High Priestess 
roared a song of battle and fury, of twin reckonings taking place, 
side by side. 


The Fallanassi strained under their meditation and immersion, 
feeling the ripples in the White Current manifest as waves crashing 
and warping their own illusions and concealments. 


The Blackshackle Fleet, in the midst of their civil war with the rest of 
the Blazing Chain, roared with a dark triumph that was not their own, 
but made them forge onwards ever fiercer 


Every member of the Vahla species, all the way up to the sacred 
priests that made up the Chosen of Vahl, as they sensed the 
champion- or, perhaps, even consort- of their Goddess lay low the 
arrogant and narrow minded Jedi Order, who butchered their 
ancestors so long ago. 


The Heinsnake Cult hummed a prayer as they felt their long awaited 
master, praying that he would slay the first of the snakes, and come 
to lead them into the glorious Reign of Eternal Chaos. 


The Nightsisters gathered for a war chant as they sensed the dual 
wars: Between the Great Darkness and the Blind Light, and between 


the Mist of Death and Shadows of Hatred. 


And more, many more, watched on intently. From the depths of the 
Core to the Kathol sector, they silently observed as the future itself 
was remade, destroyed, and rewritten. 


Yet Korriban, the ancient world of the Sith with its endless tombs, 
was silent. For all the ghosts and specters of many Dark Lords were 
already in the fight alongside their fellow Darth. After all, how could 
they deny the Dark Side's call for the greatest attack on the Jedi 
Order, spiritual if not physical, in millennia? 


But sometimes, the greatest wisdom and truest sight is that of a 
child. 


Anakin figuratively shrugged off another surge of the Force 
resonating from Vader's fight with, well, wnoever had managed to 
last more than a minute with him. Ansoka whimpered as the boy 
helped support her, walking her through the Great Hall while she 
guided him to the circular room, her head pounding even without the 
Dark Side targeting her as much. 


"Ahsoka, there you are!" 


Anakin looked up in relief for the voice, but scowled as he found no 
one around them. 


"Masta Phara Nannar," Ahsoka responded with a relieved tone, 
leaning down. 


Anakin looked towards their feet and honestly took a moment to 
register what he was seeing. Ahsoka was crouched down to be face 
to face with what looked a fairly large rabbit, complete with puffy 
white ears. But she had legs and feet more like a feline, and wore 
Jedi robes fit for such a small stature. 


Anakin had seen a lot of strange creatures in his short life, so this 
one's form didn't shock him. He just wouldn't assume she was a 
sapient at first glance if not for the clothes. 


"I'm relieved you're safe, young one. Thank you-" she paused, not 
recognizing the young boy immediately. 


"Anakin Skywalker,” he answered, shaking off his stupor before he 
appeared rude. "Is this where-?" 


Anakin stopped as a scream rang from a nearby room, making 
Phara Nannar snap her head back towards it in concern. Anakin 
knew screams well enough to guess that one belonged to a child. 
"Come, come, quickly!" Phara insisted, scurrying back towards the 
room. 


Ahsoka ran to follow after her teacher, but stopped a few feet short 
of the door as she felt the absence of a hand on her shoulder. She 
turned in confusion as she saw Anakin staring down the Great Hall. 
"Afau'a?" Ahsoka called in concern. (Skyguy?) 


But Anakin didn't hear her. He was too busy, watching. What, he 
couldn't put into words. 


Well, actually, that was a lie. He could put it into words, they just 
were... more simplified than he felt the sight deserved. 


There were two seas, of black and white, but they refused to touch, 
except at one singular point both masses tried to dominate. The 
Black lurched and churned wrathfully, while the White rippled, 
struggling to stay calm and still as it rippled more and more. 


And at the point, were two figures, clashing, fighting. 
Warring. 


The figures shifted and changed as he tried to see, to understand 
what he was seeing. 


He leaned to the White, and he saw a great Vornskr growling down 
at a twisted and rabid Maalraas. The Vornskr lunged, biting into the 
leg of the Maalraas. 


Anakin, feeling as though he was standing right before the great 
beasts, flinched back... into the Black. 


The Vornskr grew into an aged, pale Rancor as the Maalraas bit 
back, fangs morphing into a mighty beak, growing innumerable 
tentacles as it became a huge and ever hungry Sarlacc. 


He shifted again; they became a lean Nexu and a starved Tuk'ata. 
Another change in his position and once more they metamorphosed, 
into a witless Wampa and a cunning Gundark. 


Anakin eyed the creatures suspiciously before taking what felt like a 
step back, a step away from both sides. From there, he leaned 
forward and focused. 


He felt no fear now, as he saw them now as two Greater Kryat 
Dragons. The massive reptilians charged at each other, but Anakin's 
attention was no longer on their fighting, but on their appearance. 


One was Kryat was covered in wounds: lacerations, burns, stabs. All 
marred its otherwise mighty form, muscle toned and thick, claws and 
fangs poised. It was powerful, but it was rash, desperate to devour. 


The other was scrawny and sickly, all scars of battles long faded. Its 
bones jutted against the skin, and disease gnawed at its limbs. It 
was wise from age, but it was slow, unwilling to devour as its enemy 
devoured. 


And as they roared in each other's faces, Anakin saw the eyes. 
The Scarred Kryat had its eyes gouged out. 

The Starved Kryat had pale, blank eyes. 

They were each as blind as the other. 

"An-kin! An-kin!" 


The human boy shook himself out of the trance as he felt a pair of 
small hands clutching his shirt and shaking him. The scene faded as 
he once more was staring at the little Togruta girl, looking up at him 
desperately. "Ahsoka?" he said, catching a breath he didn't know he 
needed. 


"Kumsara! Narsu!" Ahsoka requested urgently, trying to pull him to 
no effect. (Stay! Please!) 


Anakin blinked, the meaning flying over his head this time. "I'm 
sorry, | don't-" he paused, straining his memory for a decent 


wording. "Koa ksilan kub." (No understand.) 


Ahsoka took a deep breath as she remembered her lessons, 
calming herself as best she could while knowing IT was still fighting 
with the Masters. "Don't go!" 


Anakin stared as he finally realized just how desperately Ahsoka 
wanted him to stay. It was an odd feeling, someone acting like they 
needed him so much. Wouldn't a Jedi Master or Phara Nannar be 
someone better to help her, someone she'd feel safer with than 
another kid she just met? 


Anakin shook away all of that. It didn't matter why she needed him, 
just that she did. He looked back down the vast, cathedral-like hall 
and could practically hear the clash of lightsabers from this great 
distance. 


But he wasn't afraid. Not for Vader, at least. He knew that the man 
who helped free him would emerge out of this alive. That wasn't 
hero worship, or at least he hoped it wasn't. But there was nothing 
he could do for Vader even if he did worry for the Sith Lord. Ahsoka, 
at least, he could help. How he helped, he had no idea, but she 
hadn't started screaming again. 


And he had to admit, the relieved smile Ansoka gave him was one of 
the most precious things he had seen in a long time. 


He followed her into the room, and for the first time since meeting 
him, Anakin almost felt angry with Vader. 


All around the room, children no older than Ahsoka sat on benches 
or the floor, various ones curled into fetal positions, while Phara 
Nannar ran around, trying to help one youngling yet two more 
always needed her as well. Whimpers and sobs permeated the 
room as something hung oppressively over everyone. He felt like he 
was looking at children about to be sold off into slavery for the first 
time, scared and confused as something cruel and beyond their 
understanding was happening to them. 


But while he knew Vader was technically responsible, that didn't 
explain one thing: "What's wrong with them?" Anakin asked in 


confusion. 


Ahsoka looked to him in disbelief, but Anakin didn't notice as he 
looked over them. 


"Get it off, get it off!" a human boy nearby started snapping 
desperately, clutching at his clothes as if he was trying to rip 
something off. 


"Hey, hey!" Anakin called as he moved to kneel beside the younger 
male and placed a hand on his shoulder. The boy's fear soaked 
brown eyes looked up sharply to lock with Anakin's blue orbs. 
"What's wrong? What what do you see?" he asked softly, trying not 
to startle the youngling. 


The Jedi-to-be shivered as he curled into himself. "I-l keep waking 
up, in a suit. It's cold and dark, and someone is on the floor wi- 
without thei-their he-head, and | want out! I-I can't breathe," he 
sobbed, clutching his head through his brown hair. 


"Hey! Hey. What's your name?" Anakin asked suddenly. 
"W-what?" the boy responded, as if pulled back from his nightmare. 
"Your name? Who are you?" Anakin asked with a small smile. 


He stared for a moment, too stunned to even be scared. "Tel... 
Telloti," he answered, eyeing Anakin with an expression somewhere 
between awe and incomprehension on his face. "You're not afraid?" 


Anakin's smile suddenly became much older than it should have 
been able to. "Not of this, Telloti," he answered honestly, keeping 
his hand on Telloti's shoulder. 


He glanced up and beyond the boy ever so slightly. He thought he 
had been imagining it, but something felt odd when he touched 
Ahsoka or Telloti. He didn't experience whatever was making these 
children so scared, but he could almost feel it, see it... as if there 
was another figure on the opposite side of the dark skinned boy, its 
own metaphysical hand on the other shoulder. It reminded him of 
what Vader felt like in the Force, but wilder and not as cold. There 
was no control or direction, it was just- there, existing. Feasting? 


Plaguing? 


He didn't know or have the luxury to care right now. All he knew was 
that he wanted this to stop. 


And just like that, only one shoulder had a hand on it. 


Anakin looked around as the screaming and crying had stopped. He 
saw the other younglings looking around- minus the ones that 
collapsed in exhaustion. Some whimpered and were very uncertain 
of their safety still, but the room no longer felt so oppressive. As if 
whatever plagued them had left the room. 


And amidst it all, one furry little Jedi regarded Anakin with 
incomprehension. "What did you do?" Phara asked with a furrowed 
brow. She was sure he had done something, but she hadn't felt 
anything in the Force repelling the Dark Side. It was like it just... left 
them alone. 


Anakin looked to her and gave the most honest answer he had. "! 
have no idea." 


Telloti stared at the older boy in thanks and amazement while 
Ahsoka was flat out awed by her new friend. 


Phara eyed the boy as something seemed off. Not in the Force, 
regarding this at least, but the boy himself. He was wearing fairly 
dirty clothes that weren't what most younglings and Padawans wore. 
"Anakin, what clan are you in?" she inquired curiously. 


Anakin's next answer was honest, but the implications truly shocked 
the small Jedi. 


"| don't think | have one yet?" 
Meanwhile 


Plagueis was almost disappointed by Sidious, using mere training 
droids to try and stall him, the Duelist Elites armed with a wide 
collection of weapons: Rapiers, clubs, chains, hatchets, and evena 
few vibroblades. That said, there were a lot of them, the better half 
of a hundred filling the hallway. Far more than he ever 


commissioned, discounting the ones Maul had destroyed. Not a 
threat, but a very annoying and time consuming obstacle. Mostly 
because Plagueis himself had properly altered their programming to 
dodge Force attacks- intend to keep Sidious from becoming too 
dependent on his Force Lightning, but they'd register any 
conventional hand gesture one would make as a manipulation of the 
Force. 


Normally, he wouldn't mind dismantling this little mock-army with 
overwhelming speed and skill, but unfortunately, Sidious's entire 
goal here was to keep the Muun busy, to buy time enough to get off 
Coruscant. 


So it was time to be unconventional. 


He deactivated his lightsabers, slowly and deliberately folding his 
hands behind his back. The droids registered this as an opening, 
lunging to attack the Dark Lord. His finger moved behind his back, 
causing the metal panel of the floor to wretch off its bindings and 
slam four or five droids into the ceiling, crushing and dismantling 
them. The metallic sheet slammed down on the next line of 
mechanicals and destroying another set. As the pieces from the first 
batch fell from the ceiling like rain, Plagueis took a deep breath 
before pulling away his breathing mask. The Dark Side condensed 
in his lungs, infusing with the air, before he let loose a sonic 
screech. Half the remaining droids were flayed apart by the attack, 
and more still were shredded by the falling debris being propelled 
forward at high speeds. 


The remaining obstacles only survived by hiding around corners or 
framing around the wall. Replacing his mask, he shot forward at 
speeds that rendered him a blur to the average mortal. With a 
bursting motion of his fingers, the trail of metal parts and robot 
bodies were flung back to crush and impale the last adversaries. 


He never even stopped moving after that, a specter flicking through 
the maze of halls and tunnels, before he reached a silo-shaped 
room, acylinder of a room stretching up a dozen stories above and 
hundreds below the floor, faintly lit by an insufficient amount of 
lights. It took him only an instant to know that Sidious had gone up. 


And he had a confident prediction on where his traitorous student 
had ventured to. 


Having taken all of a second to consider all of that, the Muun Sith 
half-leapt and half-flew up the floors on one side of the circular 
rooms. He scaled thirty floors, and then another two when he saw 
the path was sealed. He was about to head in when he paused, 
glaring suspiciously into the dark, orange shaded tunnel. The Dark 
Side might be busy with Vader's siege of the temple, but even now it 
didn't lead Plagueis astray. 


He glared off at the side, seeing a small vent. He could fit through 
there, fly through it in an instant, if not for the blasted oxygen 
canister he needed. He had definitely put off finding a proper way to 
heal his old wounds for far too long. 


With great annoyance, he went one more up floor and over to his 
left, zipping down the unmolested hallways, taking four turns before 
coming to a stop, leaping in the air as he activated his lightsabers. 
Wielding them with the Force, he impaled them into the floor and 
spun them around to form a circle. Right as he landed, the metal 
gave way and fell with him riding it down partially. 


Half way down, he used the Force to hover and slow his descent 
down within the hidden hanger room. The partially melted slab of 
metal continued to fall, bouncing off a starship. 


"Going somewhere, Sidious?" Plagueis asked loudly as he steadily 
floated down, Sidious nowhere in sight. But he knew he was here. 


When no answer came, Plagueis waved a hand, every door and 
hatch around the room closed with a collection of dull thuds. The 
only way out now was the hangar exit. His eyes scanned the room, 
both the floor and walkways above, but found no trace of the human. 


Where was he? 


It wasn't that there was a shortage of places to hide. There was a 
veritable workstation in one corner of the room, cluttered with tools 
and pieces of machinery. Lightsaber parts, with a few pieces that 
could be for anything. Around the room laid larger pieces of 


technology, primarily spare parts for the ship. Sidious had no doubt 
wanted to make sure he had everything he needed if the transport 
malfunctioned. There was also a large, triangular chunk of charred 
and blacken metal. Something Sidious kept as a memento or 
perhaps just something he tested equipment on? And there was a 
row of three cabinets, probably filled with holobooks or even 
physical books on one subject or another that Sidious might need to 
reference- begrudgingly, no doubt, but Sidious was not exactly a 
genius for engineering. He could repair his own ship, true, but- 


Plagueis actually blinked as he looked back to the ship. The cockpit 
was empty, that was true, and he would have heard it on if Sidious 
had shut it down when Plagueis entered the room. One didn't train 
under Darth Tenebrous, aka Rugess Nome the legendary ship 
designer, without picking up on a few things regarding starships. 


So why were his instincts pointing him to the ship? 


He paced the room, eyeing it suspiciously as the engines 
themselves came into proper view. Something was off, he knew, but 
what? It was a small ship, meant only for one. It was obviously a 
design based of the Jedi's current starship of choice: The Delta-6 
Sprite-Class Starfighter. If he was right, it was a public knockoff: 
Shorter, the points of the triangular shape were more curved, and it 
had three smaller engines instead of a single main one. 


Three engines instead of one... Plagueis's mind repeated that. Why 
would Sidious want a model that had three engines instead of one? 
It was great if you were concerned about engine failure: this model 
should be able to get off world with one engine and maybe even 
enter hyperspace with just two. But this was a secret emergency 
escape ship. The entire point of it was that it was in perfect order 
and hidden for an escape. 


And suddenly his intellect caught up with his instincts: The left and 
right engines had a bit of typical singeing about the edges. The 
middle one didn't. 


Without another instant wasted, he threw his lightsaber, igniting it in 
midair with the Force, impaling it into the right engine. 


With a great snap of secret joints, the hull covering what should 
have been the middle engine shot up before flying towards Plagueis. 
He merely side stepped it as he watched Sidious rise out of the 
secret compartment of the ship, glaring hatefully at his long time 
teacher. 


The Muun simply smirked, in what could almost be mistaken for 
benevolence instead of malevolence, and had only one retort to his 
former student's rage. 


"Shall we continue the lesson, Sidious?" 
Meanwhile 


The amount of damage and lack of injury was a testament to both 
fighters. 


Darth Vader and Mace Windu stood within the ring, or what was left 
of it. The floor beneath them wasn't just cracked; it was essentially 
shattered, specks and pebbles flung upwards with every clash of the 
Force. Gaining and losing ground didn't mean much now, the 
ground often giving way even when they wouldn't. 


Windu had several burnt gashes in his clothes, and there were more 
than a few in and around Vader's cloak with minor nicks along his 
armored suit. 


But it was painfully obvious to all that watched on that neither was 
truly injured. 


More so, it was growing just as clear to many Jedi that the Sith 
wasn't trying to kill the Master of the Order, having neglected to 
exploit no less than three openings. 


Even Mace knew it. He had faced many great foes throughout his 
life as a Jedi, knowing that every mistake might mean death or the 
loss of a limb. A warrior like himself could only deny his own failings 
so many times before realizing that his life had been spared too 
often to call this a battle to the death. And he was tiring, as bad as it 
was to admit. Not enough to worry, but if nothing changed, Vader 
would defeat him through sheer exhaustion. 


"| grow weary of this, Jedi," Vader declared, as if sensing his 
conclusion, his saber pointed down as he held the Jedi's gaze. "End 
this or | shall." 


Mace narrowed his gaze and tightened his grip on his saber, 
prompting Vader to raise his own. There were no words, no 
exchanges among the crowd of Jedi. Not even the bombardment of 
the Dark Side could distract from the battle, like something right from 
the tales of old, of the battles against the Sith Empire. 


The Force swelled with them once more, for what felt to be the 
crescendo of their duel. Mace Windu stared intently at Vader, 
perceiving a shatterpoint in the left arm. Damage or strain on the 
prosthetic? Windu couldn't be sure, just that he knew he now saw 
his opening. 


Vader stood his ground as Mace Windu leapt forward, sabers 
locking in an instant. But Mace only held his weapon with one hand 
this time. Not enough to go toe-to-toe with Vader's superior physical 
strength, but it didn't have to be. It just had to last long enough for 
his free hand to reach the shatterpoint. 


Time seemed to slow down as the two locked gazes, two 
unwavering and opposing wills battling against on another. But, if 
one watched closely, they would have seen it. Just before Mace's 
hand reached Vader's arm, the Master of the Order's face was 
morphing towards confusion. 


What only Mace Windu knew through sheer proximity was that 
Vader was surprised as well. 


The tension broke and many gasped in shock as a third saber came 
down on the pair, forcing their interlocked blades to be pushed down 
to the ground before the two opponents took a step back from the 
third party. 


"Master Yoda?" Mace asked in disbelief as the small, green Jedi 
had a hard look about his normally kind face. Without answering, 
Yoda extended out his hands and unleashed a tremendous Force 
Push. 


On both of them. 


Neither prepared, Vader and Windu found themselves straining 
against the incredible stream of Force power that had them skidding 
back many feet away from one another in opposite directions. 
Despite having all the might of the Dark Side at his back, Vader had 
to strain his powers to push back against the ancient Jedi. It wasn't 
something he could just dodge, the push being so large that all the 
Jedi even remotely in the direction behind him and Windu had to 
move out of the way to avoid being thrown about by the 
Grandmaster's power. 


Surprise attack or not, Sith Lord and Master of the Order alike 
eventually halted their forced retreats. Yoda, in turned, suddenly 
ceased his assault, leaving everything in silence for a brief instance. 
With a deep breath, Yoda turned to Vader with a scowl, who eyed 
him warily as the grandmaster... deactivated and holstered his 
lightsaber? 


"Master Yoda, what are you doing?!" Mace Windu called out, 
completely baffled by the eldest Jedi's actions. 


"End this, he said," Yoda said over his shoulder, but never taking his 
eyes off Vader. "The match, what he meant, it was." With a flick of 
fingers, Yoda's walking stick suddenly descended from the sky, 
landing next to Yoda as he grasped it. "End this, | believe, | have," 
Yoda stated, tapping his staff with finality as he nodded to Vader. 


The Dark Lord stared for a moment before he understood the small 
Jedi's point. Glancing from side to side, he saw that Yoda had 
clearly pushed him out past where the make shift ring of debris that 
Vader had made for this fight had been. 


With a moment of consideration, Vader deactivated his own 
lightsaber with a nod. "Well played, Grandmaster," Vader admitted, 
not expecting the move even if he didn't admit it. To Yoda, this had 
no doubt drawn out too long, knowing the Dark Side would not stop 
battering the temple and minds of the lesser Jedi until this battle was 
over. 


"You surrender?" Mace Windu asked with an unconvinced scowl. 


"Of course not, Jedi. | am only assuming your Grandmaster was 
finally ready to hear why | am here,” Vader countered, annoyance 
clear in his voice. 


There were murmurs and a great deal of tensing among the crowd 
as Mace Windu glared at the Sith Lord. "You have assaulted-" 


"Subdued," Vader cut off, crossing his arms. "Or are you still blind to 
the fact that every Jedi | have fought here is alive and mostly 
uncrippled?" 


"And what possible reason could you have to justify "subduing" Jedi 
in the first place?" Windu demanded harshly. 


"Well, here we go," Obi-Wan muttered at Qui-Gon sighed and 
Dooku just watched on curiously. 


"Self-defense," Vader explained in the most casual of tones. "I tried 
to explain to your fellow Jedi that | was merely delivering something, 
but they seemed to take offense to my explanation." 


"You call THAT self-defense?!" a Jedi exclaimed in outrage, a 
feeling shared by many. 


"My apologies, what exactly is the appropriate amount of self- 
defense against an army of Jedi that have no interest in listening to 
reason, rushing towards one's self with sabers drawn?" Vader 
questioned rhetorically. 


Mace grimaced as he realized that, from an outside view, Vader's 
assault likely painted the Jedi in a worse light than Vader's own 
actions. 


"Delivery?" Yoda questioned with a raised eyebrow, clearly 
humoring Vader for the moment. 


Slowly and deliberately, Vader raised one of his hands up with an 
open palm. Everyone watched cautiously as they sensed him pulling 
something with the Force. Something far away. 


A few calls of alarm came from the Jedi further down the steps as 
they turned to see something had shot out of the hovercar Vader 


had arrived in, soaring over them and through the air. As it went 
straight for Vader, many saw that whatever Vader's "delivery" was, it 
was in a purple cloth of something kind. 


Its descent slowed rapidly, allowing Vader to hold it up by the cloth, 
eliciting much shock from all the Jedi. There, in his grasp, was an 
unconscious yet clearly alive Dark Woman. 


"The Dark Woman? What is she...?" Mace asked in honest 
confusion, having not known her to be in the republic capital until 
now. 


"| suspected that you were unaware of her activities," Vader mused 
as he deposited her on the ground in Yoda's direction. "She broke 

into a Senator's private residence while they were away. Seeing as 
she can turn invisible, | assumed that | should bring this matter and 
herself into your custody personally instead of the Coruscant police. 


"Done to her, what have you?" Yoda demanded with a glare. 


"Only a mild Dark Side technique to suppress her consciousness for 
a time. | am certain your healers will have it undone before sunrise," 
Vader assured, leaving out just who had done it. 


"Was all of this truly necessary, for that?" Qui-Gon questioned as he 
stepped forward, giving Vader a look of disapproval. 


Vader held his gaze before, to the shock of some, nodding. "You are 
correct. If the four Jedi had not attacked, | would not have called 
upon the Dark Side as | have," he answered, which was technically 
true, even if he knew it was nearly impossible for the Jedi to have 
not overreacted to this exact situation. "But with your action, | took it 
upon myself to deliver two messages, along with your Dark 
Woman," Vader admitted, turning his attention back to Yoda. "You 
know the first message very well now, Grandmaster." 


Yoda nodded grimly. "Here, we are," he repeated. "The Dark Side, 
you spoke for, on its behalf?" 


"And all those that use it," Vader answered, even as he felt the 
summation of the Dark Side beginning to drain back across the 


Galaxy now that the fighting was done. It would take time, but it was 
dissipating. 


And the Jedi sensed it as well, grudgingly gaining some measure of 
relief. "And the second message?" Qui-Gon asked before anyone 
could tempt to break this awkward peace. 


"Something that this incident has made very, very clear," Vader 
stated with a firm tone. "It is time we had a talk, Jedi." 


End of Chapter 


Okay, another one done. Word of advice people, don't get worried 
about updates until it's been over a month since the last one. Also, 
thanks to all your support and enthusiasm, yes, | do plan to make 
my own version of the Sequel Trilogy- probably going to be called 
the Reborn Trilogy. Probably be another month before | attempt that 
though, ironing out the details and plans. 


Well, its been a long time coming, but here we are: Vader's non- 
violent meeting with the Order is about to come. You all just didn't 
expect it come AFTER a violent one, lol. And dear Force, there was 
something fun about writing Yoda's little moment here, a little 
reminder that he's basically the Jedi's version of Head Captain 
Yamamoto. 


So, yeah, if its not clear, Vader's favor from Plaguies is what kept 
the Dark Woman unconscious, along with helping Vader avoid being 
seen and followed by the Jedi keeping watch on him. Speaking of 
Plagueis, he had his own little moment or two to remind us why he's 
awesome. 


And Anakin probably just made a whole room full of friends. | didn't 
plan on Phara Nannar being an Kushiban, but it was too funny to 
pass up. XP And | hope you all enjoyed Anakin's little vision. 


Next up will be "The Talk" with Vader and the Jedi, and the Sidious- 
Plagueis fight should end next chapter or the one after, but I'm 
betting next. 


VERY IMPORTANT : To everyone that keep asking, no, | never 


revealed who Vader sensed back on Tattooine, you didn't miss it. 
But they are who Plagueis sensed earlier in space and you'll get 
another hint before we leave Coruscant, and will be revealed by the 
end of the story. 


And as always, consider tipping to my pat-reon! Thank you and have 
a good one! 


PS This fic is currently 7th most reviewed SW fic on the entire site, 
undoubtedly 6th after this chapter's review come in. 


PPS In other news, I'm still amazed that my Zim the Warlord fic has 
is its own TV Trope Page and this doesn''t, lol. 


Chapter 17 


Darth Vader in the Past 
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Plagueis went flying through the air, blasting a hole in the metal wall 
with a Force Push, giving him more time to lessen his acceleration 
as he landed with a crouch inside the mighty indent. He mentally 
went over what just happened a hundred times in an instant, 
wondering if he could have avoided that nasty little encounter: 


He had disarmed Sidious briefly, forcing the Naboo-born Sith to 
resort to using his weakened Sith Lightning again. 


Just as before, he had parted the stream around him with relative 
ease. 


He had been closing in on his wayward apprentice, ready to put a 
stop to this charade. 


That was about the time when the Dark Side started rushing back to 
them in bulk. 


And Sidious had an affinity with Sith Lightning. 


lt had honestly taken everything he had in that moment to keep a 
cocoon of Force Energy around himself- not just a single barrier, but 
layers of barriers. It was hard to do while still adjusting to the sudden 
influx of power, but it was the only way he could hold an attack like 


that at bay when he received it at point blank range. 


The end result was that he was inevitably launched into a wall at 
blinding speeds from the sheer power the cackling Sidious 
unleashed at him. 


Running over everything else he could have done, he summarized 
that no, there wasn't much of a better option in that split second 
window. Dodging would have been impossible, even with his 
formidable speed and the growing power of the Force Lightning 
outpaced his own increasing ability to hold it off. 


"HAHAHAHA" 


That didn't make Sidious's laughter any less grating. Why his former 
student insisted on that kind of laugh, he never understood. The 
sound alone would have made anyone that heard it suspicious of 
the good senator. 


"Well, well, it would seems your new favored's performance has 
ended on a rather lackluster and anti-climactic note, Darth 
Plagueis," Sidious sneered with his false sympathy. 


"Hmm, | suppose | should feel fortunate. Any stronger, and that 
attack might have actually gotten to me," Plagueis mused absently, 
completely ignoring the gloating as he folded his hands behind his 
back and calmly walked off the edge of the hole, falling to the floor 
and hovering above the surface for an instant before his feet made 
contact. 


Sidious's laughter ended abruptly, his attention once more on his 
regrettably still-living master. And said Master's powers were 
fluctuating, same as his own. The Dark Side was returning to its 
normal state with its various adepts across the galaxy, but for right 
now, Coruscant was a temporary hotspot for the Dark Side. It was 
flooding in and out of them in waves. For the next few hours, at 
most, they could both likely call on much greater power than they 
normally did without being noticed, masked by the fading collective 
of the Dark Side. 


Greater, but much less controllable. 


"What was the point of this?" Sidious asked with a scowl. "Why aid 
him with this?" 


Plagueis almost smiled at that, as if he found the question sad. 
"Your pet, Maul? He was meant to be a way of revealing to the Jedi 
that we have returned. Or, rather, never left. Regardless, Vader has 
done that far more soundly and effectively. And if I'm being truly 
objective, more entertainingly as well," he said, forcing a snort 
through his mask. "So, when he requested my assistance with 
making that point very, very clear to the Jedi? That the Dark Side 
isn't So easily swept under the rug? | couldn't resist, no more than 
you could bring yourself to not lend him your hold over the Dark 
Side." 


Sidious gritted his teeth at the very true statement. "And what does 
this so called Darth gain from all of this?” 


Plagueis raised an eyebrow. "Have you not been paying attention, 
Sidious?" he asked, sounding genuinely surprised, albeit slightly. 


The manipulative human paused at that, realizing he was missing 
something. So absorbed in his battle with Plagueis, he failed to 
notice just what Vader was doing, where he was going. 


Where he was. 


"They let him into the Jedi Temple?" Sidious realized, his rage 
temporarily on the backburner as he savored the delicious taste of 
knowing that, due to whatever Vader had said or done, a Dark Sider 
had be begrudgingly welcomed into the Jedi Temple. 


"The Sith of old have battled their way inside, and a few of our order 
have been invited there under our public personas, but it's truly rare 
for a Sith to be brought into the temple without restraints," Plagueis 
agreed, he and Sidious eyeing each other, both waiting to see who 
would attack first. 


Plagueis felt Sidious's hatred grow and swell anew, yet it had no 
outwards target. Nor did the younger Sith show any of his disdain or 
rage, looking at the Muun with something approaching regret. "You 
never were intending to replace me," Sidious stated, not asked. His 


infliction might even be mistaken for sadness, if the room and its 
contents weren't vibrating with his wrath. 


Yet, Plagueis just nodded solemnly. "It is too late to turn off that 
lightsaber, Sidious," he forewarned, twirling the unignited lightsabers 
behind his back idly. 


"Oh, |am aware, Plagueis, | am aware," Sidious acknowledged, 
rolling his shoulders as his own sabers flew into his palms. Yet, he 
did not raise them or even move, merely regarding the Muun with 
idle interest. "I'm curious. If | win, | just go along with the plans we 
already made. If you emerge alive at sunrise, how well do you 
believe you can salvage things?" 


"Depends on how the Naboo-situation plays out with reactions to 
your death, which may require me to wait until the next election to 
take the chancellorship, lest | appear too... opportunistic, shall we 
say? Regardless, the heinous murder of the kind, modest Senator of 
Naboo will surely be blamed on the Trade Federation,” Plagueis laid 
out without even needing time to consider his answer. 


"Giving you all the headway you need to push the galaxy towards a 
great and terrible civil war," Sidious added in with approval before 
scowling. "Considering the humancentrism of many worlds, you 
might have better luck just full-scale backing the defecting faction to 
inevitably win." 


"I'm deeply considering it, Sidious. Now, if you're done stalling, | 
believe you've grabbed as much as you need," Plagueis asked 
condescendingly. 


Sidious paused for half an instant, before snarling as he unleashed 
hell. 


Igniting his lightsabers, Plagueis was neither surprised nor alarmed 
by the overwhelming amount of objects hurdling towards him at high 
speed. Scraps, tools, even chunks ripped off the wall or ship. 
Indeed, he weaved about the assault as if he were intangible, a 
mere ghost, closing the gap between him and Sidious rapidly. What 
he could not dodge, he knocked aside with a skillful and precise 
swing of his blade. 


Just as the distance between them closed to striking distance, 
Sidious's snarling rage turned to twisted delight. 


The Muun felt it coming before he saw it, striking to deflect it before 
he could be hit. His surprise, his alarm was genuine when he saw 
the slab of burnt metal make impact and cut through his lightsabers. 
Barely saving his arm or oxygen mask, he managed to spin out of 
the way at the last instant. Jumping back, he expected Sidious to 
already be upon him, but was caught off guard by said Naboo-born 
Sith remaining unmoved from his position. Plagueis tensed as he 
turned around, seeing the slab coming towards him once more. He 
reached out to counter the Force thrown object's momentum with his 
own Force powers, but was briefly dumbfounded by the Force not 
affecting it in the slightest. 


He vaulted the projectile, causing it to impale into the rear of what 
had once been Sidious's escape ship while he landed on top of the 
craft. Plagueis took an instant to examine his hand, a gash along the 
back, before regarding Sidious with a curious look. "Very 
impressive, my former student; you truly caught me off guard. | 
never imagined you'd be able to secure this much of a Force- 
resistant metal," he admitted, raising an eyebrow as he regarded his 
temporarily useless lightsabers. "Sith Alchemy with Cortosis?" 


"Much less than you'd imagine," Sidious confirmed vaguely, having 
no intention of revealing the secrets to this little display. 


"| am most curious on how you can affect it with the Force when | 
can't. | suppose I'll have to pry it from your mind by the end of this," 
Plagueis decided, clenching his injured palm as if to test the feel of 
it. 


Sidious's eye twitched as he saw and heard the metal of the ship 
and floor crush around the metal slab. "You always did enjoy not 
letting me savor my small victories," Sidious murmured, his rage 
dimmed by how familiar he was with situations like this with 
Plagueis. 


"You always savor them too much," Plagueis retorted darkly. "Still, 
congratulations. For the first time, you have me at a disadvantage." 


"For now," Sidious corrected knowingly, teeth gnawing as he 
resummoned his hate anew. "A shame too, as I'll have to kill you 
quickly." 


Meanwhile 
There was silence and it was loud. 


The Jedi council, both those that had accompanied Windu and those 
that held back with Yoda, walked through the temple with only the 
sound of their walking. 


*Kuuuuuuh Kerrr* 
And the breathing of their " guest ." 


Darth Vader, Dark Lord of the Sith, walked through the temple with 
the Jedi council marching just to his left, each tense and eyeing him 
either physically or through the Force. All except for Mace Windu, 
who covered his displeasure with stony stoicism and the 
Grandmaster himself, now riding in his hover chair. While the small 
Jedi was clearly unhappy, he was far more suspicious than 
displeased for now. Alongside them were Dooku, Qui-Gon, and Obi- 
Wan; all looking particularly grim but also possessing an air about 
them that could only be summarized as ' We told them this would 
happen.’ 


And far and wide, Jedi peered on from down halls, out of doors, and 
floors above. All in disbelief and bitterness as the Sith Lord was 
practically welcomed into their halls instead of repelled. 


He ignored them all, taking an instant to peer out and take note of 
the civil war amongst the Order of Bane. Sidious wasn't dead, and 
clearly wasn't winning, so Plagueis was either being merciful or 
dragging the event out. Well, that or Sidious had created enough 
minor but annoying contingencies and such to stall the Muun long 
enough to cheat death. 


Yes, actually, that sounded exactly like what Sidious would do 
against a superior foe he had no choice to fight. And given how 
limited their Force powers had to have been during the start of the 


confrontation-Yes, in hindsight, this was an even more likely 
development than he originally expected. Still, things were 
progressing about as well as he could hope. Big question now was 
what would end first: Sidious's life or this meeting. 


The Temple held its breath as Vader came to an abrupt halt, the 
council members doing so as well with many already half way 
reaching towards their lightsabers. 


But still, Vader paid all of them no heed, head turned to stare intently 
in one room. Or rather, at one child 


Anakin Skywalker stood in the doorway, with many of the 
Clawmouse children looking in fear and amazement as Anakin 
regarded the Sith Lord with the last emotion any "sane" Jedi 
believed he should have towards te Sith: 


Exasperation. 


He knew that Vader was trying to get some kind of point across to 
the Jedi. And while they were hardly innocent in this mess, young 
Anakin certainly had mixed feelings about the cyborg's choice of 
methods. 


As amusing as Vader found that reaction in some regards, his 
attention wasn't on his younger self at all. It was on the petrified 
Togruta girl that stood just behind the boy while clothing the sleeve 
of his shirt. 


He didn't meet Ahsoka until over a decade from now in his original 
timeline. 


For the first time since arriving in the past, Vader was truly caught 
off guard. Freeing his mother by accident? That was surprising, but 
he could understand how it happened and what it might cause. But 
this? This? These two meeting now was astronomical in its own 
right, between Anakin having only been in the temple a few hours 
and that he didn't even know Ahsoka was at the Temple yet by this 
exact date. More mindboggling was just... what did this mean? How 
would this change things? He could already feel something forming 
between his younger self and the orange skinned girl, but what? 


He didn't know. 
But for right now, in the present, it was hardly important. 


"Enjoying your first day among the ranks of the Jedi, Skywalker?" 
Vader inquired idly. 


"Leave the young one alo-" Oppo Rancisis started from behind the 
Sith Lord, only to be cut off by the boy in question. 


"I'm... not sure if |am one yet, Vader," Anakin answered sheepishly. 


"Is that so?" Vader mused, glancing back towards Yoda and Windu, 
both matching his look with hard yet curious stares. 


"You're saying that timing your arrival to when we were about to 
return to the council was a coincidence?" Qui-Gon asked with 
mirthful skepticism. 


"Believe as you will, Jedi," Vader retorted uncaringly before 
returning his gaze to the former slave boy. "We shall speak later, 
Skywalker." 


The tone was not a command or a threat, just a simple statement of 
future facts. With that, he continued his walk with the council, many 
giving him unfavorable looks- and if not to him, then towards Anakin 
out of the corner of their eyes. 


Ahsoka herself peeked out a little further as the children around the 
room glanced out at the retreating form of many Jedi Masters and 
one lone Sith Lord. And even as she, and the others, felt the titanic 
weight of Vader's power, it felt more- contained, steady; like the 
passing of a great beast instead of a charging one... or a sustained 
gust instead of a twister. 


"See?" Anakin asked with a small smile down at Ahsoka, a tint of 
awe in her cautious eyes. "I told you he wasn't that bad." 


Phara Nannar watched the exchange with a growing sense of 
confusion and disbelief. A boy, this old, this powerful, yet untrained 
in the force? She understood the rules about Jedi needing to be 
trained from youth to lessen their connection to their old lives, but 


there were exceptions- and clearly, a boy that could banish the dark 
side so easily from the minds of the vulnerable youths needed to be 
one such exception. What was there to really consider? 


Though, she was a bit perturbed by the familiarity and civility this 
Anakin Skywalker had with the Darksider. Then again, if the rumors 
were to be believed, the Sith had been traveling with Master Qui- 
Gon and his Padawan, supposedly peacefully. But that contradicted 
with... everything that just happened in the last twenty minutes. 


What was going on in the Galaxy? 
Meanwhile 


‘It seems that the incident has come to an end. We still have no 
word on who this dark, masked stranger is or what flew towards him 
from a hovercar, but the Jedi do not appear to be arresting him, 
despite the numerous injured he clearly left in his wake. One can 
only hazard a guess as to what caused this battle, but this Dark 
Jedi-if that is what he is- appears to be more skilled than the 
average member of the Order. | originally believed there to be many 
fatalities, but during this climatic duel between this unknown Force- 
user and the Master of the Order, Mace Windu, this reporter has 
noticed many of the "victims" either returning to their feet or being 
tended to. While the numbers are still unknown, any death toll would 
appear to be much lower than we first feared. Coruscant Police have 
declined to make a statement, except that the Jedi have not 
requested aid or made any attempt to contact th-' 


The room of senators and anti-federationists became very quiet as 
they turned off the holonet projector. 


"That... was a person," Sol Sixxa stated, seemingly at random. 
"Thank you for the obvious observation," Cifo remarked dryly. 

"No, you prune! | mean that thing he... grabbed, or whatever the 
Jedi call moving stuff with the Force. That was a person, a body," he 


remarked through gritted teeth. 


"A body? Why would he be bringing someone, unconscious, to the 


Jedi Temple?" Duke Brumel questioned, looking to Padme. 


"lam ata loss as well," Amidala admitted stoically, internally 
troubled by this news. "Whoever it was, Vader felt it of importance to 
hand them over to the Order." 


"And they just started attacking him?" Sixxa remarked skeptically. 
"That doesn't sound like what | heard of Jedi." 


"Myths and reality often contrast harshly," Sod Gert retorted. "All 
sapients are primarily spooked by one thing or another, no matter 
how civilized or disciplined. This Darth Vader appears to be such for 
the Jedi Order." 


"Do you all still believe him to be a liability?” Padme questioned 
pointedly, merely getting a shake of the head from Sod. 


"He just took on an army of Jedi," Sixxa remarked dryly. "| want to 
see what that kind of power can do against droids." 


The queen glanced to her captain, who answered at her behalf. "He 
destroyed two federation tanks as a distraction," he informed with 
practiced neutrality. 


Sixxa appeared to simmer in envy as Cifo Klatt and Brumel shared a 
look. "If this incident should come back to bite this Vader, we have 
enough deniability due to several Jedi aiding him and the lack of 
arrest," the Neimoidian pointed out. 


The duke hummed with a nod. "Very well, Queen Amidala. Despite 
how unusually this situation is developing, even for us, we shall 
continue with our original intentions of supporting and aiding your 
world." 


"Thank you, Duke Brumel. All of you," she said with honest 
gratitude. 


And hiding her worry that whatever was going on with Vader and the 
Jedi was far from over. 


Meanwhile 


Vader was not surprised that the council didn't take their meeting to 
the council room. He doubted any of them favored the idea of being 
in an elevator with him. Thus, they had settled for a rather fitting 
location, in Vader's opinion. 


The Great Assembly Room, or the Jedi's Senate as Vader recalled 
the nickname. Not often used, only for a few mass situation updates 
at the start of the Clone Wars when the Jedi were still trying to 
adjust to the roles of Generals. A great circular room, build with 
similar voice sensor-amplifiers that allowed the colossal body of the 
Galactic Senate to have speakers be heard clearly throughout the 
room. 


He stood before them, half of the council sitting and the other half 
standing. There was more than enough room for all to take a seat, 
but some were obviously too uneasy in his presence to sit. The 
tension in the room could be cut with a blunted blade. None seemed 
sure why they were here, just that they should be. That this was 
important. 


"| suppose this is the time for a religious debate?" 


Obi-Wan gave an unapologetically apologetic look as every head in 
the room turned to give him odd or reprimanding looks; except for 
Qui-Gon who looked away while trying not to look proud or amused, 
Dooku, who just raised an eyebrow while glancing between his 
former apprentice and Obi-Wan, and Vader who actually 
appreciated the ice-breaker. 


"Talk, you desired," Yoda spoke up, staring hard at Vader. "Talk 
now, we should." 


"Considering | have been ambushed twice by your order within the 
same day, it seems required by this point," Vader reminded bluntly, 
getting more than a few glares for his remark. 


"Why did you reveal yourself now?" 


Everyone turned to Yarael Poof, the long necked Jedi eyeing Vader 
with open curiosity. 


"From what Master Qui-Gon and his Padawan report, you unveiled 
your power well before it was necessary to do so," Poof elaborated, 
steepling his fingers. 


Vader regarded the Quermian for an instant. He had very little 
memory of this Jedi, who died well before the Clone Wars came 
about, but recalled stories of him being more whimsical and playful 
than the average master. "And how well would that have appeared, 
if | Kept my power in the Dark Side hidden?" Vader inquired bluntly. 
"Upon finding myself on that planet, with that blockade, | chose to 
align against the Federation by aiding the Queen in her escape. 
Therefore, my path was inevitably going to cross with your 
"ambassadors." | had no desire to continue this act of Dark Siders 
hiding their natures at all times, so | felt this timing proper enough to 
act on that intent." 


The Jedi looked confused or astonished as they tried to comprehend 
that logic. "You... unveiled and broadcasted your power in an 
attempt to put us at ease?" Ki-Adi-Mundi asked slowly, his eyebrows 
raised. 


"No, Jedi. | did that to throw you off guard," Vader answered flatly, 
getting confusion even from his pseudo-allies amongst the Jedi. 
"Your Order has gained a terrible habit of being utterly certain in 
your actions until things are blatantly not as you believe they should 
be." 


"You believe that we would have attacked you if you didn't reveal 
yourself preemptively?" Qui-Gon asked with a raised eyebrow. 


"| have seen little evidence to counter that theory. Though, that only 
served to forestall the assault, obviously," Vader answered without 
hesitation. "After all, is it not the mission of the Jedi Order to destroy 
the Sith?" 


Mace Windu's eyes widened and narrowed in an instant as his own 
words echoed in his ears with the Sith's synthetic voice. "A mission 
you've hardly given us cause to abandon," the Master of the Order 
stated firmly. 


"Apologies, | wasn't aware you had suffered an attack from any Sith 


during this past thousand years," Vader drolled. Obi-Wan and Qui- 
Gon shared a look, having not heard this level of sarcasm before 
from the cyborg. 


"You arrived with the body of one of our members. You can not 
believe that would be taken lightly," Mace Windu countered with 
forced yet cracked stoicism. 


"Yes, | suppose you are unaccustomed to having your fellow Jedi 
brought to you as criminals," Vader remarked without missing a 
beat. 


"So you claim," Even Piell retorted gruffly with his short arms folded. 
"| don't suppose you have any proof of this?" 


The small, one-eyed Jedi briefly made Vader wonder just where 
Tarkin was at this point in his life. Was this before or after he flew 
live pirates into a sun? "| doubt she will think to deny it, given she 
was there to confront a Sith Lord. After all, it is, how do you phrase 
it? Jedi business." 


There were a few winces from Jedi that knew that term had been 
used as an excuse for a few different things over the generations. 


"What is the point of this meeting?!" Eeth Koth called out with a 
frustrated scowl as he stood from his seat. "You came here, you 
wanted this talk, but for what? To just... cast blame at us for 
everything you've done?!" 


Vader kept his eyes on him an instant longer than needed. Recalling 
how in another time, he hunted down this man, killed him and stole 
his child for the empire on the very day of the child's birth. Well, him 
and some Inquisitors. "Jedi, perhaps you did not hear me. | did not 
come here to justify myself to you. Despite what you all may believe, 
you are not sitting in judgement of me," he stated before looked 
directly at Yoda. "| wanted this talk to hear if the Jedi Order can 
justify itself to me." 


There was a long silence at that. "Justify?" Yoda repeated, looking 
entirely bewildered for once. "Desire this, why do you?" 


"| have watched for many years, Jedi, and studied your history well. 
Admittedly impressive feats, but | nonetheless find myself 
disappointed," Vader stated before his shoulders sagged in a show 
of tiredness. "But mostly I'm tired. Tired of the Jedi Order laying 
claim to a moral high ground that | can not perceive. Tired of you 
prtending you are the only true way of following the Force. But 
mostly, I'm tired of being your excuse." 


"A debate on the Light Side being no different than the Dark?" Ki- 
Adi-Mundi asked in an uninterested tone. 


"Hardly. The Force has nothing to do with this particular topic. No, | 
am merely claiming the Jedi are as bad as the Sith. That there is no 
longer a moral high ground between us," Vader explained solemnly. 


"And why should we entertain this pointless conversation?" Mace 
Windu questioned coldly. 


"Considering half of your order just tried to kill me and | deigned to 
spare every last challenger, | believe a conversation is the least | am 
afforded," Vader countered pointedly. "But most of all, | wanted to 
explain to you one simple fact." 


Vader could feel Obi-Wan staring hard at him as the Padawan 
caught on. 


"That fact being how you have failed everyone." 


There was a heavy silence over the group, some giving him tense 
and uncertain looks while many more gave him hard glares. 


"Allow this, | shall," Yoda spoke up firmly, getting disbelieving looks 
all around. "Curious, | am, to what you shall claim. But first, a 
question, | do possess." 


"And what would that be, Grandmaster?" Vader inquired patiently. 
"Desire this, why do you?" Yoda repeated, giving Vader a warning 
look, pointing his staff at him. "But this time, the truth, | wish to 
hear." 


Vader didn't answer at first as he locked gazes with the most ancient 


Jedi alive. Technically speaking, he was more than a match for the 
diminutive Jedi. But even after decades as Sith, Yoda would be the 
last Jedi he ever underestimated. If there was any among the order 
that could possible take on all the other members and emerge 
victorious, it would be Yoda. 


After all, he may not have founded the Order, but the current mold of 
Jedi was built around the legend and leadership of the green 
Grandmaster. It only made sense he would be the best at tearing it 
down. 


Regrettably, unlike Sidious and Dooku in his old timeline, he was 
aware that Yoda was about as incorruptible as a Jedi could get. 


With all that in mind, Vader decided to give Yoda the truth. Because 
at the end of the day, there was only one real goal to all of this. 


"Because by the time | leave this planet, | hope that some of you 
understand something | know all too well: That there is one thing the 
Jedi and the Sith truly have in common at this instance in time," 
Vader paused to let the gravity of his claim sink in. 


"And what would that be?" Dooku questioned with an arched 
eyebrow. 


"That we both need to clean house." 
End of Chapter 


Hehe, bet you all weren't expecting that. Yeah, while | know a lot of 
you are eager for Vader to tear into the Order, | felt | needed to set 
this tone first, the Vader isn't claiming moral superiority to them or 
anything, just... trying to make them see the problem with the 
current state of things. And, lets be honest, you kind of have to build 
into a conversation like that without it coming off as one huge rant. 


Also sorry this is a bit short, buuuut this felt like right the right spot. 
The next chapter is going to mostly the Vader-Order conversation, 
possibly half the chapter. Thus, | had to find a right spot to stop here 
and start there. 


Hope you also all enjoyed the Padme and Bane-Sith scenes. That 


will be the last you see of Padme for a couple of chapters, and the 
Sith Civil War should end next chapter if I'm right. Might have said 
that last time, but | underestimate the lenght of scenes sometimes. 


Any, until next time, and hope you all enjoyed this! And please 
consider tipping to my pat-reon 


PS By my current guestimate, this story has ten or less chapters left. 


Chapter 18 


Darth Vader in the Past 
Disclaimer: | don't own Star Wars. 


PLEASE READ: Sorry for the false update, but after | removed the 
old updates explaining my grandma's death from three months ago, 
and my more current situation, but the site was taking a bit longer to 
remove them and replace them with the new chapter. Again, sorry. 


Some of you might not be able to review since, for some reason, the 
review stick even if you delete the chapter and upload a new one. If 

this is the case for you, please review either anonymously with your 

regular username or just PM me your review. 


AN To steal from Lelouch: People of SW, | Have Returned! 


Sorry for the long wait my friends, | took me... a long time to 
get my head back in the right game for this. But, yes, Hero of 
Naboo has returned, and DAMN if you all didn't surprise me! 


HERO OF NABOO IS NOW THE MOST FAVORITED AND 
FOLLOWED STAR WARS FANFICTION! And soon to be most 
reviewed, at this rate. 


That said, my mind has obviously been elsewhere, so | lost 
track of several milemarks this fic passed. Apologies. The last 
ones | records were there: 


2600th Review: AxeTheGreat 
2700th Review: Godlynarutofan 
100th Chapter 17 Review: twisterblake2015 


You can all obvious see the counts of 10K Followers, 8K 
Favorites, and 3K Reviews. What you can't see is that this fic 
has 1.5 MILLION VIEWS! People, | cannot say this enough 


Thank you for appreciating my story! 


As a final word: Thank you all for your well wishes and support 
over one of the worst peroids of my lift. | deleted the non- 
chapter updates, but saved all the wonderful messages you all 
sent me in those reviews. Again, thank you all for everything. 


Now, without further adieu, allow me to present to you, The 
Great Debate! 


Yoda could feel it. The cacophony of emotions around him, his 
fellow Jedi Masters internally reacting to Vader's declaration: They 
needed to "clean house," both the Jedi and the Sith. What that 
entailed, few could deduce yet. The greatest feeling was confusion, 
often mixed in with outrage or dismissal. But there was curiosity. It 
was obvious to most that this moment, this meeting had been a goal 
of Vader's. The point of it was beyond them though. Was he here 
attempting sow discord and doubt amongst their ranks? To sway 
Jedi to the Dark Side? Was he diverting their attention away from 
something else, a large scale slight of hand to obtain his true 
objective? 


Yoda wondered if, ironically, the Sith wasn't simply telling the truth. 


The Grandmaster would be the last to believe a Sith at face value, 
but he was old and experienced. There were certain things that were 
near impossible to fake, to pretend to feel, least of all to someone 
who truly felt as such. And if nothing else, he believed one claim 
Vader had made. 


That this Sith Lord was tired. 


While Yoda did think the Sith were wrong in how they used the 
Force, among other things, he did accept the idea that they fully 
believed in their own twisted ideals. If he had a sympathy for one 
type of individual, it was those that grew wary after steadfast years 
of commitment to an ideal or goal. Vader would be hard pressed to 
change anyone's minds, but Yoda would hear him out. 


One tired soul to another. 


"How shall we begin, Jedi?" Vader prompted patently. 


There was a tense pause before Ki-Mundi sat forward. "You stated 
you were tired, of being our excuse. Elaborate on that claim," he 
requested, stern yet curious. 


Vader's shoulders almost seemed to sag at that. "Well, | shall ignore 
the truly ancient history, as none will ever be too sure which side 
truly started this eternal feud of the Light and Dark sides. So | shall 
only tread back to one of your greatest hypocrisies: The Genocide of 
the Sith." 


"Five thousand years isn't ancient?" Yarael asked in honest surprise. 


"| can venture further back if you truly desire," Vader offered in 
warning. "Tell me, Jedi. Can you claim for an instance that 
slaughtering the race of your newly defeated enemy, down to the 
very children in their cribs, is anything short of an act of extreme and 
paranoid fear?" Vader asked coldly, even as his own hated 
memories returned to him; Of the sand people, of the Jedi 
Younglings, and so many others. 


"We did not kill children," Ki-Mundi retorted with a scowl. "If you're 
going to criticize us, at least be factual." 


"Do not bring up semantics, Jedi," Vader retorted coldly. "| would 
honestly not condemn the Jedi of the past for that atrocity, if not for 
the fact that they and the Republic invaded as a joint force. The first 
Sith Empire was defeated, thoroughly, to the point of mass-suicide 
in its ranks. Yet, the Chancellor at the time decided that this was not 
enough, that victory was not enough. You may not have committed 
the worst of the atrocities of the Sith Holocaust, but you did stand by 
and worse, enabled it to occur." 


"Unless you're claiming our own records are false, the Jedi of the 
time took every effort to capture the Sith alive," Yarael retorted, his 
head cocked slightly on his long neck. 


"Jedi," Vader addressed him with something approaching dryness. 
"Do not sit there and pretend that it is some how less paranoid, less 
cruel that this order spared Sith solely for the intent of severing their 


very connection to the force. Be it physically or culturally, the entire 
point of that campaign was to destroy the very existence of the Sith." 


"Are you honestly saying that wasn't the goal of your predecessors?" 
Eeth Koth retorted. "That, if the Sith of Old had claimed victory, that 
the Republic and this order would not be destroyed? 


"While genocide wasn't exactly one of the main goals of the Sith, | 
will not refute the spirit of your point," Vader admitted bluntly. "I just 
find it interesting that, while the two thrived in isolation and 
ignorance of one another, the first response between the Sith 
Empire and your Republic was quite telling: They gave war and yet, 
in return, who was it that gave unto them extinction?" 


"The end of the Dark Side's corruption, to be accomplished, great 
measures were needed," Yoda point out gravely. 


"Tell me something, Grandmaster? Whom do you think that 
justification of " liberating " the common-born Sith from the Dark 
Side, was conjured up by? By Supreme Chancellor Pultimo to justify 
to your predecessors why that counter-invasion was necessary? Or 
perhaps the reverse is true? That they gave it to him, allowing you 
the chance to wipe out everything that the Sith had built?" Vader 
pondered pointedly. 


"Either way, it's not exactly untrue." 


Every head turned to the speaker, Qui-Gon giving his student a 
curious look as Obi-Wan shrugged under Vader's scrutiny. 


"From a certain point of view," the padawan added on, even if he felt 
a bit wary speaking amongst so many Masters. But this was the Jedi 
Order itself Vader was scrutinizing, not just the Masters. 


"How many Sith do you believe have tempted Jedi away with 
promise of " /iberating them" from your beliefs and institutions, 
Padawan?" Vader rebutted without effort, Obi-wan wincing at the 
technically correct-comparison. "Regardless of if you believe it was 
justified or not, it is a fact that the Sith as a species and society were 
believed to be essentially extinct for many ages after that, as the 
survivors hid in exile for an age. Any notion of even simple non- 


hostility between the two sides was doomed with that single act." 


"The Sith Empire conquered and enslaved entire planets, and would 
have done so again if left unchecked to reform," Windu countered 
with a stony expression. "You cannot sit in judgement of our past, 
and ignore that such travesties were being committed in yours." 


"And yet, your double standards are rather plain here, Master of the 
Order," Vader pushed on. "You claim it was for the benefit of saving 
and liberating others? A fine defense. There is just one, minute flaw 
in its design. A flaw passed down to this era." 


"What flaw can there be in saving the innocent?" Plo Koon asked 
skeptically. 


Vader paused, his gaze shifting over the closest thing to allies he 
had in this room. 


Qui-Gon felt a chill up his spine as he felt Vader's stare, realizing 
that Vader was excluding no one from this conversation. 


"Jedi do not normally go around freeing slaves." 


"What exactly is that suppose to mean?" Oppo Rancisis asked, his 
tail of a lower half curled awkwardly around his seat. "Are you 
actually trying to say we condone slavery?" 


"There is a very grey area between condone and condemn, Jedi. 
Most know it simply as inaction," Vader explained calmly. "Tell me, 
Qui-Gon? If that boy had not been a Force Sensitive, or even one of 
more normal power, would he be here? Would you have gone to the 
same length to free him if he was just another slave in the Outer 
Rim?" 


Qui-Gon's face was a mask just on the edge of pensive. He knew 
what he wanted to say, what he wanted the answer to be. It just 
wasn't the whole truth. "Assuming he still risked as much as Anakin 
did to help us, complete strangers to him? Then yes, | would have. 
But if you're asking me if | would have tried to free any and as many 
random slaves on Tattoine?" Qui-Gon stopped to sigh. It's what he 
would have liked to do, true, but he was not all powerful; None of 


them were. 


"You need not answer, Qui-Gon," Vader allowed after a moment's 
silence. "It is the same as any other Jedi would do. It is a rarity that 
a Jedi makes a mark against slavery in this galaxy." 


"You're pretending like we have much of a choice in the matter, that 
there is something we can do that the Republic can't," Eeth Koth 
retorted with a scowl. 


"You mean, besides going to war with the Hutts?" Vader stated 
blatantly. "If you put that much effort into annihilating the Sith as an 
ideal, | don't see why during the times of " peace " neither you nor 
the Republic made an effort to curb the power of such long standing 
and oppressively vile Clans of criminals, to the extent that they 
essentially have full autonomy from any other authority in the 
galaxy." 


Vader paused, allowing himself to relish the feeling vibrating from 
Mace Windu: The man agreed with Vader on this topic, if nothing 
else, and hated it. The Hutts were one of the eldest and cruelest of 
the space fairing races, and admittedly one of the most resilient at 
times. It was a miracle choking them worked so well when they 
could survive losing part of their brain. 


"Question unanswered, it remains," Yoda pointed out with a hum, 
wondering just what Vader was getting at. 


"The Acquisition department," Darth Vader answered, seemingly 
randomly. 


"What? What does that have to do with anything? Or you going to 
accuse us of kidnapping our younglings now?" Ki-Mundi asked 
skeptically. 


"No, that is a topic for later," Vader answered with complete 
seriousness. "No, what | am addressing is that you have the 
resources and the unregulated authority to test, locate, and take a 
majority of all Force-Sensitive infants across the entire span of the 
Republic and beyond. Yet, in spite of that, you cannot allocate the 
resources and time for even the occasional raid to free the enslaved 


innocents of the galaxy? To cripple criminal resources and 
operations? In spite of the fact that you carry out routine missions to 
such lawless places to infiltrate organizations and hunt down certain 
criminals?" Vader pointed out. 


It had been an idea he wanted to introduce one day... or rather, 
Anakin Skywalker wanted to introduce. Then the Clone Wars 
happened, and there was no chance of any such endeavor 
happening within Sidious's empire. 


Vader was honestly a bit surprised by how shocked the Jedi seemed 
by the notion. Had it truly not crossed their minds? He knew from 
experience how bad the complacency of the Jedi Order could be, 
but had it truly been that bad? 


"You do realize that many of our successes in hunting down 
dangerous criminals and such is because the local Hutt Kajidics 
allow us to go about our business quickly and quietly?" Yarael Poof 
countered civilly. 


"So you would rather gain safe access to a rat's nest rather than fill it 
up to end it as a hiding place to begin with?" Vader questioned 
rhetorically. 


"The risk to many in and around their territories would be enormous, 
if the Hutts as a whole feel they are being attacked?" Even Piell 
pointed out, even if his gaze didn't entirely oppose the idea in spirit. 


"You are afraid of the Dark Side, you are afraid to anger the Hutts, 
how many exceptions does your code allow?" Vader retorted with a 
head shake. "If you're going to treat myself, the Sith, and the Dark 
Side as a whole as a disease, you can at least have the integrity to 
give such crime lords the same treatment." 


"Vader." 


The Dark Lord turned his head to Mace Windu, who regarded him 
with a deep revulsion held back by their shared sentiments on this 
topic. He inclined his head to the side, towards the master of the 
Order, indicating he was listening. 


"You and | know perfectly well the ultimate issue in that. If we 
succeeded in destroying the Hutt's power over the criminal 
underworld, it would only create a power vacuum. A war among 
criminals to fill the gap would erupt, especially with Hutt Space being 
in the Outer Rim. Assuming for once that saving lives is a priority for 
you: how is destroying the status quo a reasonable objective if it 
risks destroying the very lives we're trying to save?" 


Vader regarded him for a moment, realizing that Windu was actually 
asking his opinion, daring him to try and justify that in a way that 
wasn't Sith in philosophy. 


"A power vacuum is inevitable. What fills it is not. The issue 
becomes that no one is willing to commit the time and resources to 
fill that with any form of order. Granted, that particular issue is more 
a fault of the Republic's government," Vader conceded evenly. "Your 
only fault is neglecting to help the desperate and defenseless, 
however minor the help might be. At least, that was what | believed 
you Jedi were suppose to stand for." 


"So, that's your argument? That we don't try hard enough?" Plo 
Koon questioned with a scowl behind his mask. 


"There is a point when it ceases to be a mere lack of fully 
committing to a cause and treads more into the realms of outright 
neglect and complacency," Vader clarified scathingly. "You won't 
make your own mark against the Hutts because it will break the 
status quo, causing chaos and suffering. Yet that is somehow 
preferable to quietly allowing more suffering to go unanswered. At 
least with the former, there is a hope for some that comes with the 
risk." 


"You, a Sith, speaking of Hope?" Eeth Koth repeated, almost 
scoffing at the notion. 


"How do you think | became this, Jedi?" Vader asked, the air chilling 
with his ire. "How do you think many arrive at Dark Side? Ones like 
myself, we ran out of hope long ago. And only when one has known 
true hopelessness do they understand the true value of having even 
a smallest hope." 


Yoda shook his head, a pitying look about his sage eyes. "Too hard, 
your old path became. The easier, quicker route you embraced." 


The room feel silent, the only noise being the creaking of metal as 
Vader's hands clenched into fists. 


A great crack echoed throughout the room, many of the masters 
pulling their lightsabers as they saw the floor around Vader nearly 
crater around him. 


"Yoda," Vader addressed with full, unveiled ire at the fearless 
Grandmaster. All wariness of challenging the green alien was lost 
even as he held himself back. "Listen well, and listen now. Claim 
any falsehoods and half-truths about the Dark Side that you desire, 
but NEVER claim that what | do, what | DID was the easy path. It 
was the single hardest choice | ever had to make." 


Yoda looked unphased by the wrath of the Sith, but he frowned 
thoughtfully. "Hard perhaps, the choice is, but the path?" 


Vader paused, the warmth returning as the tension lessened. "I'm 
not here to discuss the Force, Grandmaster, only our organizations. 
But if you wish my opinion, | will say no. The short term benefits may 
seem easily gained, more potent, but in the end the path to true 
power is always long and hard. That is the same for the Jedi, the 
Sith, and beyond." 


Yoda hummed, and while Vader knew the Grandmaster would never 
embrace the Dark Side or see it in a positive light, he wondered if 
the ancient Jedi might just change some opinions about it. "Off topic, 
indeed then, we have treaded," Yoda granted before gaining a 
curious look. "Your criticism, yet one-sided, it would appear?" he 
pointed out curiously. "Both you claim, in need of "cleaning house," 
we are." 


"In full sincerity, | was waiting to see if anyone would bring up any of 
the issues with the Sith Order," Vader answered with nearly a tinge 
of amusement. "| am not so hypocritical to deny the Sith have many 
flaws to attempt to resolve as well: In-fighting that needs to be 
contained to, at minimum, keep competition from evolving into self- 
destruction. The Sith of Old had a penchant for slavery that | do not 


intend to resurface, and the same is true for the human-centrism 
that has a habit of showing up in our human members. For reasons 
I'll never understand. The Jedi and Sith Orders both have very 
different ideas of where the line between ruling and oppressing is, 
but | do concede that we Sith cross our own line too often and too 
willingly. And, of course, both our Orders need to cease out mutual 
obsession with destroying each other." 


There were wide eyes all around, even Yoda looking mildly 
surprised by that self-assessment. "Believe this, you do, truly? 
Required, a change for both?" Yoda asked, stroking his chin even 
as many gave him disbelieving looks... especially Windu. 


"It would hardly mean anything if | admitted to no problems within 
our own Order while addressing yours," Vader admitted without 
hesitation. "Does anyone else care to add to my list?" 


"... Self-control?" Ki-Mundi offered, wondering just how this would 
go now. "Even ignoring our differing views on the Force, you must 
admit that Sith are correctly known for their emotions running wild 
and ruling them more than most sapients would believe is healthy." 


"While it is more obvious among the Sith, | believe all those that use 
the Force run the risk of becoming drunk on their own power, even if 
for many it is just a short time before they acclimate and return to 
reality," Vader countered calmly. "Sith are actually often very in 
control of themselves outside of battle and even then it is our goal to 
unleash it in a directed manner. Our emotions may get the better of 
us, but that is an ideological difference more than anything. You 
suppress your emotions, we embrace them." 


"Not an... unfair point," Ki-Mundi allowed awkwardly, feeling 
somewhat strange to have some mutual understanding with the Sith. 


"Inward you look, seeking only your own ambitions," Yoda pointed 
out. 


"Not only, Grandmaster. We have our own goals and prioritize them. 
| believe | have proven well enough that | am capable of mercy here 
today," Vader rejected entirely. "If I'm honest, | believe you are 
entirely too much in the opposite end of the spectrum: You are 


rather obsessed with control." 


"I'm sure you well know it how hard it can be for Jedi to not stray to 
the Dark Side," Eeth Koth retorted pointedly. 


"Jedi, if any belief system feels it is required that its members be 
trained from infancy, never know any attachment or home outside of 
its sacred temple, and teaches that any straying from the right path 
might lead to self-ruin and warrant expulsion from said order? That 
means there is something wrong with the belief system, not the 
individuals it finds wanting," Vader pointed out dryly. 


"You make it sound like we forbid our members from leaving the 
Order, that they are forced to stay," Even Piell retorted with a glare. 


"A choice between the only home one knows and being thrown out 
into the Galaxy without any support and little resources to yourself? 
That is only a choice in formality. Not every Jedi has a wealthy 
heritage to rely on, ad fewer still would know it," he pointed out. 


"He's... not incorrect," Dooku granted awkwardly. "That said, Vader, 
| believe the topic of how hard is to leave is an issue you have 
overplayed. It might be hard, but any truly disillusioned will leave. 
Granted, many end up either in a similar role as a Jedi, as a hired 
bodyguard, if they do not fall to being simple Bounty hunters or 
criminals." 


"Hm, that | will acknowledge, but | retain my point: It is very telling 
you believe an ideal Jedi should be trained from such a young age. 
A change you made as you became more isolated from the rest of 
the Galaxy," Vader compromised. 


"Still, from how you portrayed the issue with the Hutts, you might 
sound as though righting the wrongs of all the galaxy is somehow 
our impossible duty," Qui-Gon pointed out carefully. 


"Again, | merely find the degree of inaction to be reaching neglectful 
levels, that you more often than not treat the symptoms but not the 
disease," Vader corrected. 


"It is not neglect, Sith," Adi Gallia spoke up with a scowl, having 


remained silent for too long in her mind. "We are merely unwilling to 
risk peace at the slightest chance." 


Vader regard the female Jedi as a strange feeling came over the 
Jedi Council members. A feeling that, unless they were wrong, 
Vader was regarding Adi as if she were, to put it politely, less than 
intelligent. 


"Peace?" he repeated incredulously. "You truly attempt to claim the 
galaxy has peace?" 


"To you, a deception, Peace is, correct?" Yoda questioned with a 
quirked brow. 


"No, | am not even questioning that as a Sith now, but instead as a 
sapient without a head buried in sand," Vader answered bluntly, 
catching many off guard. "At best, Jedi, what you and the Republic 
has is Quiet. | literally came here by helping a Queen escape an 
invasion on her planet, where her people are being held captive by a 
mechanical army of a corporation." 


"Obviously peace is not continuous or all-encompassing," Qui-Gon 
stated, eyeing the dark lord curiously. "You wouldn't bring this up if 
that was your only point." 


"Do you truly wish me to discuss this in full, Jedi?" Vader warned in 
momentary annoyance. "Because | can, with ease. Ignoring the 
entire situation of the Outer Rim and the Hutts, Naboo is hardly a 
special case, as the Trade Federation has taken over many planets, 
in all but name, with full legal authority due to not only their influence 
on the senate, but having a seat on it. Beyond that, there is the 
entire debacle between the Huk and Kaleesh, the Kol Huro incident, 
the Arkanian Revolution, the Stark Hyperspace War?" 


"Incidents the Jedi Order helped end!" Eeth Koth retorted with a 
glare. 


"lam not arguing that, but instead that the Galaxy is NOT at peace. 
Again, you might treat the symptoms, but the disease remain. The 
turmoil has grown increasingly beneath the surface of Quiet that the 
Republic sends you out to keep. I'd continue, but | trust | do not 


need to remind you of the Yinchorri War?" Vader asked, pausing as 
he caught a twitch on Windu's brow. "Or, better yet, if we were to 
return focus to your order's shortcomings, Galidraan?" 


A great many gazes found their way to Dooku. The aging Jedi 
glared, not at Vader, but at the council... at Windu. And the Master 
of the Order could not even meet Dooku's gaze. 


"There is no need, Vader," Dooku stated firmly. "| have already 
expressed how foolish we were that day, even myself," he stated 
before giving a hollow chuckle. "Fooled not by Dark Jedi or Sith, but 
by a simple corrupt governor. He hired the True Mandalorians to kill 
rebels on his planet, than framed them with Death Watch so that we 
would kill them in kind. We were used, like political tools." 


"And even after the truth, you could do nothing about it," Vader 
summarized, even Yoda's mood souring at the notion of such a 
failure. "There would never be enough evidence to prove to the 
senate that the Governor had manipulated the Republic and the Jedi 
to secure his hold on his planet." 


"Dooku, we have been over this, there was no way to know, to 
prepare for that," Windu retorted. 


"Jedi, | mean this as civilly as possible: enough," Vader warned, 
giving Dooku a look. It wasn't pity or sympathy behind his mask, but 
it was understanding. He understood the feeling of Dooku intently in 
this situation. "He blames you, the council, for allowing yourself to 
be used for political gains on many occassions, but more 
importantly: He blames himself for being deceived." 


Dooku said nothing for a moment, glancing away to glare at nothing 
as Qui-Gon put a supporting hand on his shoulder. "If | had paid 
more attention, | might have spared so many souls that day from 
joining with the Force too early. Or if | had bothered to investigate 
immediately after the battle, perhaps it would not have been so in 
vain." 


There was a heavy silence that followed, one even Vader refused to 
break immediately as the Jedi mourned one of their greatest failings 
in recent history. 


"All the more evidence to summarize one of the ultimate 
shortcomings of the Jedi Order," Vader continued on, redrawing 
attention to himself. "It is one thing for the common person to think 
it, but it's a much more serious issue that, somewhere along the line, 
you have all become the lapdogs of the Republic." 


"Really? This old insult?" Even Piell asked with a scowl. 


Vader immediately pointed to Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan. "The Supreme 
Chancellor sent two Jedi as Ambassadors to end a blockade that 
was done as a protest. As fortunate a decision as that accidentally 
became, it doesn't change a simple fact: Sending Jedi as 
ambassadors is not done to secure a equally or mutually desired 
resolution, it is done purely as an intimidation factor. After all, no one 
wants to provoke a Republic-sanctioned mystic with a blade as hot 
as a sun and powers that can affect their mind." 


"You're scolding us for using the Force on others?" Obi-Wan asked 
skeptically. 


"No, Padawan, I'm scolding you for being used as puppets of the 
Republic. The Jedi of Old were allies, but not servants of the 
Republic. There was a time before your birth, Yoda, when Jedi did 
what they thought was right. We could debate all day if their actions 
were noble or foolish, but those actions were solely the Order's own 
to make, in service to the Force and the Galaxy, instead of a 
decaying regime. There was even a time when your predecessors 
left the Republic entirely, and overthrew a Xenocidal Chancellor. 
Now you sit here, isolated in this temple, blindly pulled only by the 
Force and the Republic as times march on," Vader stated in 
legitimate disappointment. 


"We're hardly out of touch with the rest of the galaxy, Sith," Eeth 
Koth retorted. 


"Jedi, your council literally passes down decisions and orders from 
an all but literal ivory tower, from the proverbial center of the 
galaxy." Vader countered dryly. "| cannot make a point more fitting 
than that. Time has changed: The Republic, the factions, the state of 
worlds, technology, even the Sith have changed. Yet you remain 
unchanged for a thousand years, as shadows of your former 


selves." 


"A thousand years ago, the war with the Sith finally ended," Yareal 
Poof retorted. "That was why the Ruusan Reformations were 
implemented, to make way for a more peaceful time, and prove that 
we were not like you. That we were not a conquering force on the 
Republic's front door." 


Vader nodded slowly, deliberately. "And that is why you failed, Jedi. 
You will dedicate your entire Order's existence to fighting the Dark 
Side of the Force, but nothing else." 


"You say that again, that we failed. How?" Mace Windu challenged 
firmly. "What is this great failure you were so intent on making us 
see?" 


"It's not obvious, Master of the Order?" Vader countered steadily. 
"The Ruusan Reformations themselves. Before them, you had one, 
bright, shining chance to be... so much more. And like everything 
else handed to your order, you botched it. Ruined it, and the Galaxy 
suffered for it.” 


"Of course a Sith would see it as a mistake for us to end our military 
powers," Adi retorted with a sigh. 


"That was less a mistake of the Jedi of Old and more a collective 
blunder between your predecessors and the Republic. No, your 
error was much simpler. The Ruusan Reformation wasn't the 
supposed end of just the Sith Lords, but another form of Lords as 
well," he stated, Yoda looking up in surprise. "The Jedi Lords." 


"The Jedi Lords?" Obi-Wan repeated with a scrunched brow. 


"I'm not surprised you haven't heard of them, Obi-Wan," Qui-Gon 
mused. "They were a brief existence, existing for a mere century" 


"The concept was simple," Vader continued on icily. "A Jedi went out 
to defend unprotected worlds, and came to rule and watch over one 
of those planets. Not as conquerors, for the position was often 
hoisted upon them by the locals. Here it was, a system in which a 
noble Jedi might protect a world that no one else truly protects. But 


just as the Sith admittedly crave power, you continuously fear it, fear 
to be corrupted by it. In spite of various Jedi being elected Supreme 
Chancellor in the ancient past. But that was what the Ruusan 
Reformation ultimately was for you all: adding limitations. Limiting 
the age to allow one to be a Jedi, limiting your own influence, limiting 
yourselves to robes instead of armor, limiting your order to become 
centralized here at the Galactic Capital, and even limiting the very 
allowance of interpretations of your own Code," Vader ranted off, 
pausing to allow that to sink in. "Your Order failed everyone, Jedi, 
when it threw away EVERYTHING to appease the Republic and 
your own fear. Fear, of yourselves." 


There was a shock in the council from Vader's bold claim. It was not 
the first time any of them believed they had come up short or could 
have done more, yet it was different to have your supposed enemy 
pointing it out all at once, and all its implications. Some were truly 
stunned, others were thoughtful, yet many found their resolves and 
returned Vader's words with steely and unwavering stares. 


"Is that all you wished to speak of, Darth Vader?" Mace Windu 
asked in a firm monotone, finding himself looking forward to an end 
to this discussion. 


"| only have one final thing, Jedi. Granted, this part is not a debate, 
but a warning," Vader informed as they all gave him cautious looks. 


"Are you threatening us, Sith Lord?" Mace Windu asked, his body 
tense once more. 


"Hardly, Jedi. The warning is simple: | am done," Vader answered, 
both blunt and vague in one. 


"Done?" Yarael Poof repeated as confusion, even annoyance filled 
the room. 


"I told you all earlier that | was tired. Now | am done. | am done 
being your excuse for taking children from cradles. | am done being 
what you fear your wayward younglings might become. | am done 
being the reason you do so many things. Because | am done with 
you and your entire Order, Jedi," Vader answered ominously. "It is 
over." 


"... What is over?" Obi-Wan asked, feeling something odd in the air. 


"Something that should have obviously been over a millennia ago," 
Vader answered, wrapping the Dark Side around himself as the Jedi 
watched him warily. "Jedi, as of today, you will no longer be able to 
claim whatever you do is a defense against me." 


"And why is that?" Mace Windu asked with a guarded tone. 


"Because, Mace Windu, | am ending it," Vader answered, watching 
as Yoda's surprise was shown, understanding dawning with eyes 
wide and ears raised. "After today, | will be the defender, the 
reactor. Not the aggressor. And conflict between your order and 
myself will be initiated by you, Jedi, and you alone." 


He paused as the Jedi began to comprehend the weight of his 
words if not his meaning. With their full, unwavering attention, he 
made his decree clear. 


"Our Neverending War is over." 
End of Chapter 
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Darth Vader in the Past 
Disclaimer: | don't own Star Wars. 
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Plagueis had to admit, this situation was rather beneficial to his 
student, from a tactical point of view. Most Force abilities, especially 
those of the Dark Side, required a firm and expert hold upon one's 
own raw power in the Force. 


Sith Lightning, however, was an exception. Once one mastered the 
creation and launching of the attack, one only needed to control 
where it did NOT strike: namely themselves. 


Thus the lessened control over emboldened powers was far less of 
an issue for Sidious than they were for Plagueis himself as he 
overshot a Force Jump at Sidious, using a Force Push to self- 
correct his path and allow him to attempt to strike a force Blast at 
Sidious from behind and overhead. 


Sidious, however, was taking full advantage of all the handicaps this 
situation gave Plagueis while he could. With a rush of power to his 
legs, Sidous leapt away with such Force behind it that the metal 
floor dented where he had stood. Before his feet even touched the 
ground again, Sidious had spun about to face his master, with hands 
raised high as if to grasp something, before lurching his arms down. 


Plagueis did not need to look up to know that the walkways above 
them were coming hurdling down from overhead. They both all but 
flew upwards, gliding along opposite sides of a falling and now 
vertical-catwalk: By the railing, he was on the top side, and Sidious 
on the underside. It was like a blind game of chicken, wondering 
who would try to strike through the thin metal separating them. 


Sidious grinned savagely as he slashed his sabers through the 
catwalk, which turned to a scowl as he saw nothing where he had 
struck. An illusion? 


No. 


Sidious hurled himself down, trying to outpace the suddenly 
accelerating higher-chunk of the catwalk, forced down tremendously 
by Plagueis's power as said Muun safely rode the falling debris 
down. With a great spin, Sidious launched himself across the room 
before he could be beset again. He bit his cheek in pain and 
throthing rage as he felt his leg muscles nearly tear from 
overexerting the Force enhancements. Jedi or Sith, one could only 
push themselves so far beyond their physical limits without at least 
some short term complications. It was a tender reminder that, even 
with the surging of the Dark Side, his power would destroy himself if 
he was too foolish and rash with it. 


After bracing himself as his makeshift ride had collided with the floor, 
Plagueis hummed as he allowed Sidious to create some distance 
between them. He had a least another minute or two before his 
lightsabers would be functional again after being nullified by the 
cortosis. And as much as it would shatter Sidious's ego to deal with 
him without them, taking on someone of Sidious's skill with 
lightsabers and having none of his own to match was a foolish risk. 
No, there was no need to give his treacherous pupil any more 
advantages. That said, it was rather amusing and humbling how well 
Sidious was keeping him at bay. He was almost proud, despite the 
amazing spark of irrationality on the part of the Naboo-born Sith. 
The Son of Cosinga had truly grown well under his tutelage. 


Such a waste of a Sith, but this battle had been a glorious display 
nonetheless. 


"| don't suppose you'd accept an offer for surrender now, Plagueis?" 
Sidious called out, his exact location hidden behind some debris, his 
voice echoing all across the room. 


Plagueis reconsidered that glorious commendation. "Unexpected, 
Sidious, but | will make your death quick and... almost painless if 
you no longer have the will to fight," Plagueis offered, however 
skeptical of such a thing from Sidious of all people. 


"| meant your surrender, Master." 


Plagueis felt the warning sirens rippling even as the words were 
spoken. With a wave of his hand, a dome of metal debris formed 
over his quickly conjured Force Shield, like an extra layer of armor. It 
was only barely formed as Palpatine's emergency ship exploded. 
The metal was not thick or reinforced, groaning and tearing from 
itself from the shock-wave of the explosion. 


It was over in five seconds, by which point Plagueis dispelled his 
shield in a burst, sending scrap metal flying in all directions. It was a 
petty move, but he didn't care in this particular instance as he took in 
the damage. There was a crater around the scorched and still 
burning wreckage of the spaceship, blackened and warped beyond 
most recognition. The floor there was now treacherous, he sensed. 
It could collapse anytime. The wall it was facing, with the opening 
out of the building, was missing a good chunk as well. All around 
him the workshop was in ruins and covered in clouds of smoke and 
dust. 


The yield of that detonation was far more than the one-man ship 
should have been able to produce on its own. Sidious had rigged his 
escape ship to be an emergency bomb, because of course he had. 
And of course the device was designed to also act as a smoke 
screen. 


It was clever. Every act, every plan a potential part of a larger and 
ever growing scheme, parts brought together and used perfectly on 
the spur of the moment. Yet all of this was nothing more than a 
delaying tactic now. Sidious's craftiness was losing its charm as 
annoyance chewed at Plagueis. Not enough to interfere with this 
battle, but enough. His former apprentice could have been 


legendary, but it was obvious now that the Muun had overlooked 
and indulged Sidious's two major flaws. 


The inferiority complex that had spawned under the harsh patriarch 
that was Cosinga Palpatine. A ruthless man, keeping his entire 
family in check through fear, and hating his eldest son for being so 
fearless and defiant of him, and so obviously intelligent. Truly 
Sidious's father, though the human Sith would never want to hear 
such a thing. Plagueis knew what that kind of environment could do 
to a young mind. It must have taken Palpatine years to realize his 
father would never love him. Years of not understanding why he was 
unloved, until one day realizing that his own accomplishments only 
added to the pyre that was Cosinga's hate for his own flesh and 
blood. 


It was not Sidious's hatred for his father that was the problem, 
obviously. That was part of being a Sith. No, the problem was 
allowing how his father made him feel as a child to rule him now: It 
was good to strive to be better, it was reckless to always feel that 
one was never good enough in any instance, never advanced 
enough no matter how fast you had improved. Which tracked right 
into Sidious's other flaw. One that Plagueis believed they had made 
great progress in until today: 


Impatience. 


As one who had studied the biology of all types of creatures 
extensively as part of his research into the Force, Plagueis knew 
that there was actually a problem with trying to improve too fast. In 
the physical, the body needed time to adapt. Muscles had to heal 
before they could get stronger without tearing too far. With the mind, 
well, retention was like a bucket with a drain at the bottom; pour too 
quickly into the bucket and what you learned will flow over the edge 
as a mind takes in too much at once. But with the Force? One's 
abilities could grow unwieldy and dangerous to themselves as they 
grew beyond the user's control. It was almost analogous to cancer in 
a way. He supposed that was where the Jedi got their view of the 
Dark Side. 


It was that same inferiority complex that would not allow Sidious to 
accept the idea of any kind of alliance with Vader. It was the 


impatience that led to betraying his master in such a paranoid 
fashion. 


Darth Vader may have applied the pressure, but Sidious had done 
this to himself in the end. 


With an eerie calmness, Plagueis grasped the mask over his mouth, 
pulling it down. With a soft, almost peaceful exhale, the dust and 
smoke began to push itself out the opening. As the room cleared 
more and more, smoke flowing out like a river, Plagueis affixed the 
breathing mask back on and watched for any sign of Sidious. Not 
just with his eyes, but with the Force. The human's signature had 
dampened itself during the explosion in a bid to hide his exact 
location. 


With a scowl, he flicked his hand. From within the smoke, near the 
opening, Sidious went flying across the room to the other end. Did 
Sidious truly believe he could flee so easily? 


Plagueis scowled harder when he saw Sidious skidded across the 
floor ungracefully, when he did NOT feel Sidious re-surging his 
powers now that he was uncovered. As the human Sith rose with a 
familiar yet uncanny growl upon his face, Plagueis was utterly 
baffled by how unfazed Sidious felt as opposed to how he looked. 


"What are you playing at?" Plagueis asked under his breath as he 
watched Sidious draw his lightsabers once more- 


Plagueis blinked as he realized instantly that those were not the 
same sabers Sidious had been using moments ago. They were a 
different design, subtly different coloring of the metals as well. Just 
enough for him to notice. 


Sidious charged, but not fast enough. Nowhere near fast enough. 


Plagueis held up his hand, just one, and clenched his fist. The 
Sidious before him flickered away, revealing a training droid with a 
crushed torso that had some amulet attached to it. One of Sith 
origin, he knew, with enough of the Dark Side surrounding it that it 
might be mistaken for a Dark Sider trying yet failing to hide. 


Plagueis was not intimidated but he was very shocked all the same 
as he heard dozens of lightsabers igniting, seeing red glows 
illuminate no less than twenty copies of Sidious as they emerged 
from the fog. Each one possessing a Sith artifact to hide just who 
was the real Sith Lord among the impostors. 


"| obviously have given you far too much free time, Sidious." 
Just like that, they pounced. 


As they closed in around him, time slowed for the Dark Lord of the 
Sith. He mentally calculated how long he had to avoid so many 
lightsabers before his own weapons were functioning again. They 
might work now, but these droids were assuredly programmed for 
lightsaber duels, and Sidious was certainly among them 
somewhere. The split second it took him to grasp and ignite his 
lightsabers could be deadly, more so if they were not in fact 
functioning. 


Thirty Seconds. 


That was his conclusion. Thirty seconds before even it would be 
beyond even the most prolonged known effect of cortosis on 
lightsabers. He could just take a lightsaber from these droids, true, 
but he would be surprised if they weren't somehow sabotaged or 
booby-trapped. He sincerely didn't trust anything from Sidious right 
now. 


At least not with his own hands. 


He leapt forward, conjuring a destructive Force wave that 
disintegrated the torsos of four in front of him. Dissipating the attack, 
he used the Force to grasp five droid arms that still had ignited 
lightsabers, bringing them up as a defensive wall against the 
remaining Sidiroids. 


Twenty-Six Seconds. 


It only stalled them for an instant, five locking blades with the floating 
sabers with the rest went around or even leapt over the wall. They 
fought with Sidious's style, but they certainly couldn't think or plan 


like him. He released the limbs, using his powers to crush two more 
of the droids before throwing both into a third. 


Twenty-One Seconds. 


He conjured up a Force Shield, scowling as he tried to hold back 
ten, no, fifteen lightsabers pushing against his defense. It would not 
hold, but it would not have to. He pulled the body of the first Sidious- 
droid to him, scrapping it across the floor until it was in front of him. 
He dispelled the shield with a pulse, stunning them for an instant. An 
instant in which he brought the broken droid up in front of him and 
clapped his hands, unleashing a Force-empowered sonic wave that 
tore the droid apart and sent the metal flying, turning the small 
pieces into deadly projectiles that ripped through his foes. Yet only 
two more were truly brought down, while another three of the dual- 
wielders lost one of their lightsaber arms- along with them and four 
others losing their hologram capability. 


Thirteen Seconds. 


Six had fled around before his attack to try and encircle him. Three 
on each side, but more importantly, these were the last that were 
still cloaked to look like Sidious. Unless his wayward student was 
not even among them, that meant about a seventeen percent 
chance that one of them was him. Having no time to consider that 
possibility further, he found himself dodging and using the Force to 
repel the lightsabers of the six, even causing two droids to stab one 
another with a twist of the Force. He kept his defenses tight, 
realizing that Sidious had programmed them to target his oxygen 
tank. He could survive without it, for a while, sustained only by the 
Force. But it was one more weakness he could not afford at the 
moment. 


Seven Seconds. 


The seven decloaked machines joined the fray and Plagueis found 
himself growing weary of defensive close combat. He leapt away 
from the Fake-Sidious bots, but towards the decloaked ones. There 
was an instant in which their programming altered, having not 
anticipated his sudden charge. The best combat droids have a 
reaction time often faster than the average organic, yet falling short 


compared to one tuned to the force. In the imperceptible gap of time, 
Plagueis placed his finger tips on the chests of two droids as they 
swung an instant too slow to touch him: finger tips charged with Sith 
Lightning. 


Five Seconds. 


As he flew by, the two droids falling with fried systems; he knew the 
rest were now all right upon his trail. He leapt high, pieces of debris 
floating up to give him perches to leap further up. He didn't need to 
look to see that the droids were following him. Which he was 
counting on. It was only after eight leaps and make-shift platforms 
that he neared the ceiling. 


Three Seconds. 


He looked back down, the gap between him and the mechanical 
hunting pack rapidly closing. With one final leap, he sent all the 
floating debris shooting down. But while the droids could not sense 
the Force, they could detect their precarious perches giving way, 
giving them just time to jump upwards towards Plagueis, as high as 
their servos would push them. 


One Second. 

Plagueis's lightsabers shot into his hands. 
His feet touched the ceiling. 

The sabers ignited. 

He descended. 


As a wind of death and destruction, he glided through them, among 
them as he fell. Like a ghost, no blade ever had a chance of 
touching him, regardless of distance. The broken shells were still 
rising from their own momentum as limbs were served, torsos 
cleaved and heads destroyed each with single scorching slashs. 


Plagueis landed in a crouch, distinctly hearing the many metal parts 
clanking and banging as they landed. A leg nearly fell on him before 
he casually moved its trajectory to his right. He savored a moment, 


taking a deep breath of oxygen, before turning to confirm his 
suspicion. He knew the difference between a lightsaber cutting 
through metal and flesh: the smell of materials burning, the feel in 
his lightsaber from the different types of resistance, the sound of 
metal melting and flesh burning. He knew them well. 


There was no flesh among the droids, only scrap. And one 
lightsaber that refused to deactivate. He eyed that one oddly. Was 
this another trap or a simply malfunction? Sith or Jedi, lightsabers 
were designed to automatically turn off without a proper pressure of 
a grip on the hilt. It just wasn't a good idea to have those things 
accidentally burning through floors and damaging something 
important- like breaking the hull of a spaceship. But some things 
occasionally don't work right, even lightsabers, and he doubted 
Sidious put great care into making the lightsabers for these decoys 
of himself. 


Deciding to just be done with the situation, he Force-flung the saber 
out of the building, deactivating it mid-flight. It didn't blow up, but he 
didn't take that as proof of anything. Sidious had definitely been 
given too much free time to be able to manage all of this. He was 
objectively impressed he found the time between his political 
persona and their works as Sith Lords. 


He turned his suspicions to the rest of the room, scattered and 
disarrayed from the explosion. With a glare, finally done humoring 
this game, every item on the floor went skidding across to one side 
of the room. Just as he suspected, below where a pile of debris had 
hidden it, was a hole in the floor. It was obviously made by 
lightsabers, Sidious having used the ship's explosion as cover to 
make his escape. 


"My surrender indeed, Sidious," he murmured in distaste. The 
Naboo-born Sith was no doubt far away from this spot now, But he 
was done chasing Sidious through the maze that was their secret 
base. No, he'd much rather be where Sidious was going rather than 
follow where he had been. 


His eyes traveled over to the opening, recalling how one of the 
droids had tried to escape. If they were a distraction, why head that 
way? Lead him away as their master scurried inward to some other 


predesignated escape room? No, no, that was exactly what Sidious 
would want him to conclude. Of course, there was another reason 
the droids might be trying to get out of the building. Just one other 
reason. 


Plagueis leapt up onto the opening, peering down over the side 
down to the Works below. His keen eyes in the Force saw it rather 
quickly. The black streak rapidly leaping down the building. If 
Sidious escaped into the maze that was the old abandoned 
industrial section of Coruscant, Plagueis knew he could easily slip 
through his fingers and eventually into the vastness of space. Oh, he 
could find his former apprentice again in time but the damage 
Sidious could do to his plans, either out of spite or to usurp 
Plagueis's power over time, was unacceptable and intolerable. 


Below, Darth Sidious gritted his teeth. He was fleeing. There was no 
other word for it, he was running away with his tail between his legs. 
He had struck at a king and failed to kill him. There was no point 
during this entire exchange that he truly had a chance. All of the 
traps that would surely kill the Muun had been noticed and side 
stepped. The ones that he had been able to use had only briefly 
slowed down Plagueis. No, it was obvious now that his now-former 
Master would not fall today to Sidious's power or his cunning. He 
would have to flee and wait, to hone his abilities until the gap 
between their respective might had been reduced. 


He wasn't sure what he would do just yet. He couldn't remain as 
Senator Palpatine. No, that persona surely died tonight. Remaining 
on Coruscant was essentially a death sentence, and Plagueis would 
cover up his disappearance well before Sidious could relay his 
fabricated story. He'd have to weigh the pros and cons later of 
reaching out as the senator, hiding from assassins. Could he 
destroy Hego Damask's reputation and public power without 
exposing them both as Sith? Could he expose Plagueis without 
exposing himself? 


All questions with complicated answers, further tangled by the sheer 
existence of Darth Vader. 


Oh, how that man's name wracked his body with rage. He had been 
played, so thoroughly. Vader knew who he was, knew his intent, and 


had knowingly goaded him with his sheer presence. Provoked him 
to misstep, to betray Plagueis prematurely. It was infuriating. And 
admirable, Sidious had to privately admit. The Third Sith Lord had 
wielded the unknown nature of his existence like a weapon, as much 
as any lightsaber. A saber that cut through the walls and shields of 
the mind and of the self. Because Vader knew, surely, how his 
emergence would disturb all around him: The Jedi who believed the 
Sith gone, the Order of Bane who thought themselves alone, and 
the Galaxy at large that had no idea how take him. 


Darth Vader was a Sith Lord, Sidious conceded. He saw every 
stumble, every misstep of all around him and seized the opening 
they didn't know existed. 


If he wasn't so wrathful about being the one who stumbled the most, 
he might have actually smiled. That thinking, that planning was very 
much like himself in a way. Mercilessly yet seamlessly opportunistic. 
Oh, if Sidious hadn't suspected treachery from Plagueis, he might 
have enjoyed a rivalry with Vader, a secret war between two Siths, 
one hidden and the other exposed. Not an alliance, no. Vader was 
correct in that, they could never coexist as allies, as equals. Sidious 
could never tolerate working with one who thought similarly enough 
to himself to know Sidious so well, to see who Sidious really was, 
yet be so dissimilar in goal and means. Only as a servant could one 
tolerate the other, and Sidious would never pretend to serve another 
after Plagueis. And while Sidious could not deduce the source, the 
connection between himself and Vader, the cyborg had made his 
hatred for the Apprentice of Plagueis obvious. 


But these revelations only made his hate overflow more! Everything 
he had built and planned for years! All the connections he had 
made, the loyalties he had fostered, the potential he had found and 
cultivated in others! All ground work for HIS Galactic Empire! And all 
toppled by this one man in such a little time with so very little effort. 
Because Vader knew how to make people destroy themselves in 
fear of him, in fear of what he might represent to a given person. 
The Return of the Sith for the Jedi, and the Secret Replacement for 
Sidious. 


The Mystery of Vader was likely far more dangerous than the truth. 
A truth would make him certain, finite, and known. Even if that truth 


was false, it was something to label him as, to quantify him. But a 
mystery was terrifying. It could be anything, with every vague hint 
leading to a greater unrealized nightmare than the last. 


A true phantom menace, in a way. 


Sidious finally reached down past the roofs of the Flats, into a path 
down between the LiMerge Building and the other buildings, and 
found a hatch that would lead deeper into the maze of factories and 
power plants. Many still running on automatic systems long after 
they were abandoned, the district overrun with gangsters, 
malfunctioning droids, smugglers and the homeless. A perfect place 
to disappear. 


He stopped, however, feeling something was off. Had this hatch 
always had this design on its surface? Had ripped electric wires 
hung from the decaying walls like that last time he ventured here? 


His eyes widened as the hatch opened on its own. 


And the hand of a Muun shot forth, the Force flinging Sidious off his 
feet. He growled as he stood, seeing Plagueis jump from the hole 
and land on the- 


-surface of the Flats? 


Something cold washed through Sidious as he gazed over his new 
surroundings: the vast district, the night sky overhead dotted with 
the lights of various ships entering and leaving the atmosphere. He 
had never been in the pathways below the top of these buildings. He 
had been moving "down" for far too long, and had started leaping 
forward without ever realizing it. There had never been a hatch. 
Plagueis had never leapt from it, he had been standing right in front 
of him this whole time. 


"How long?" 


Plagueis tilted his head as Sidious glared at him, as if he didn't know 
what the question meant. But Sidious knew his former master was 
perfectly aware of his intent. He was just forcing him to elaborate. 


"How long have you been using your illusions on me?!" Sidious spat 


with hatred and fury and- something. Something he tried to push 
away and smother, but it was eating him alive from the inside out. 


Plagueis's eyebrow quirked, acting as though that were answer 
enough, but Sidious wouldn't accept just a nonverbal declaration. In 
response, Plagueis held up a lightsaber with the force, unlit. 
Sidious's lightsaber, to be exact. The younger Sith instantly 
summoned both lightsabers he knew were on his own person, 
looking at one of them. 


One that was exactly the same as the one Plagueis held. 
The same one he had taken back from Plagueis. 

The same one he believed he killed Plagueis with. 

But that had been an illusion. 


An illusion Plagueis created at his weakest, after relinquishing his 
hold on the Dark Side for Vader's March. 


Sensing Sidious's dawning comprehension, Plagueis waved his 
hand, the saber in the Muun's grasp vanishing like smoke and ash. 


The lightsabers in Sidious's hands never felt so meaningless as they 
did now. 


"When, exactly, Sidious, did you believe | wasn't using my illusions 
on you?" 


Sidious stepped back. He couldn't help it. It wasn't true, not likely. 
But the mere fact it could be, that he wasn't sure how much of this 
battle had been real? That left him bare to those icy tendrils. 


Plagueis smiled, and it was the smile of a teacher whose student 
was finally catching onto a valuable lesson. And the smile of a 
sarlacc catching its latest victim. "And at last you understand, my 
former apprentice. Fear can only be properly taught through 
despair." 


Sidious's gaze remained on him, and for a fragment in eternity, 
Plagueis could feel Sidious's violent pressence grow still in the 


Force. 
End of Chapter 


Okay, well, there we go! The bulk of the Plagueis V Sidious fight. 
And yes, that was an Aizen reference. Couldn't resist. And yes, 
Plagueis, you definitely gave Sidious too much free time. Though, I'll 
be honest, | came up with the robots having sith artificats on them 
off the top of my head for this fight. Rather fun to write. 


And no, Plagueis is NOT being paranoid about not using Sidious's 
lightsabers. | do NOT want to know what kind of bomb a lightsaber 
can be turned into! Well, | do, just not first hand, lol. | also made up 
the thing about a grip-sensor thing in lightsabers as my headcanon 
for why they turn off when dropped or when their user dies- which 
makes sense, those things could do a lot of damage if left on, 
sinking and slicing through anything. If that's actually canon, | never 
came across it, but wouldn't be surprised. 


Anyway, not much else to say. Was kind of nice to write Sidious 
giving some credit due to Vader, albeit hatefully. Though, | think he 
is correct in general- Vader always has weilded his pressence and 
mystery like a subtle weapon, even in canon. It also showed that 
Sidious is still intellegent and cunning under his fury. 


Hope you all enjoyed this. Almost to Chapter 20! As always, if you 
want to, please consider tipping to my pat-reon or my Go Fund Me. 
If not, | understand. Especially in these times. Stay safe in this 
coronavirus mess everyone! 


go fund me. com (slash) f (slash) akumakami64 


p atreon. com (slash) akumakami64 


Chapter 20 


Darth Vader in the Past 
Disclaimer: | don't own Star Wars. 


Notes 1: There seems to be some misconception about this story: 
When | say this fic is ending in so many Chapter, | mean that 
"Episode 1" is ending. I'm definitely making a sequel to this. 


Note 2: Sorry for this being late, everyone. Had a lot of shit going on 
in RL: one of my baby nieces had to go back to the hospital for a 
week, but she's back now. Than | got sick for a little while, which 
wasn't fun. And finally, my bird died. Naturally found that depressing, 
but it was a pretty old bird by now. 


Note 3: One happy delay | had was finally watching the 
Mandalorian. Fucking brilliant series and gave me a lot of material 
and ideas to work with. 


Without further delay, on with the story! 


It wasn't hard to find Vader after leaving the meeting with the 
council. Even without it trying to overtake the temple, the presence 
of the Dark Side was left in his wake. Which was how Qui-Gon came 
to be standing on one of the balconies of the Jedi Temple with the 
Sith Lord. 


"Well, that was rather eventful," Qui-Gon stated, leaning his back 
against the railing, the night sky lit by the innumerable lights of 
Coruscant. 


"It must be interesting for you, Jedi," Vader stated idly, his right arm 
resting on the ledge while running his left hand up and down the 
bottom half of the arm. "This world is your home twice over; you 
were born here, and you were trained as a Jedi here. Most cannot 
make such a claim." 


"It was bound to happen a few times, with the world having a trillion 


souls upon it," Qui-Gon reminded, studying the Sith Lord's actions 
curiously as he felt tiny movements in the Force. "Please tell me 
you're not constructing a bomb in your arm." 


Vader paused abruptly before glancing in Qui-Gon's direction. "| was 
about to scold you for taking after your Padawan, but | should 
congratulate you on giving me an idea." 


"Oh, wonderful! Now I'm thinking too much like a Sith in trying to 
understand you," Qui-Gon stated with a mirthful chuckle, which 
quickly evaporated. "In all seriousness, what are you doing?" 


"lam using the Force to fix some of the damage to my limbs," Vader 
answered bluntly. 


"That would sound impressive if | wasn't sure it was just a patch 
job," Qui-Gon stated thoughtfully, giving the Sith an odd look. "I'm 
going to assume the contents of that sack were for your inevitable 
repairs?" 


"Among other things," Vader admitted vaguely. "Now, how long are 
you going to dance around what you wish to say, Jinn?" 


Qui-Gon nodded, both to himself and Vader, as he took ona 
contemplative scowl. "You're actually serious?" 


"Do | come across as one for jokes, Jedi?" Vader questioned 
rhetorically. 


"Well, for wanting to end this never-ending war you certainly have 
an interesting way of showing it. You knew coming here with the 
Dark Woman like that would provoke something,” Qui-Gon accused 
neutrally. 


"Yes, | did. It seemed the best way to make you all confront the fact 
that your order has a serious problem," Vader answered calmly. 


"| thought you said we both needed to clean house?" Qui-Gon asked 
with a small smirk. 


"My order's problems are well known and obvious to both sides, 
your order feels justified in your own," Vader countered without 


missing a beat. "All of which does not negate the simple fact that, 
even though | accurately predicted the Jedi making the wrong 
choice, it does not change the fact that it was indeed the wrong 
choice." 


"| want to deny that, but it is rather difficult to argue against a small 
army of Jedi attacking a man for the aftermath of a wrong 
assumption. Especially when | scolded Obi-Wan for essentially the 
same thing after that display back on Tattoine," Qui-Gon recalled 
with a head shake. 


"It is rather telling when so many of your order make the same 
mistake as your Padawan, on a larger scale," Vader commented, 
and Qui-Gon almost thought the Dark Lord was amused. 


"So, is this peace then?" Qui-Gon asked with interest. 


"By certain definitions. Most sapients take the notion of peace to 
equate to being allies, that our relationship is somewhat positive. My 
intent is that Sith and Jedi should be able to co-exist separately in a 
large galaxy without attempting genocide on one another simply 
because we are Jedi and Sith," Vader explained, raising his arm and 
flexing the fingers to test the cybernetics. "That should be sufficient." 


"And what of the others in your Order? Will they be so eager for this 
peace, to co-exist?" Qui-Gon asked with a skeptical look. 


"As | said, Jinn, we both need to clean house," Vader stated coldly. 


Qui-Gon made the conscious decision to not lean away as the air 
grew cold around Vader again. "And how long do you expect this will 
last?" 


"How long do you imagine your comrades can abstain from 
attempting to kill me, Jinn?" Vader countered, growing impatient. 
"And you continue to evade your true question." 


Qui-Gon winced. He wasn't sure this was the best time for this 
discussion, but with how things were playing out, he had no idea if 
and when another chance might arrive. "You had a... conversation 
with Obi-Wan," he stated with a steady voice. 


Vader didn't say a word for a moment, letting the meaning float in 
the air. "He possessed a question. | gave the answer, if only 
because | was impressed that he even thought to ask such a thing." 


"Assuming | take that theory as truth, that there is a "Sith-Side" 
within the Dark Side," Qui-Gon allowed, looking up into the sky. Or 
rather, the Force. "That begs one question, Darth Vader." 


"Yes, Master Jinn?" Vader returned in kind. 


"Why choose to stay with the Dark Side?" Qui-Gon asked with 
furrowed brow. 


"What are the grandmaster's teachings? That once one ventures 
down this path, the Dark Side rules them forever?" Vader asked 
rhetorically. Qui-Gon looked to him and almost swore he saw 
Vader's imposing form sag. "The answer is not something you can 
easily believe, Jedi." 


"Try me," Qui-Gon said with a curious frown. 


"You often compare the Dark Side to a drug; feeding one with a 
sensation that they dive deeper and deeper into to obtain that 
feeling again," Vader started off. "One would call that a stimulant 
addiction." 


"Yes, | suppose?" Qui-Gon granted, wondering where this was 
going. 


"You Jedi seem to forget that addictions to more sedative drugs are 
common as well," Vader finished ominously. 


Qui-Gon waited, expecting more, but Vader remained silent. Thus, 
the words replayed into his head a second time, then a third. His 
brow rose as understanding dawned. "Now you can't be serious." 


"Why not?" Vader asked, glancing back towards him. "Because 
there cannot possibly be any negative side effect of diving too deep 
into the Light Side of the Force, for too long of a time?" 


"The Light side is not addictive like the Dark Side," Qui-Gon stated 
firmly. 


"No, it isn't," Vader agreed, but they both know they weren't 
agreeing on the same principle. "The Dark Side is a rush, it is 
adrenaline, it is energy in motion. It makes someone feel more alive 
than they can ever recall. The Light Side is peaceful, tranquil. 
Soothing. Lulling you into a pleasant state that you wish to retain 
and fall deeper into while all others matters are deemed less and 
less important," Vader elaborated before pausing. Qui-Gon got the 
distinct impression he was smug beneath the mask. "It is amazing, 
the ease to make one sound alluring and the other so insidious." 


"And what do you possibly base this on?" qui-Gon challenged with 
his arms crossed. 


"Experience," Vader stated firmly. "And a lifetime to consider which 
addiction | believe | can manage best." 


Qui-Gon paused, if only to process that nugget of information, 
before shaking his head to return to the conversation. "That is the 
most cynical view on the Force I've ever heard, | admit." 


"Do you desire a more poetic description?" Vader asked in 
annoyance. "The Light Side promotes compassion and empathy 
while causing tendencies of inaction and complacency. It also often 
reduces a user's sense of agency as they deem most consequences 
and misfortunes to be the "Will of the Force." Is that sufficient?" 


Qui-Gon looked at Vader, trying to decide if the Sith Lord truly 
believed any of this. "This sounds more like an argument for both 
sides to abandon the Force entirely than anything else." 


"Trust me, Jedi. Dark or Light, a majority of those that have touched 
and been touched by the Force would rather die than simply never 
use it again," Vader stated coldly. "Both sides of the Force have 
their strengths and weaknesses, their flaws and powers. Accept 
that, Jedi, and adapt. Or choose not to, and wither away." 


Qui-Gon stood there for a moment, contemplating how or even if he 
would continue this discussion. "And how does the Queen fit into all 
of this?" 


"The Force works in mysterious ways, Jinn," Vader stated vaguely. 


"On that matter, | should depart soon." 


Qui-Gon didn't disagree with that statement. "Against the better 
judgement of others, | shall leave this be," Qui-Gon stated with a 
knowing smirk about him before turning to leave. 


Vader waited patiently, drumming his fingers as the Jedi's footsteps 
faded away. After a moment of long, impatient silence, the Dark 
Lord spoke. "Do you have something to say, or are you simply 
failing at stealth?" 


"Expecting me, were you?" 
Meanwhile 


Padme felt something was amiss. Granted, anyone would probably 
have come to that same conclusion already, given that her greatest 
yet most mysterious ally in this current crisis had been on the 
holonews, fighting a vast number of Jedi at the temple of the order. 
Fighting and winning, it had to be said. Between the late hour and 
the unusual news of the attack on the temple reasonably distracting 
everyone's attention, it was decided that the motion for a vote of no 
confidence would be decided upon as the first thing when they 
reconvened the following day. It was just bad timing on her part that 
they arrived so late in the day on Coruscant. 


Or perhaps good time. 


But upon returning to the residence of Senator Palpatine, she found 
her fellow Naboo-born politician was not home, nor had he ever 
returned to the Senate after the recess had ended. It was as if the 
man had vanished. She might have been upset, angry even for the 
senator being absent in their planet's time of need, especially when 
this was his advice and plan she had been acting on. But more than 
anything, she was worried. Had the Trade Federation made a move 
on the good senator? Had there been some horrible, still unknown 
"accident" with an unidentifiable body somewhere down at the 
bottom of Coruscant's enormous buildings? 


Vader wasn't here either. She wasn't sure how to feel about that. 
She trusted Vader, but he clearly had his own agenda in the capital 


of the Republic, specifically with the Jedi. She couldn't say for 
certain that said agenda would allow him to help her further in 
liberating her planet. Still, his advice had helped, probably more than 
he even knew. She now had allies; allies against a common foe, 
who had more experience with the Trade Federation's droid armies 
than she imagined she ever would. 


She resisted the urge to massage her brow and ruin the makeup 
that went into her royal attire. This entire thing felt so surreal. Two 
years ago, she was twelve years old and the Supervisor of Theed. 
Or the "Princess/Prince of Theed" as was the nickname for the 
position, as Kings and Queens of Naboo held the position of 
Supervisor of Theed before their coronations. Two years later, at her 
parents suggestion, she made a bid for the throne in the coming 
election. She was popular, so that gave her enough of a chance to 
attempt it. But she had only agreed to it because something just 
hadn't sat right with her about King Ars Veruna, having been the 
elected monarch for thirteen long years. 


Then the Foreign Affairs scandal happened. Everyone discovered 
the king's secret dealings and wide-spread corruption in his handling 
of foreign affairs, lining his pockets to a degree that made many 
wonder how much the Treasurer was getting bribed to cover that up 
so well. Much of it had been from Naboo's original dealings with the 
Trade Federation. She was glad, proud even to be running against 
him until the man abdicated the throne and vanished, supposedly in 
shame. Which left Padme herself more or less unopposed. 


She had been coronated with simple ambitions: put some limitations 
on the terms for the monarchy, deal with the fallout of Veruna's 
corruption, hopefully root out all those who had been complicit in the 
scandal, secure a less exploitive deal with the Trade Federation or 
cut ties with them altogether, and prove to her people that their faith 
in democracy was not misplaced. That Ars Veruna was an 
exception, not the norm, a bad dream they had awakened from. 


Then the real nightmare happened. 
Five months . 


She had been queen for five months, one week, and two days when 


the Trade Federation started the blockade. She had barely learned 
to feel comfortable on the throne in her elaborately traditional attire, 
barely memorized the names of every governor of every realm on 
Naboo, and had barely gotten the ink dry on the term limit 
amendment to the constitution she had proposed. She was not, and 
probably would never be certain if this disaster was somehow linked 
to Veruna again, or if this was simply the greed of the Trade 
Federation baring its twisted fangs. But it didn't really matter why it 
happened anymore. This was long past a time for trying to assign 
blame. Her people were dying, and many more were suffering. 


She hated this. She hated it with every fiber of her being. She hated 
how the Senate was filled to the brim with more of same ilk as Ars 
Veruna. She was the most powerful authority on Naboo, but could 
do nothing to save the people she was suppose to help. And why? 
Because the highest authoritative body in the galaxy, the one power 
that should and was suppose to reign in things like the Trade 
Federation, did nothing because it was marred with corruption and 
self-interest. She could not blame them all. She could only imagine 
how many kind souls would become jaded or fearful, unwilling to risk 
their own people to help another. 


She was fairly sure that what she hated most was meeting Darth 
Vader under these circumstances. The Sith himself was a blessing, 
there was no other way to consider him, but the contrasts he forced 
upon her reality were unsettling. 


Law and order, tempered by kindness and fairness, which in turn 
were tempered by pragmatism and commonsense. That was the 
mindset of Naboo. A group of people could not help another group if 
doing so truly harmed themselves and their families, but nor should 
a group be unwilling to make a small sacrifice to aid others. The 
rules of the land must be upheld and criminals held accountable. But 
to do so too strictly and too harshly invited crime to repeat, hide, and 
spread elsewhere. 


So how does one answer corruption when it is no longer just 
fleecing from the coffers, but spilling the literal blood of the 
innocent? What can one do when all the laws in the galaxy are of no 
help? When it is corruption that order itself has come to side with? 


Vader answered it with merciless, ruthless efficiency. The means 
should not justify the ends, that was what she had been raised to 
believe. Thus, in many ways, Vader embodied many things she 
disapproved of. The fact that he did not truly insult the ways of her or 
her people made it hard to hate him or his methords. And her time 
on Tatooine had opened her eyes. She had always known there 
were planets less fortunate then her own, but it was another thing to 
see it, a world that still practiced slavery unchallenged. A world that 
Vader personally hated, and she could only imagine why. 


She had seen it in the eyes of those the duke had taken her to meet. 
There were times when laws and diplomacy could no longer be 
relied upon. The time to fight had indeed come and nothing would 
be the same after this, she knew. The humans of Naboo hadn't had 
a war for nearly a century since they clashed with the Gungans- 


Padme paused as she considered something very interesting. 
"Where is Jar Jar Binks?" 


Meanwhile 


Yoda had let the silence swell after Vader's departure, the council 
sitting and contemplating. Some looked to one another, others 
gazed off into the distance or closed their eyes in thought. Many 
simply continued to stare at the damage, the crater left in the wake 
of Vader's rage. 


Yoda was among them, but for different reasons. He had caused 
that reaction. This Sith Lord, this Darth Vader, took great offence to 
Yoda's words. To his claim that the Dark Side was easier. A curious 
thing to take as an insult. Most Dark Siders had often made claims 
as such, that the Dark granted them more power than the Light ever 
did. That the Light was weak and the Dark was strong. Yoda's own 
observations had not contradicted this, as it did often lead to the 
user gaining a boost in power. Often at the cost of some common 
sense, sanity, empathy, or all of the above. 


But Yoda had never agreed that the Dark Side was overall stronger, 
just that it was quicker and easier. For Yoda had known every Jedi 
that had came through these halls for hundreds of years. While he 
was not always close to every Jedi, he had met every member of the 


order at one point or another. And whenever he met or sensed one 
who fell to the Dark Side, he felt a great sorrow, as if a candle that 
been snuffed out from its own flame raging too intensely, leaving 
only a smoldering and dark remain. But, more objectively, he could 
sense the difference in power. And the boast that the Dark Side 
could make one stronger than any Jedi had never been proven to 
his mind. 


Yet here a Sith Lord stood, more powerful than many Jedi had 
imagined, angered by the notion that his path had been easy, that 
the Dark Side was easy. Yoda wasn't ready to consider his view 
wrong, but perhaps it was incomplete. 


Of course, that was the last thing on the mind of his fellow Jedi 
Masters. No, their thoughts were only on the Vader's proclamation. 
That Vader did not just want the war between the Sith and the Jedi 
to stay ended, but he was bluntly saying that it was over. In military 
terms, it was essentially one side ordering another to accept their 
ceasefire. But the Jedi were not a military. Nor should they think like 
one, in the eyes of Yoda. 


"It seems that my old padawan was correct," Dooku commented, 
stroking his beard. "Darth Vader truly claims to be disinterested in 
being an enemy of the Jedi." 


"It's bound to be a trick," Even Piell stated with a scowl. "A way of 
getting us to lower our guard." 


"While skeptical of his claim, | find that unlikely," Oppose Rancisis 
disagreed carefully. 


"Explain, please?" Plo Koon requested, leaning forward as he 
contemplated these events. 


"Our guard has been lowered for a thousand years. Coming out in 
the open already put us on edge and | doubt he didn't realize that 
we would suspect trickery on his part," Oppo explained. 


"He had to know we'd think he was lying, therefore he is probably 
telling the truth," Yarael Poof summarized with some amusement. 


"| didn't say he's telling the truth," Oppo denied firmly. "Just that it 
being for a surprise assault would be unlikely." 


"So you believe he is still our enemy, just pretending to not want to 
be our enemy?" Poof retorted with a tilt of his head on his long neck. 


A number of gazes turned to him. "Master Poof, you can't seriously 
be considering the idea that this Sith is genuine in his desire for 
peace," Eeth Koth stated with a scowl. 


"And why not?" Poof asked casually. "Two groups can disagree with 
each other, vehemently even, while choosing not to attack one 
another. That is, after all, the first step in diplomacy." 


"There can be no peace between the Jedi and the Sith," Mace 
Windu stated firmly. 


"And why is that, Master of the Order?" Poof asked, his question 
some how neither challenging nor friendly, and yet both at once. 


"The Sith bring unbalance to the Force, and stand against 
everything we believe in," Mace Windu pointed out with a small 
glare. 


"And the idea of the Republic stands against everything most 
hereditary monarchies stand for, yet a great many still take part in 
it," Poof countered with a smile. 


"You're actually suggesting to make peace with the Sith?" Even Piell 
asked with a small glare. 


"With this Sith, yes," Yarael confirmed mysteriously. 


Ki-Mundi turned to stare at him curiously. "What exactly do you 
mean by that?" he asked in interest. 


"Qui-Gon's report, and Vader's very existence means that there 
might actually be more Sith out there, that their Rule of Two has 
been bent or discarded," Poof elaborated, his joviainess morphing 
into seriousness rather well. "Darth Vader claims we both need to 
clean house. Take as much offense as you feel the need to, but 
please comprehend the other implication. That we have at least one 


Sith claiming that, if the other Sith attacked us unprovoked, he'd side 
with us. So, yes, if Vader is saying that he will try to change the 
ways of the Sith and keep others in his order in line, | say we should 
continue with our original plan; We step back and observe. Let his 
actions speak for him. If Vader aides other Sith and Dark Siders 
against us, his lie will be obvious." 


"And then what?" Eeth Koth asked with a furrowed brow. "If he is 
lying, by the time it is revealed, he may have already built up too 
much power and support to be dealt with." 


"What was that, young Kenobi?" Dooku called with a small smirk to 
the Padawan, intentionally drawing attention to a now startled Obi- 
Wan. "I don't believe | quite heard that." 


Obi-Wan swallowed and decide to NOT glare at Dooku for 
intentionally doing this. "I-| said that he is already too much to 
handle when all he has is himself and the leader of a planet whose 
planet is being held hostage.” 


"Call upon the Dark Side's totality again, Vader cannot," Yoda spoke 
up finally, feeling Obi-Wan's gratitude for taking the spotlight off him. 
"For a moment, their hold on the Dark Side, all others surrendered. 
Willingly they did, so that Darth Vader... No, so to be heard the Dark 
Side would be. To do so again, more reluctant they would be." 


"So, the Dark Siders of the entire galaxy all independently and 
unanimously decided that they hated us enough to risk giving up 
their power, even just for a short time, just to let someone else give 
us a bloody nose?" Dooku summarized, genuinely surprised by the 
explanation of his old master. "I'm not sure if that's intimidating or 
pitiful." 


"Pitiful for us or them?" Ki-Mundi asked with a tilted head. 
"Both," Dooku answered. 


"And what is your wisdom, Master Dooku, if Vader is revealed to be 
an enemy?" Windu asked with a hard look about him, challenging 
the aging master. 


Dooku looked entirely unimpressed with the question. "Taking 
Master Yoda's words into account, Vader would require careful time 
to plan a proper attack on if it became needed. You could, 
assuredly, just best him with overwhelming numbers. Without the 
Dark Side sustaining him in that state we witnessed, he would fall. 
But there would be many Jedi that would not rise again after such an 
encounter, Master Windu. Darth Vader proved today that he is not 
one you can simply rush with a lightsaber, with faith in the Force that 
you and your fellow Jedi can succeed. Time you will need to see his 
intentions, Master Windu, and time you will need to prepare for how 
you will react to them." 


That was a sobering notion. Unless they committed to putting Vader 
down right now, and unleashed a bloodbath within the temple, they 
had to resign to waiting for Vader to reveal his hand. "Avoiding a 
topic, we are," Yoda stated with a sigh, giving the many masters a 
thoughtful look. "What should we do, if genuine, Vader proves to 
be?" 


"Master Yoda, there is-" Mace Windu spoke up with a firm voice. 


"No chance of the Sith returning, we believed. The Dark Siders 
releasing their power, | believed impossible. Presented with another 
impossibility, we are," Yoda stated, scowling as he finally looked 
away from the crater, giving Windu a stare. "Lost faith in the Light, | 
have not. Nor ever, will |. But a Sith like Vader, none has the order 
ever known. Tread carefully, we must. For if the truth he brings, into 
the trap of another Sith, we may step." 


Mace Windu bit his lip as he struggled with himself. As much as he 
didn't believe Vader could possible be anything but an enemy of the 
Jedi, the Grandmaster did raise a great point. Just because Vader 
was openly a Sith did not mean that they should gain tunnel vision. 
The implication was still sinking in for Windu, honestly, that the Sith 
had been in hiding and lurking under their nose this entire time. And 
that there were more of them. His scowl deepened as he realized an 
error on their part. "We never did question Vader about the Dark 
Sider on Tatooine," he stated, causing many grimaces and other 
looks in surprise. 


Including Yoda massaging his ancient temple with the top of his 


walking stick. 
Meanwhile 


Vader regarded the small, shuffling figure carefully. It had been a 
long time since he saw this Jedi. This meeting summoned forth old 
memories, older than the Clone Wars, of this one dying. A heroic 
death, admittedly; absorbing the poisons of a bioweapon to save an 
entire city of some crime-ridden Core Planet. And the life of a 
teenage padawan named Anakin Skywalker. 


"| would have been rather disappointed if at least one Master wasn't 
monitoring my movements in the temple," Darth Vader answered 
promptly to the one living Jedi that shared the same species as 
Grandmaster Yoda. "Why are you here, Jedi Master Yaddle?" 


"Live here, | do," Yaddle stated with patience as she studied him. 
"Seen much, you have." 


Vader said nothing for a moment, reevaluating her presence. "I 
could say the same, The One Below," Vader countered as he 
watched within the force. 


"Find none, you will," Yaddle informed with a knowing look about 
her. "Made peace with my past, long have I." 


"..." Vader didn't say anything. But only Vader didn't. 


Yaddle was very aware of the Dark Side. It still flowed from Vader, 
its great tendrils unwilling to divide and spread back across the 
galaxy any quicker than it had to. It was savoring this. This night, 
this time it could lurk so openly amongst the Temple of the Light 
Side. She could hear its soft, vile whispers at her old heart. Words 
against those who imprisoned her and killed her master; those who 
robbed her of a century of her life. Against those who destroyed the 
long work of rebuilding she had aided her former captors in. Against 
Yoda, the Grandmaster and lone Councilmember that opposed her 
being granted the rank of master. 


And the Dark Side simmered discontentedly as her kindness ignored 
its siren call, the Light Side refusing to wane and let her be touched 


by its influence without effort on the part of Vader. The Dark Side 
retreated back to feed on his own anger and hatred. If not for the 
battle of the Sith Lords, it would have grown vastly more impatient 
with him. The turmoil of the Jedi was a delicious treat, but not nearly 
filling enough for the Dark Side of the Force, with so much of it still 
gathered on this one world, around this one Sith. 


"You have more right and more reason to hate than most," Vader 
acknowledged. "Even your own master fell." 


"And to his death, it led him. Made him reckless, his hate did," 
Yaddle countered softly with a disarming smile, "Experience with 
that, you have." 


Vader acknowledged that with a slow nod. His own arrogance, the 
mania one experienced by losing control within the Dark Side, had 
cost him more than Anakin Skywalker could have ever afforded to 
lose. "| take it you were not fond of my words." 


"Rarely a warm welcome, is criticism given," she conceded without 
scorn or bitterness. "Flawless, none are. Some that you say, correct 
they may be." 


"Curious. | had thought | would find more stubbornness from one 
that found unity in the Force through a century of isolation," Vader 
commented with interest. 


“Teachings of my twice fallen master, were my only lessons,” 
Yaddle stated with a heavy tone. "A perfect Jedi, he was not. Make 
him a less good man, falling to the Dark Side, it did not." 


Vader watched her for the moment. He could hate many Jedi for 
many reasons. Many of those reasons were lacking in Yaddle. 
"There was something you disagreed with," Vader realized. 


"The Jedi Lords," Yaddle stated solemnly. 


"From one who was a Jedi Lord in all but name, | find that a strange 
claim to make," Vader retorted with a scowl beneath his helmet. 


"Speak as myself, | do not, but as a Master on the Jedi High 
Council," Yaddle stated firmly. "Shocked by you, many are. To 


similar realizations as this, soon they will come." 


"| see. Well then, Master of the High Council, explain your exact 
rebuttal," Vader challenged. 


"To be rulers, we were never meant to be. Soldiers, we are not. To 
keep the peace, is our duty. Perfectly done, it is not. Yet do so, we 
attempt. To uplift the galaxy, we are not meant to. Rob them of 
much, we could, with well wishes,” Yaddle explained sagely. 


"You are meant to be monks, is that the summary of your claim?" 
Vader asked, getting a nod. "Unfortunately, the argument is an 
invalid one. Your order has long ceased to be "simple monks" that 
studied the ways of the Force. Monks do not act as a police force for 
a galaxy-spanning government. Or, at minimum, they should not by 
your own admission. Yet you are routinely sent out to settle issues 
with pirates, economic tensions, and military matters. The fact that 
you are sanctioned, aided, and financed by the Republic just 
highlights an already clear picture. A picture that often shows you as 
Dogs of the Republic." 


"Blurred, some lines become," Yaddle accepted with a nod. "Much a 
cause of that, the Sith were." 


"Master Yaddle, do not play the fool. You all collectively 
demilitarized with the Ruusan Reformations and believed the Sith 
gone to history. Your order, and the Grandmaster especially, have 
had nearly a thousand years to consider and ease the act of 
dissolving your union with the Republic, and becoming self-sufficient 
without them. But without you, the Republic loses one of its greatest 
assets. Without the Republic to fund and aid you, finding infants to 
raise in your ways would become exceptionally more difficult. Would 
that not be the true path, by your claim?" 


Yaddle scowled at that, clearly not having a perfect rebuttal for that. 
"Adapt, we did. Again, we would." 


"You have NOT adapted," Vader refuted harshly. "And you will not 
convince me otherwise. You have regressed. If you left the Republic 
now, the order would have to face the reality of the Jedi ranks 
depleting within mere generations or, if you are capable of it, 


removing certain restrictions you have placed on your Jedi. You 
might even have to entertain the idea of allowing or even promoting 
Jedi to marry and have families." 


"To have attachments, we are not," Yaddle reminded, and she could 
feel Vader's annoyance. 


"Your desire to lack attachments only creates stronger ones. Instead 
of clinging to parents and family, Jedi cling to the Code, the Order, 
or the Force itself," Vader stated, cocking his head at the Jedi 
Master. "| am genuinely impressed you can seriously make a case 
for a notion you do not believe in the slightest.” 


"Help more we can, | do believe. At least on that, agree we can," 
Yaddle acknowledge with a shrug. "A question, | might ask." 


"Only if it is no longer from a representative of the High Council,” 
Vader retorted. 


Yaddle snorted in amusement before sobering. "Hate us, do you? 
Or the Order itself?" 


Vader paused as he considered the strange yet important question. 
"Long ago, Yaddle, | believed like many Siths. That | should hate 
you Jedi for your weakness and your petty narrowmindedness. But 
after a lifetime of having little control over my own path, | learned a 
valuable lesson. The greatest weakness of the Sith Order is not that 
we hate, it's that we hate for the wrong reasons. Hating someone 
because you are commanded to, told that you should condemn their 
ways, or just because they are not from the same factions as you? 
These are pitiful reasons to hate someone. Hatred is not an 
impersonal emotion, nor should it be given so freely. Hatred should 
be reserved for those whom you know and know well. And in 
knowing them, you come to realize that their very existence riles 
every cell in your body," Vader turned to stare down at a fairly 
stunned Yaddle. The small Jedi was staring into the force, into a 
crack in Vader's dark presence in the force, showing a sliver of the 
true Hatred burning within him. "I detest the Jedi in general. | 
despise what your Order has been allowed to become. But the one | 
truly and sincerely hate, Yaddle? That is a being that not even you, 
Savior of Koba, could ever forgive if you truly knew him." 


End of Chapter 


Yes, yes, I'm sorry! No Plagueis and Sidious this chapter. | started 
this with the plan put them at the end of this chapter, but | always 
think certain scenes are going to be shorter than they are. Don't 
worry, we'll get back to them next chapter. 


Fun fact: Going by Legends, most of what | wrote about Padme is 
canon; including that she really had only been queen for five months 
by Episode 1 


Hardest part of this chapter was deciding who showed up to talk to 
Vader at the end. It was originally going to be... anyone besides 
Obi-wan, honestly: | had started a few different versions with Dooku, 
Anakin, even Yoda. But Yaddle fit too perfectly to pass up once | 
thought of her. 


Quick Acknowledgement: Yaddle's argument against the Jedi Lord 
part was inspired from a review of Chapter 18 by "Uncle Woody." If 
Woody is reading this, this not mocking your points through Vader. | 
actually thought that was a good case for someone to put to Vader, 
but | did have a good counter-arguement for him to give as well. 


Also, for fun: Vader's speech is inspired by another fictional 
speech. | will reveal it next chapter. 


Just consider this the Aftermath Chapter in regards to the Great 
Debate Chapter. A lot of the Jedi are more than skeptical, but some 
have curious takes on this whole thing. 


Hope you all enjoyed this chapter, even if it was all just talking this 
time. 


p atreon. com (slash) akumakami64 


Chapter 21 


Darth Vader in the Past 
Disclaimer: | don't own Star Wars. 


AN: Yes, everyone, that was Church's speech from RvB. | did 
not expect it to be that obvious to RvB fans 


PS HAPPY THANKSGIVING! 


Anakin did not have much experience with children much younger 
than him. Tatooine wasn't a great place to raise them, so most 
children he knew were about his own age. On that planet, by the 
age of nine, children either knew how to avoid trouble or learned 
very, very quickly. 


He tried not to think about the ones that didn't. 
But these younglings were all about half his age! 


It had already been a tad uncomfortable after he had somehow 
stopped... whatever was making all of them scared and screaming 
earlier. He had gotten stares before, but never these looks of awed 
adoration. And he didn't think it was that impressive. 


But after his short conversation with Vader, things got a bit... 
Worse? Better? More intense? More intense was a good 
description. 


Because now he was trapped on one of the seats, mobbed by these 
tiny younglings of various species, all excitedly asking questions 
faster than he could understand them. 


"That is enough now!" Phara Nannar chastised, the Kushiban 
hopping up to stand on the backrest next to Anakin. All of the 
younglings quieted under their teacher's tone. "| understand you are 
all curious and have many questions for Young Skywalker, but 
please allow him some breathing room and peace," she requested, 


her tone more kind and understanding now. 
"Yes Master Nannar," the children intoned apologetically. 


The bunny-like master smiled before turning to Anakin and growing 
amused at his owlish expression. "First time with younglings?" she 
asked to the boy. 


Anakin nodded slowly. "It felt like being a ship surrounded by 
Jawas," he remarked quietly, almost afraid to provoke them again. 


Phara gave a squeaking chuckle, the amusing noise eliciting a few 
laughs from the children themselves. "Not an incorrect comparison," 
she said in jest before growing serious, and inquisitive. "| don't mean 
to pry, but | am confused by you as well, Anakin Skywalker. You are 
not a Jedi Youngling?" 


Anakin shook his head uncertainly. "The council was going to tell me 
if | could join, but then..." he paused to consider the proper 
phrasing. "Vader happened." 


"Yeah, he definitely did," Telloti remarked under his breath, getting 
shushed by several younglings- including and especially Ahsoka. 


"An apt way of putting it," Phara conceded, giving the boy a 
considering look. "May | ask, how do you know... Vader?" 


There was a hush over the children as Anakin looked uncertain. Did 
he want to tell this story? He wasn't sure. It was getting late and he 
was tired from the entire day. The creeping exhaustion was making 
it hard to think. "He was with Master Qui-Gon when they came to my 
planet. He saved me when someone tried to kill me after | won a 
pod race to help repair the ship they and the others were using," he 
abridged for now. 


There was a short silence in the room before one human girl spoke 
up. "What's a pod race?" 


All of the children leaned back in frieght as Anakin's snapped his 
head to the voice, giving the youngling a wide eyed stare of 
disbelief. 


Another youngling next to her leaned over and loudly whispered. 
"It's a race with these things that are like really fast hovercars." 


Anakin blinked hard at that. "You're not wrong, but | still almost feel 
insulted," he remarked, confusing the children again. "If its okay, 
Master Nannar? I'm going to go wait and see when the council 
wants to see me." 


"It might be best if you wait here," she stated warily. 
Anakin turned to give her a confused look. "Why?" 


Because there was a Sith Lord in the Temple and he might steal 
away a powerful child like Anakin if given the chance. That was the 
first instinctive answer Phara had and wisely chose to not say it 
allowed. "Do you even know the way there?" she questioned with a 
head tilt. 


"Yes, | was there twice earlier. There's an elevator down-" Anakin 
paused, glancing to the door to remind himself which way was 
which, before pointing to the right. "-that way that takes you up to 
the highest floor, then go towards the middle to find the one that 
takes you up the spire." 


One did not become a successful podracer without keeping a good 
mental map of places. 


Phara paused to consider; The meeting with Vader wasn't in the 
Tranquility Spire, and at least some of the council members would 
be heading back there afterwards. Still..."Younglings," she 
addressed to the Clawmouse clan. "All of you wait here. | will escort 
Young Skywalker to the spire and return after,” she instructed. 


Anakin wasn't sure if leaving a group of children alone for even five 
minutes was a good idea, but they seemed fairly well behaved and 
obedient to Master Nannar. 


He blinked as he felt a hand tugging on his shirt, causing him to look 
down at the blue-and-white top of a familiar orange head. "Leaving?" 
Ahsoka asked sadly. 


Anakin smiled, patting her on the head- gently, remembering that 


they might be sensitive. "Don't worry, I'll come see you later, 
Snippy," he assured playfully. 


"Ah-So-Ka," she corrected, trying not to smile. Still, she hugged him 
quickly. "Thank, Skyguy." 


Anakin returned the hug before turning to the small fluffy Jedi 
Master. She nodded, sensing his readiness to leave and turned to 
head out of the room with him following behind. "It was nice to meet 
you all!" Anakin called, waving over his shoulder. 


"That was very kind and brave what you did back there," Phara said 
in appreciation. 


Anakin flushed a bit at the praise. "| wouldn't say that. | still don't 
know how or even what | really did," Anakin said uncertainly. 
Winning a pod-race? Yeah, he'd take a lot of pride in that, being the 
first known human to do so. That was something he knew he could 
do, something he'd been practicing for. He could win another one if 
he had the chance. But what happened earlier? He had no idea if 
that was a fluke or an accident, if he could even do it again. 


Phara smiled with an amusement. "| was actually referring to you 
helping Ahsoka back to us. | believe she mentioned to me that you 
carried her until she could stand." 


"Well, | would have carried her the rest of the way but... ," Anakin 
paused, motioning to the vastness of the temple, before resuming 
his walk. 


Phara nodded in acknowledgement. She wasn't sure if the Force or 
growing up in the temple attributed more to Jedi never getting lost in 
the Temple. 


"Can | ask you something?" Anakin asked to break the silence. 
"Yes?" Phara answered encouragingly. 
"What... are you, exactly?" Anakin inquired delicately. 


"It's quite alright. I'm sure | look like something most would eat if | 
wasn't sapient," she remarked good naturedly. 


Anakin grimaced in distaste. "Some still might on my planet," he 
remarked, getting a strange look from her. "You ever heard of 
Tatooine?" 


She looked thoughtful, then cautious. "Outer Rim?" she guessed, 
knowing such lawless places allowed treating weaker sapients as 
food. 


Anakin nodded. "| guess you can also say it's honorary Hutt-space," 
he explained tellingly. 


Phara shook her head. "You have my sympathies," She remarked, 
deciding to change the subject. "I'm a Kushiban. My kind is from a 
planet of the same name. We rarely leave the planet, so I'm not 
surprised you've never seen one of us before." 


"... |was about to ask how the Jedi ever found you, but my story of 
the last few days seems much more unlikely when | think about it,” 
Anakin said as they reached the elevator. 


"The Force works in mysterious ways," Phara remarked vaguely. 
"Anything else you'd like to ask?" 


"Yeah, what is Ansoka?" Anakin asked with a pinched brow as the 
elevator started to rise. "I've seen them before, but I'm not sure | 
ever got the actual name. They kind of remind me of Twi'leks 
though." 


"Ahh, she would be a Togruta," Phara said before gaining a 
distasteful look, but not directed at Anakin. "And | doubt you're the 
only one to make that comparison." 


Anakin looked quizzical and spoke before his brain could catch up 
with him. "Because of all the sex slavery?" 


Phara gained a wide eyed look at the bluntness, but regained her 
calm quickly. This boy was from the Outer Rim, and one of the 
worse places by the sound of it. It shouldn't be surprising he knew of 
such things. "Yes, that would be it," Phara acknowledged calmly. 


Anakin shifted uncomfortably. He knew slavery was outlawed in the 
more Coreward regions, and the laws were actually enforced here, 


but was it something most people didn't talk about at all? 


His thoughts were brought to a close as the elevator came to a stop, 
opening before them. 


Darth Vader was staring down at them. 


Phara Nannar stared with ears trembling and erect, unable to 
process this sudden arrival. 


There was a long, long silence with only Vader's breathing to fill it. 
"Skywalker," Vader greeted. 

"Vader," Anakin returned, his surprise settling rather easy. 
"Master Nannar." 


The Kushiban blinked, looking over to see a green alien walking up 
to them. "Master Yaddle?" she greeted questioningly. 


"Are you leaving?" Anakin asked with a small scowl. 


Vader nodded, ignoring the internal relief of the furry Jedi. "| have 
said my piece to the Jedi. There is no reason for me to linger here," 
he explained, examining the boy intently. "You are seeking to know 
the council's verdict." 


"Well, yeah. Though, I'm not sure what I'll do if they say no,” Anakin 
opined honestly. 


All three adults knew that there was no chance of that now. The 
Order would never allow one as powerful as Anakin to remain 
untrained, leaving him likely to be brought under the wing of one 
Dark Sider or another. 


"Master Yaddle," Vader spoke without looking to her. "Would you 
give the boy and | a moment to speak in private?" 


Phara was very alarmed by the suggestion, more so when the green 
Jedi nodded. "Down the hall, we shall be. Come, Master Nannar. Of 
your younglings, tell me you must," Yaddle called over as an 


obvious attempt to give them both space. 
"Is this a good idea?" Phara whispered as they walked away. 


"They speak in secret or here, prefer which would you?" Yaddle 
retorted solemnly to Phara's unease. 


"| hope the Jedi have not disappointed you too much, Skywalker," 
Vader remarked, and Anakin almost thought that might be a joke. 


Anakin shrugged. "The Grandmaster was pretty wizard," he stated 
offhandedly. "Some of them have no idea what pod racing is 
though." 


They both knew this wasn't what they really were going to talk 
about. 


"So, why did you have to do all that?" Anakin asked with a sigh. "I 
mean, you wanted to just talk to them, right?" 


"| caught one of their members doing something highly illegal. | 
brought them here to hand them over, the others misjudged the 
situation," Vader explained honestly. 


"And you took advantage of that," Anakin stated knowingly. But not 
disapprovingly. 


"It is called an intimidation tactic," Vader explained calmly. "| am 
one, they are thousands. And they already believed | was their 
enemy. Telling them | am not would not be enough. So | gave them 
a reason why they should not try to make me an enemy." 


"That... doesn't make sense," Anakin said with a head tilt. "Wouldn't 
that just make them want to attack you more?" 


"It would, if | had killed anyone," Vader agreed. "All this did was 
humiliate them. But they believed until now that | would never pass 
up the chance to kill them." 


"So, you're trying to prove them wrong, by beating them up instead 
of just killing them?" Anakin summarized. "Well, that is definitely 
intimidating, | guess." 


"Regardless of what the Jedi decide, | am not your enemy, 
Skywalker,” Vader said abruptly, making Anakin stiffen under the 
words. "After the many years to come, there will come a day when 
you and | will meet on some distant battlefield. And it will be your 
choice if you decide | am someone you feel the need to oppose. Not 
the Order, not your Master, not even the Force itself. That decision 
will be for you and you alone." 


Anakin looked up at him with wide, wide eyes. As if he was seeing 
something that only he and Vader were privileged to witness. "You 
didn't free me to teach me, did you?" Anakin asked as some strange 
realization came over him. It was obvious why Qui-Gon and Obi- 
Wan were so weary of him being around Vader, at least somewhat. 


"| did not," Vader agreed, watching as the Dark Side drifted around 
the boy longingly, but did not come unhithered. 


"Then why? What's so special about me if you don't want to train 
me?" Anakin asked uncertainly. 


Vader was silent, pondering just what was it he would have 
wanted... no, needed to hear in this situation, at this age. It was 
hard to imagine, being on the other end of this entire predicament, 
but he had an idea all the same. "Consider it a gift," Vader said, his 
voice heavy from the decades of his life. "One former slave to 
another." 


Anakin's eyes widened in a stunned shock at that revelation. 


"Regardless of your choice, as long as you make it for yourself? | 
will respect it," Vader vowed to the silent boy. "Enemies or not, my 
only hope is that you do not disappoint me, Anakin Skywalker." 


Anakin stood numbly as Vader walked beyond him, the elevator 
closing and descending behind the boy as Phara scurried over to 
him. "Anakin, are you alright?" she asked in concern. 


Anakin gave her a strange stare before giving a small smile. "Yeah, | 
think | will be." 


The Kushiban looked on in concern as Anakin walked towards the 


spire elevator with his head held high. 


"Escort him, | will. Younglings of your own to watch, you have," 
Yaddle instructed to the smaller master. 


It was one of the rare instances where Yaddle found herself looking 
down to speak to someone instead of up. 


"Very well. Thank you, Master Yaddle," Phara said before turning 
back to the elevator, having to wait for its return. 


Meanwhile 


The Dark Side of the Force rippled and rolled about Darth Vader as 
he continued to the exit, letting every Jedi know that he was finally 
leaving their precious temple. 


If he noticed a certain snippy youngling peaking out to watch him, he 
chose not to acknowledge her. 


He had no intention to influence his younger self this much, but their 
meetings just keep happening. Was that an effect of the timetravel 
on the Force, bringing the two of them to meet repeatedly? He didn't 
know. But he did know he was right. Unless he died too soon, there 
would undoubtedly come a time when he and his younger self would 
meet on the battlefeild 


He was less curious about what the boy would choose and more 
about what circumstances that fateful day would be formed around. 


He paused once he was outside, looking over the same path he took 
to enter the temple. Night was in full now. Most of the Jedi he had 
defeated had long risen on their own accord, the rest taken to the 
Jedi Temple's medical bay. What was left were shattered statues, a 
pathway broken, and debris dotting the way. 


It was almost amusing to him; It felt like he had created more 
collateral damage in the moment than he could see. 


"Vader." 


The Dark Lord turned to face the approaching group of Jedi that 


consisted of Mace Windu, Yoda, Qui-Gon, Obi-Wan, Dooku and a 
half dozen other council members. 


He wasn't surprised his departure had grabbed their attention, but 
he sensed something about them as they neared. They weren't here 
to fight, but they clearly had something to say. 


No, something to ask. 


"Yes, Jedi?" he acknowledged, trying to get a read on what this was 
about. "You can rest easy, | am leaving your precious temple." 


"You said earlier that both our orders need to clean house," Mace 
Windu stated with a narrowed look about him. 


Vader said nothing, waiting for them to get to the point. 


"An act of good faith, we would request," Yoda explained calmly, 
watching Vader intently. 


"You want me to expose another Sith," Vader guessed, getting a 
subtle nod from Obi-Wan. So, they were actually going to milk his 
offer before considering it. 


How very Sith of them. 


"More specifically, the one that came hunting for the Queen of 
Naboo on Tatooine," Dooku clarified civilly. "Surely that one would 
be amongst those you would need to... clean out, as it were." 


Vader debated what to say exactly, how much to reveal. He had 
honestly thought this question would be overlooked, since it hadn't 
been brought up during his talk with the council. Still, they weren't 
wrong. He had to give them something if he wanted them to believe 
he was genuine in his claims. 


He could tell them about Maul, there wasn't much special to explain 
really. But there was still just one small problem, a very important 
factor still in play. 


Sidious was neither dead nor dying. 


"That one is of little concern," Vader admitted calmly. "It is his 
teacher that needs to be dealt with." 


"Teacher?" Qui-Gon asked with a suspicious scowl. It was an 
interesting distinction to make, teacher instead of master. 


"Imagine a being that personifies everything you fear and believe 
about the Dark Side of the Force, Jedi," Vader remarked ominously. 
"Cruelty for the sake of cruelty, power for the sake of power. A being 
whose beastly ruthlessness is matched and restrained only for his 
cold intellect. One who hates any and all things that do not bow to 
his whims. Who only knows joy in the suffering and death of others, 
be they his enemies or not." 


A chill ran over the Jedi at the description, growing tense at the 
explanation. The air seemed to grow suffocatingly tight, and none 
were sure if that was the Dark Side or their own minds playing tricks 
on them. 


"His name is Darth Sidious." 

Meanwhile 

There was a joke amongst the Coruscant Security Force officers. 
"There is more crime under Coruscant than in the entire Outer Rim." 


The new recruit stared at his training officer quizzically. "You really 
think so, Vane?" 


Kenith Vane snorted as the two humans walked through the precinct 
parking pads, filled with the panther interceptors. "Its a figure of 
speech. Look, Guzzoth? | get it. You're a new recruit fresh off of 
guard duty on Centax-1, dreaming of transferring and/or retiring to 
Hesperidium." 


"I've... never mentioned Hesperidium before, Sir," Gulgik Guzzoth 
remarked uncertainly. 


"You didn't have to. Even if you don't know it yet, that'll be what you 
want. That's the dream end for most of us here," Vane remarked 
with some bitterness. "Have you ever been to Coruscant before? | 


mean really been here?" 


"Not really? | lived here for about half a cycle after joining signing up 
at a local academy. Then it was training of Centax-3, and then they 
needed more guards on Centax-1." 


"| bet they did," Vane murmured. "What do you think Coruscant is? 
And | don't mean that cthon-shit about it being the Capital of the 
Republic and center of civilized worlds." 


Guzzoth paused to consider his wording. "A hell-maze of 
skyscrapers, filled half with people who are under the misconception 
that their dung is worth something, and the other half not having 
enough umbrellas to take cover from said dung as it's being 
tossed?" 


Vane stopped abruptly, turning to give the rookie an amused look. 
"Amazing. Almost everything you said is correct." 


"Almost?" Guzzoth questioned with interest. 
"It's covered, not filled," Vane corrected as they continued walking. 


"I'm not sure | understand the difference?" Guzzoth stated with a 
furrowed brow. Vane tossed something over his shoulder, Guzzoth 
frantic to catch it, scrutinizing it oddly once in his grasp. "Vane, is 
this a watch?" 


"It's a Level Reader. You only get these on Coruscant, because 
we're the only sorry rats that need them," Vane remarked, taking on 
a very serious look. "Don't ever take that thing off if you can't see the 
sky. Best not even then." 


"Is it supposed to say "0" on it?" Guzzoth asked. 


"| set it to inverse mode. That tells you how many Levels between 
you and the surface,” Vane explained. 


"Sir, | Know about the Undercity," Guzzoth assured, a bit annoyed. 


"Press the button on the top, set it to the normal mode," Vane 
instructed, ignoring the statement. 


The newbie quirked a brow, but did as he was told. 
He promptly stopped walking. 
Vane didn't say a word. 


"Level 5127," Guzzoth read off, glancing out to the seeming endless 
sea of cars and buildings. "And each level..." 


"Is a layer around the entire world, more or less," Vane finished, 
taking a breath. "No matter how many times they drill that number 
into your head in class, it never really... dawns on you what that 
means until you're here. Thousands of layers, each one another 
planet-wide area, many abandoned as time marched on." 


"How in the hell does anyone manage that kind of territory?" 
Guzzoth asked in disbelief. 


"We don't, Rookie," Vane admitted, sagging his shoulders. "The 
further down you go, the worst it gets. Sure, the first thousand or so 
levels down are relatively safe. As safe as big cities can be. But 
once you hit below Level 4000? As a general rule, there starts to be 
entire levels that no one wants to travel alone in. But it's only like 
that every fifth-to-tenth level until you get below... | think it's 2850 
right now?" he paused to shake his head. "Crime-ruled levels are 
too common after that for my liking. Everything below the lower two- 
thousands? The higher-ups widely considered those to be a lost 
cause in terms of law and order. We just do patch jobs there, stem 
and contain the problems. Everything with less than four-digits is just 
lost, period. | don't know if anyone has been down to the double- 
digit levels this century." 


"That's... that's insane, Sir," Guzzoth stated in shock, swallowing 
thickly. "You would need an army of police just to try to keep that 
under control." 


"And that's why we don't have it under control," Vane stated grimly. 
"| don't know what stories you heard about us, but the Coruscant 
Security Force has a surprisingly low amount of corruption. Or at this 
region it's low, | couldn't tell you about the others for sure. Too much 
hearsay and rumors. Honestly we're mainly just underfunded and 


undermanned, when compared against something this big. The 
ones uptop just want us to keep the surface reasonable safe. Still, it 
doesn't help with the other things down there either." 


"... Other things, Sir?" Guzzoth asked warily. 


"All those ghost stories you hear, about monsters in the bottom of 
Coruscant? They're true. Bunch of weird creatures. Main ones are 
Cthons and Corridor Ghouls," he stopped, leaning against his own 
interceptor. "There's something of a truce between the police and 
the criminal underworld here, to help one another against things we 
both considered... worse then each other. One side sees some, we 
tell every other group.” 


"... Wouldn't the gangs just use that as a way to ambush the 
police?" Guzzoth pointed out. 


Vane smirked dryly. "Last gang that did that, every member was 
killed by their rivals. Most gangs just kill the liars. After all, dead 
levels don't help either side." 


Guzzoth stared at the officer for am moment before looking back to 
the Level Reader. "Not exactly what | signed up for, Sir." 


"Trust me, we all say that," Vane assured with a wary voice. "I try 
not to sugarcoat it for rookies. You had a good idea of what you 
were up against. You just... can never appreciate the size of the 
problem until you're close enough to it." 


"You're not very good at encouraging speeches are you?" Guzzoth 
remarked dryly. 


"Not at all!" Vane remarked with a grin. "I'm amazed any of the 
rookies stuck with me stick around." 


"Officer Vane." 


Both humans turned to see a blue humanoid droid approaching 
them. A police droid to be exact, the GU-series or Guardians as they 
were commonly called. 


"Ahh, just in time!" Vane said, putting a hand on the robot's 


shoulder. "Gulgik Guzzoth, this is my non-organic partner, GU-50. 
We all call him Guso. Guso, this is my newest newbie." 


"| see," Guso said, starring at Guzzoth for a second. "| hope you do 
not take this hurtfully when | hope you fail, Private Guzzoth." 


"Umm, why? Is there some kind of Organic-Droid rivalry?" Guzzoth 
asked in concern. 


"No. There is a wager on Officer Vane's tutelage success rate. Four 
new recruits have quit under him, another four have stayed and 
become sufficient officers. | have a great many credits on him 
driving you away," Guso explained. 


"Oh, no that is just hurtful, Guso! After | saved you from melting!" 
Vane remarked, grinning despite his complaints. 


"You were the reason we were both almost melted," Guso retorted 
factually, turning back to the new recruit. "My financial stakes in this 
regardless, | hope you are alive by next cycle." 


"Umm, thanks, | suppose," Guzzoth accepted, awkward and 
somehow more concerned now than he had been after learning 
about man-eating monsters in the depth of the city's lower levels. 


"So, what do you have for us, Guso?" Vane asked curiously. 


"There have been reports of explosions in the area known as the 
Works or the Flats. We have been tasked with investigating the 
matter, and reporting if it is a serious matter or merely an accident of 
abandoned equipment," Guso explained. 


"It's very telling that an explosion can be considered a "non-serious" 
matter on this planet, depending on where it happens," Vane said 
under his breath. "Come on, Guzzoth, Guso, let's go." 


Meanwhile 


"If so terrible, this Sith Lord is, why not reveal him to us?" Yoda 
questioned curiously. 


"You would not believe me if | told you," Vader stated pointedly. 


"Try us," Mace retorted sternly. 


Vader gave him his full attention, taking a step closer to stare down 
the Jedi. "Tell me, Master of the Order: How many?" he asked 
ominously. 


"How many what?" Windu countered suspiciously. 


"When you brought your fellow Jedi to confront me upon my arrival," 
Vader clarified. "How many Sith did you believe were standing 
amongst you?" 


Dead silence flowed over them at the obvious implications. 


"You're lying," Ki-Adi-Mundi stated strongly. "You're trying to say that 
there is another Sith, on this planet, right now." 


"And thus my point is proven," Vader stated harshly, turning to 
Windu once again. "This is what you are up against, Mace Windu. 
Whether you believe it or not, you stood next to a man who smiled at 
you while being dedicated to the eradication of everything you 
believe in. And you never suspected a thing." 


Mace's eyes widened ever so slightly before narrowing. There were 
only two men that fit that description; A Senator and a Chancellor. 
"You're expecting me to believe that Sith have been able to infiltrate 
the highest points of the Republic without us knowing?" 


"The Order of Bane has been plotting in secret for a thousand 
years," Vader countered. "What exactly did you think they have 
been doing to that end, for all this time?" 


"That would mean they have been here for years, decades," Dooku 
commented thoughtfully, grimly as he cupped his chin. "Right under 
Our noses." 


"| don't suppose you have anything to prove this?" Even Piell asked 
with an unconvinced look. 


"I'm not obliged to help you every step of the way, Jedi,” Vader 
retorted, beginning to walk away. 


Then he stopped at the top of the stairs. 


Sidious wasn't just alive, he also wasn't fighting with Plagueis 
anymore. But it didn't feel like they were chasing each other. 
Something unexpected had happened. 


"Vader?" Obi-wan called cautiously, feeling the tension growing in 
the air. 


There was one thing he could do, to prove he was telling the truth. 
And if this could be the only chance he had to pull a feat like this off. 


Besides, he took more than a little joy in stacking the deck against 
Sidious as much as possible. 


Vader squared his shoulders and the Jedi all tensed. 


As did every Dark Sider in the galaxy. They could feel Vader 
grasping onto the fading might of the coalesced Dark Side, to keep 
hold on what remained. Few would be willing to release their power 
over the Dark Side once more, but they did not feel that intent from 
Vader. 


They and the Jedi both could tell his true intent; Vader was making 
one final use of the remaining combined might of the Dark Side. 


The Dark Lord turned back to the very wary Jedi, regarding them 
frostily. "Jedi." 


Cold and Cruel. That was the only way to describe his tone. 

He held out a hand, motioned as if to grasp something behind him. 
Yoda's eyes widened. 

"This Night, And Never Again." 

Vader twisted his hand. 


And the Grandmaster swore he felt the Dark Side itself reel back in 
shock. 


"What are you-" Mace Windu started to demand, only to stop as it hit 
him all at once, like a flash grenade. 


There was a great cacophony in the Force as Vader pulled at... 
something. Something that many were trying to pull away from him. 
Something that Jedi could not touch, could not see through in the 
Force. 


Yoda was the first to feel it, see it in a way, what was really 
happening. 


And for once in a long time, Yoda truly had no idea how to make 
sense of what was happening before him. 


The Dark Side lost its shock and howled to itself in dark, perhaps 
masochistic approval. 


Vader ripped his hand away. 


And Windu and every other Jedi paled. The truth was now 
undeniable. 


They could sense Them now. 
For Darth Vader had torn a hole in the Veil of the Dark Side. 
End of Chapter 


FINALLY! OH, you all have no idea how long I've been waiting for 
this. | have been planning that ending bit for YEARS, at least since 
the Maul fight! Yes, people | have been planning and building for 
this! You are witnessing my... well, more Infiniy Wars than 
Endgame. Endgame is Naboo. 


To misquote Padme: This is how canon dies; with thunderous 
applause. 


Also, to any that don't know, yes, Coruscant has 5127 layers to it. 
I'm supprised its population count isn't 10 trillion will that number 
going on, and Levels down to 1313 still having people living in them. 
Makes you wonder how big Coruscant really was before al Ithe city 
building. | felt the need to have the police reacting to the many loud 


events caused by Sidious and Plaguies fighting. It gave me a 
chance to bring up that bit about Coruscant's underworld, so here 
they are. 


And Vader and Anakin had another talk. Before you ask, no, Vader 
is not wanting his younger self to kill him, he just fully expects 
Anakin and him to be unable to have a neutral-relationship one day, 
for various reasons. 


And Vader showed us all how determined he is to kill Sidious. This 
is actuially less impressive than it looks, as the Sith are the ones 
who created/generated the Veil of the Dark Side, and | distinctly 
remmeber a Bane-Sith accidently putting a small hole in it once. So 
unlike the Dark Side amassing to Vader, this is actually compliant to 
canon- well, Legends, but you get the point 


So, everyone, sit back and take you bets on how this plays out. 
Until next time, enjoy the turkey! 
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Chapter 22 


Darth Vader: Hero of Naboo 
Disclaimer: | don't own Star Wars. 


AN Okay... | don't have a reason for the delay. | have TOO many 
reasons. The holidays were an extra shade of horrible. A LOT of 
people died: my grandmother, my great-grandfather, friends of 
family, family of friends. And there were a lot more people in 

the hospital, including family of my beta writer. My 
grandmother's death was the main one for me, bit I've been 
trying to be there for everyone else as this all went on. Its been 
rough. 


I... was going to make something dedicated to the actors of 
Darth Vader and Boba Fett, but... everything happened. So, 
instead, I'm simply dedicating this chapter to everyone that 
passed. 


| hope you all had a better holiday then we did. 
The moment could have lasted an eternity. 


With the Veil of the Dark Side torn away, if only here, there was a 
moment where all sides just waited and marveled. 


The Jedi. 
The Sith. 
The Force. 


For the first time in ages, both sides peered forth at one another, 
mutually recognizing that one another existed. 


For the Jedi- no, for every Force-Sensitive on Coruscant, it was like 
looking into an oncoming storm of lightning, like standing over a pit 
of snakes,... or like realizing a dark ocean had rested just outside 


their lofty gaze, obscured by a mist of shadows. 


And Darth Vader found himself more surprised than any of the 
Council members. Not from what he sensed, but by his own feelings 
on the matter. 


There was a Satisfaction that he had succeeded, a growing caution 
in him knowing that Sidious might yet live past this night. But what 
shocked him most was what he felt looking at the Jedi. 


Pity. 


"You were so sure, Jedi," Vader stated without coldness or spite, 
simply knowing it to be true. Some glared, some just turned their 
shock onto him. Most didn't react, not daring to take their gazes in 
the Force off the Sith Lords that had been hidden just before them 
all this time. 


"All this time... ," Eeth Koth murmured in disbelief. 


He had told them and they refused to believe him. He showed them 
and it was almost too much for them to accept. He supposed it 
made sense. In his timeline, there had been over a decade for the 
Order to come to terms with the return of the Sith and just as much 
time of suspicions building onto each other. Crumbs leading them to 
a truth they could never learn in time to truly matter. They didn't 
know Palpatine was a Sith Lord, never suspected it, but they had 
long believed that something was wrong. 


Now? Their entire view of the galaxy had essentially been torn from 
under them in an instant, leaving them unsure and doubtful, hesitant 
almost. He pitied them, because it echoed to him, to his past; to the 
final days of the Clone Wars, when everything had changed. 
Everything and everyone he believed in had failed or been wrong. 
The Council, he came to realize how arrogant and hypocritical they 
really were. The Jedi, how biased and closed-minded. The 
Republic? He always knew that was broken, he just accepted how 
unsalvageable it had truly been. 


The only one who hadn't failed was Padme. He failed her. The Dark 
Side was like a drug and he had been so new to coping with it. He 


was liable to blame that partially on Palpatine. Not to ease the guilt 
rightfully on his shoulders, but because he suspected that man of 
everything after a while. 


Vader tilted his head towards the direction of Sidious and Plagueis, 
many miles away. Being a Dark-Sider, a Lord of the Sith, Vader was 
privy to more minute details revealed through the force. 


He was not surprise that Sidious made the first move. 


The atmosphere became oppressive, as if something wanted to 
strangle the very souls from their necks, the Dark Side now actively 
bearing down on the fortress of the Jedi. 


The Jedi Masters could shake it off with some unease, but... 


Vader could hear him. Hear Sidious cackling through the Force as 
his words whispered terror and nightmares upon all his powers 
could reach. The rage, the fury, the sheer hatred being unleashed 
upon the Jedi as a whole... 


"Obi-Wan!" Qui-Gon called as the Padawan fell to his knees, the 
master kneeling by his side instantly. 


"M-master, | can... can see things," Obi-wan said, trembling even as 
he obviously tried to fight it off. "Are these... visions? You, dying ina 
duel, the Temple in flames. Everyone is dead! And the younglings 
he's... he's-... by the Force, no!" 


"Obi-Wan! Listen to me! Concentrate, calm yourself. It's not real. It's 
not a vision," Qui-Gon assured as he tried and failed to try and help 
Obi-wan recenter himself through their bond. 


"Coward," Poof spat, the usually jovial Jedi looking surprisingly 
upset as he felt... no, actually heard the cries of the young ones 
from the Temple. 


The Dark Side and the Sith terrorizing the weaker Jedi within the 
Temple, that was weighing more on the Masters than fighting off the 
assault themselves. 


"... Vader." 


The Dark Lord glanced to Dooku, who was giving him a narrowed 
look. 


"What are you waiting for?" the aging human asked suspiciously, 
ignoring the various calls to power, both political and of the Dark 
Side, all awaiting him the moment he left the Order. 


After all, temptation wasn't effecting with something you already 
planned to do. 


Vader gave him credit for noticing the lack of action for what it was. 
"To see if the Master joins in the fray," he answered factually. 


He was not blind to the many wide eyes at that implication. That this 
was merely the apprentice, that the True leader of the Order of Bane 
had yet to make a move against them. 


"You're... you're not serious... !?" Obi-Wan asked in undeniable 
fear. 


"If it brings you any comfort," Vader stated steadily, raising his hand. 
"Darth Plagueis is far too pragmatic to bother in whatever visions of 
torment Sidious is haunting you with. Without motivation, at the 
least." 


He held out his palm and the insidious winds within the Force were 
lessened, a roar of fury still echoing through the Force at being 
denied. 


"Curious. Plagueis remains merely an observer," Vader noted 
distrustingly. Why spare Sidious yet not get involved in this? What 
happened out there? 


The screams of the younglings died down, the council allowed 
tension to slide off their shoulders somewhat and- 


Obi-Wan vomited. "What... IS he?!" he spat out as Qui-Gon rubbed 
his back. 


"| told you: Everything that you feared | would be," Vader answered 
pointedly. "So, what shall you do now, Master of the Order?" 


Mace Windu scowled. Every last one of them had been trying to 
hold back the Dark Side from the temple, but this... Sidious wormed 
his way through every crack and weakness in their defenses. And 
scared younglings gave something like that many cracks to work 
with. "You're... aiding us?" Windu questioned skeptically. 


"No," Vader answered bluntly. "| am giving you a moment of respite 
to decide what to do." 


"Obviously, we need to confront this Sidious," Windu said firmly. 
"Are you certain?" 


They all looked to Vader strangely. "Are you suggesting we do 
nothing?" Even Peill asked with a nasty scowl. 


"On the contrary, | sincerely hope you aim to leave Sidious a corpse 
this night," Vader answered honestly. "However... they have 
prepared for a thousand years, Jedi. For victory and defeat. If you 

go now, | assure you, they will have prepared for you. And gathering 
all the Dark Side here has still bolstered their already considerable 
power," he cautioned. "Many Jedi will fall. | doubt any below the rank 
of Master would do more than die," he cautioned. 


It was a surreal feeling, a Sith Lord warning them of a potential 
deathtrap. 


"If you go, Jed, let it be clear that the deaths you bear will be of your 
own doing, not mine," Vader stated pointedly. 


The message was loud and clear: They didn't get to blame him for 
this. They had asked for proof and he supplied it. 


"What about you?" Ki-Adi-Mundi asked with a scowl. "Or was that 
talk of cleaning house real-" 


"One more word, Jedi, and | will stop holding him at bay," Vader 
threatened coldly, silencing them. "| am unable to assist you 
currently." 


"Unable or unwilling?" Qui-Gon asked in honest confusion. 


"Unable," Vader answered meaningfully. 


Mace Windu studied the Dark Lord and his eyes widened minutely. 
There were small shatterpoints along the Sith's limbs, many of them. 
He had only seen them appear like this when... "You need repairs." 


"| can manage those myself," Vader admitted harshly. "But in the 
time it would take me to do so, Sidious will slip away. He is no fool. 
He can't escape and hide himself if you go after him now. If you give 
him too much time, he will vanish. And the next time you feel his 
power, it will be on his terms. This may be the only time you catch 
him so vulnerable and unprepared." 


There was a split second where the Council searched the feelings of 
themselves and one another before coming to a decision. 


"Vader," Poof spoke up. "This Sidious cannot maintain this mental 
assault while in battle, can he?" he predicted. 


"And now you are requesting | stay and guard your temple?" Vader 
said, for the irony needed to be taken note of. "Even if | was willing, 
that would only delay me from my repairs and keep me from the 
battle." 


He didn't need the Force to know some of them were still certain 
that was a good thing, that having him "aid" them would only be a 
part of a trap. 


Curiously, Windu didn't have that feeling about him, and the Jedi 
Master felt his gaze. 


"| don't trust you," Windu stated firmly. "But | will trust that you hate 
this Sidious more than anything else." 


"An accurate statement," Vader agreed frostily. 


Everyone noticed Vader bristling. It was like an alarm in the Force at 
this range. Within seconds, they felt the assault on the temple 
subside. 


"What happened?" Qui-Gon asked with a scowl, unable to sense the 
minute activities within that blackness of hate. "Are we too late?" 


"Jedi," Vader spoke slowly. "The ones you sent to spy on me, before 
| arrived at the temple? Did they ever return after | came to the 
temple?" 


Windu's eyes widened. 
Meanwhile 


"Huh. | always find it weird, seeing storm clouds on Coruscant," 
Guzzoth noted as they flew towards The Works. 


"Yeah, every tourist thinks we can control the weather here with the 
press of a button," Vane said with a snort. 


"The weather-control systems maintaining Coruscant's atmosphere 
primarily keep conditions planet-wide at stable levels. They do not 
actually control the weather," Guso the droid informed. "That said, 
the existence of the systems do limit severe meteorological events 
to some degree." 


"Namely tornados, those are the only thing the system makes sure 
never happen. It usually only rains or storms once a month, but 
sometimes..." Vane shook his head clear of that. "Never mind that. 
Guso, any updates?" 


"Negative. But location has been confirmed as the LiMerge Building. 
Coordinates have been relayed to the ship," Guso answered. 


"LiMerge. Ain't that the people that we suspect to be funding and 
supplying pirates?” Vane recalled idly. 


"Correct, but the building has been out of use for years. Current 
owner is unknown, listed only as a group called BanKorp. That is 
Corp with a Krill," Guso elaborated. 


"Out of use? That sums up The Works nicely," Vane muttered. 


Guzzoth grimaced as he looked at the bleak area of Coruscant often 
referred to as The Flats. "You say that, but most of these places 
look like they're still running." 


"Automatic systems, homeless and gangs making use of them, 


defective droids," Vane rambled. "Only place on the surface we can't 
do anything about because all of the people that used to own these 
places either can't or won't hand over the credits needed to deal with 
these facilities," Vane explained. 


"Droids hear rumors that this is the location where droids are tossed 
out if they become too expensive to repair," Guso remarked with 
something approaching dread in his robotic voice. 


"Guso, the only way you'll end up here is if you literally fall out of 
th-," Vane started before he stopped as he noticed something on the 
screen connected to the camera at the bottom front of the ship. 
"Wait, what the hell?" 


"What is it?" Guzzoth asked, coming up to the front. "Bodies?" he 
realized, glancing up to look through the front window. They were at 
least a mile away from the large, spire-like building. "They couldn't 
have been tossed this far by an explosion." 


"Not without excessive external damage," Guso agreed, looking 
over the shoulders of the humanoids. "Those clothes are clean for 
The Works" 


Vane nodded slowly. "They... almost look like Jedi." 


"Jedi?" Guzzoth repeated in alarm. "What would they be doing 
here?" 


"Calm rookie. Jedi don't die that easily. Probably just some 
pretenders or fan group,” Vane assured, prepping the ship for 
landing. "Guzzoth, get the blasters, | don't trust-" 


That was as far as Vane got, before the ship jerked hard, tilting 
harshly to the right and sending all three of them flailing about. 


"WARNING! ELECTRICAL OVERLOAD! RIGHT ENGINES 
UNRESPONSIVE!" 


Vane cursed as he forced himself to reach for the controls as the 
vehicle began to spin wildly. "Brace yourself! This thing won't land 
softly!" Vane warned. 


"Shitshitshit!" Guzzoth said, hyperventilating as Guso steadied 
himself with artificial calmness. 


The panther interceptor twirled and fell like a crippled sparrow, 
crashing into the landscape of the world. 


Sidious watched the crash with muted satisfaction. "Now, where 
were we?" he said, turning back to the human woman at his feet, 
her lightsaber cut in two. 


"You're sick, Senator," she spat, clutching her arm, burnt and 
scorched by Sith Lightning. 


"Indeed," he said, igniting his own lightsaber. 
The Jedi braced herself for Death. 
She didn't get it. 


She screamed as the blade cut off the lower half of her left leg, 
eliciting a scream of agony. Only through her own mental strength 
did she not pass out. Or succumb to her mind's frantic attempts to 
comprehend that her foot was now gone. 


"W-whatever you want, you won't get it, Pitspawn," she swore, trying 
to steady her breathing. 


"Ohh, my dear," he said with an overly sincere voice, his chuckle 
morphing into a cackle. "| don't want anything from you." 


She blinked. 
Her other foot was gone. 
Pain, pain, agony, torment. 


She could feel it; The Dark Side, feeding on her suffering, calling her 
to join it, to use it against him... to use it to stop the pain. 


She didn't. She refused. 


She wasn't sure if that was faith in the Light anymore, or doubt in 


herself. It seemed impossible, for her own powers to reach this 
monster's level. 


"Then what is this? Just... some twisted desire to make me fall to 
the Dark Side before | die?" she asked with gritted teeth. 


Sidious hummed. "I suppose | lied. | do want one thing. Just... one 
thing," he said with a smile that twisted itself into a sneering grin. 


She reached out with the Force, pulling the lightsaber of a fallen 
comrade to her. 


She lost her fingers before it even got close to her. 


She bit back another pained scream, clutching at the scorched 
stumps where fingers used to be. She was crying only in pain, not in 
fear. 


That's what she told herself. 


"| want you to scream," he said with a smirk as her eyes wavered. 
"Scream for your sister, Sar Labooda." 


Now she trembled before him now. 


The Sith Lord glanced lazily over his shoulder. "| hope you're 
enjoying the show, Plagueis." 


The Muun did not respond as lightning danced from Sidious's 
fingers. 


Meanwhile 
Depa Billaba clutched her head with one hand. 


"Are you alright?" Qui-Gon asked as they rode in a hovercar, 
speeding through Coruscant; one of three, actually, all filled with 
Jedi 


With them were Yoda, Mace Windu, Dooku and Vader himself. 


"He's torturing Sar," she said with some distress. 


"Make no mistake, he is intentionally torturing both of you,” Vader 
corrected. "It was by no accident he spared the one with a blood 
relative on the council." 


"I'm beginning to understand why you want this Sith to perish," 
Dooku remarked dryly. 


"I'm fine," Depa assured, looking back to Vader. "You were saying?" 


"| have no idea what defenses or traps they have waiting for you," 
Vader warned. "But | can advise you on combat." 


"It is two Sith against two dozen Masters," Qui-Gon observed 
curiously. "Do you truly believe they have that much of a chance?" 


"How many masters do you believe the Grandmaster and the 
Master of the Order could defeat at once?" Vader countered. 


They wisely didn't answer. 


"The only one of you with a chance of defeating Sidious alone is 
Windu," Vader admitted, turning to the man. "Do not mistake the 
meaning, Jedi. Your style, loathed as he might be to admit it, is an 
effective counter to his own. You should NOT atttempt to engage 
him one-on-one without cause." 


Windu nodded shortly. "And what is his style, exactly?" 


"Sidious can wield a lightsaber and is faster than you would ever 
suspect. He favors the use of Juyo, but he is a capable master of all 
lightsaber forms. However, he... prefers is too light a term. He 
enjoys using Sith Lightning above all else. Be wary of that. With 
these circumstances, he might overwhelm even you. Mace Windu," 
Vader cautioned. "My strongest advice is to not listen to anything he 
says." 


"Believe you, we are scarce to do. This enemy, we will not," Yoda 
stated firmly. 


"You misunderstand, Grandmaster," Vader remarked, nodding 
toward Depa. "Sidious does not require you to believe what he says; 
merely having his words cloud your judgement is weapon enough 


for him." 


Qui-Gon and Dooku shared a look. They both had the same 
thought: Vader was speaking from experience, in all likelinood. 


"We are here," Vader stated abruptly, causing everyone to turn to 
see their one and only stop between here and the Works. 


The landing pad where the Queen's Nubian starship was docked. 


As they pulled up to it, Depa hissed in pain. Mace Windu wordlessly 
moved over to put a supporting hand on his old student's shoulder, 
who silently nodded in thanks. 


Vader made no comment as he climber out of the craft while 
sensing the passing of Depa's sister, Sidious having grown bored of 
that victim. 


"And this... Darth Plagueis?" Dooku brought up suddenly, knowing 
there wasn't much time. 


"Do NOT engage him unless he does so first," Vader warned firmly. 
"He is acting... peculiar, taking no part in this currently. Which is 
strange." 


"You know something," Qui-Gon observed with a frown. "It's not just 
his inaction that has you bothered." 


Vader hesitated only for an instant. "I ripped away the Veil, Jedi. 
Why do you believe | waited so many hours to do so? Why would | 
do something so bold so erratically?" 


Yoda's ears perked up in understanding. "Betrayed the Master, the 
Apprentice has," Yoda realized, everyone looking to Vader in shock. 


He nodded. "I had been observing their battle through the Force. 
Plagueis appeared to be victorious, but then- Everything stopped, 
and | am cannot be certain why. My intention was to complete my 
repairs and confront the situation myself after leaving the Temple,” 
he explained. 


"But we arrived," Mace Windu realized with narrowed eyes. "And we 


asked for you to prove your intent." 


"My intention was to reveal Sidious to you after the Battle 
concluded, no matter the victor," Vader elaborated. "This was an 
eventuality | could plan for the least." 


Yoda hummed and nodded as Qui-Gon sighed heavily, rubbing his 
forhead. "And if the Master does stand against us?" Qui-Gon asked. 


"| have a plan, but | am not confident it will actually aid you," Vader 
warned grimly. 


Meanwhile 


As much as Obi-Wan hated to not be with his master during this 
event, he knew this was out of his league. The assassin on 
Tatooine? That he could help with. Two very powerful Sith Lords 
that cut through Jedi Knights like butter? He wasn't stupid, he knew 
he'd probably hinder more than help. Two other masters of the high 
council remained to ensure no one else tried to go out to the battle. 
And, well, the unspoken reason was to keep the Order from falling 
into chaos if all of them fell. 


More immediately... 
"Kenobi, keep an eye on Skywalker." 


Those had been the last words Darth Vader had said to him before 
he and the council departed, after a rather blatant order from Qui- 
Gon to remain at the temple. 


Call him paranoid, but he doubted Vader said something like that 
without good reason. 


"Master Nannar!" Obi-Wan called, stopping in shock as he saw three 
younglings laying on the ground, and another covering his mouth 
with a very bloody shirt. 


"Padawan? Please tell me you have some good news?" Phara 
Nannar asked as she approached him, the rest of her students 
sitting around the passed out and injured clanmates. 


"I'm sorry to say otherwise," Obi-Wan said apologetically. "Do... you 
require a medic?" 


"He bit his tongue," Nannar explained with a weary look. "It's not as 
bad as it looks. He's a Trandoshan, so it'll regenerate. And the... 
pain is keeping him distracted from... whatever caused it," she said 
meaningfully. "The others are just passed out from the stress." 


"Only hours after what Vader did, | can't say I'm surprised," Obi-Wan 
said as he looked to the other younglings, all looking scared and 
exhausted. He shook his head, knowing he could not help wit that 
currently. "If there's nothing you need, can you point me to where 
Anakin Skywalker ran off to?" 


Phara raised an eyebrow but didn't question it. "He was heading to 
the council room with Master Yaddle," she explained. 


"Thank you, Master Nannar," he said with a nod of respect. 


Phara nodded back, looking back at her poor younglings. They were 
still so young, and unready for such an assault from the Dark Side. 
Vader's march had been nothing more than a warm up compared to 
those few minutes where that... that... creature in the Dark Side 
whispered in the Force such horrible, terrible things that would haunt 
the nightmares of these children. 


And, if she was honest, perhaps her own. 


She shivered, pushing away the memories of a false-vision of her 
kind being eaten by "civilized" creatures short on food. And that was 
the tamest of what she witnessed. 


Obi-Wan, meanwhile, took a breath as he stood in the Elevator, 
waiting for it ascend. Just as the doors closed, he blinked and 
looked down to see a youngling with orange skin looking up at him. 
"And... what are you doing here?" he asked. 


"Skyguy,”" Ahsoka answered, as if it was obvious. 
Obi-wan supposed it should have been. 


Meanwhile 


"Sir?" 


Vader paused to look at one of the pair of Naboo guards, who had 
opened the ship for him. 


"Did | imagine it, or did a hovercar full of Jedi just drop you off?" he 
asked in confusion. 


"Illusions are not my specialty," Vader answered simply before 
moving on. "It would be best not to dwell on it," he cautioned as he 
boarded the ship. 


The Dark Side lapped at Vader's annoyance and frustration, 
goading and baiting him into lashing out at anything... everything. 
And it was particularly insistent now, after everything. 


It took him a moment to wrestle it back into submission. He had 
indulged the Dark Side's hunger and desire greatly since arriving in 
the past, because it suited his plans, but the Dark Side would always 
prod for more until a wielder gave it a figurative punch in the snout. It 
wasn't an easy thing, but it became easier with time. If one had the 
will to stand against what the Dark Side resonated with: Their wants, 
their desires, their impatience. 


And by the Force did he want Sidious dead. Being so close to that, 
before the Clone Wars even started? It gnawed at him like he was a 
starving rancor. It would have been easier if Plagueis and Sidious 
had never fought, or even if Sidious had won. He had been prepared 
for the long plan, to wait a decade or more to see Sidious's lifeless 
body. But with it suddenly within reach yet just held out of his grasp? 


It was making him anxious, on edge. And the wear and tear of his 
cybernetics catching up with his limbs wasn't helping. Not to 
mention, he was putting off the fact that he needed a trip to the 
bacta tanks. 


Was tearing away the Veil a wise decision? He wasn't sure. It was 
an idea in the back of his head, a gamble. He could have never 
pulled it off with Sidious and Plagueis both on the same planet and 
he had his doubts about pulling it off with even just one of them. But 
pulling all of the Dark Side to himself? For one glorious moment, 


there was nothing his fellow Sith Lords could do to stop him. 


But even if it was just Coruscant that was... Unveiled, and it was 

indeed temporary, it still gave the Jedi a look through the tear. He 
didn't know the full consequences of that yet, no one did. No one 
had ever been powerful enough to do it or insane enough to try it. 


Still, it had one desired effect: It certainly threw the Jedi off their 
axis, both realizing Sith Lords had infiltrated deep into the Republic 
and that it was a Sith Lord himself that had revealed this to them. 


They didn't need to believe he was an ally, just doubt he was an 
enemy. That would be enough. 


"Vader?" 


The Dark Lord stopped short at the voice he had been trying to 
avoid the most. 


There, in the droid storage room was Shmi Skywalker. 


"... You're here?" he couldn't help asking, obvious surprise in his 
voice. 


Shmi smiled awkwardly, looking to a crate. "| was checking on 
C3PO. Anni and the others took him apart for now, since | have... 
no idea where | am going,” she said with a shuddering sigh. "It must 
seem strange to you: I'm finally free, and | feel more anxious than 
when those bombs were first implanted in Anni and me," she said, 
gripping the side of the seat until her knuckles turned white. 


"... It is not strange at all," Vader answered somberly. "You were 
accustomed to that life, even if you despised it. Then everything 
changed with one Pod Race. Now you're adrift in a galaxy, with no 
idea how to find a way forward and the person you care for the most 
is heading down a path you cannot follow him with." 


Shmi's eyes widened before softening. "| suppose | was right about 
you." 


Vader didn't ask for an explanation. He wasn't sure he could handle 
one. "If it gives you some comfort, your son appeared to have 


already become acquainted with some children at the temple," he 
offered, feeling completely out of his element and wanting this 
interaction to stop yet unwilling to end it in too rude a fashion. 


Shmi nodded before scowling. "Something is happening out there, 
isn't it?" 


Vader only nodded, slowly. For some reason, he wasn't surprised 
she knew. 


"Will Anakin be alright?" 


He barely held in the flinch. She only said his real name when she 
was upset or worried... usually both. "He will not be anywhere near 
it," Vader answered, turning towards the bag of items he had 
procured on Tatooine. "| have to cut this conversation short: | am in 
need of repairs." 


He wordlessly picked up the bag and moved to a work table, trying 
to ignore how She Was Still Right There Behind Him. 


"I'm not as good as Anni, but | learnt a lot between him and Watto's 
shop," she stated cautiously. "Would you... like me to help you?" 


Meanwhile 


Once the Jedi reached The Works and decided to proceed on foot 
via Force Speed, Mace glanced down to the green Jedi. "Master 
Yoda. You should conserve your strength for the battle," Mace 
Windu said with serious concern. "Would you be fine riding on my 
back?" 


Yoda snorted, almost amused despite his scowl. "Travel on my own, 
just fine, | can," he retorted sternly. 


Moments like these were a good thing in Mace Windu's mind. He 
himself tried to be a rock, something steadfast and familiar within 
both peaceful and turbulent times. Yoda was this mysterious and 
ancient being to most, full of wisdom and experience. 


And it was instance like this that Yoda seemed less like the eternal 
bastion of the Light Side and more the quirky and kind elder. It made 


Yoda easy to connect with, Windu supposed. Despite everything, 
the ancient Grandmaster could just be a stereotypical "old man" 
sometimes, to the amusement of others- even Yoda himself. 


But no one was amused as they sped and dashed over the 
landscape of The Works, ignoring the cries and decay going on in 
the lower parts of the area. 


They could sense Sidious, easily. He wasn't trying to hide. Plagueis 
was there, like a lounging krayt debating if the meal before it was 
worth the effort of getting up. 


The council wordlessly came to a stop before the sight of a battle. 
No, a massacre. 


The area was covered in the corpses of a dozen Jedi Knights or 
what was left of them. 


Eeth Koth knelt by a pile of ashes, running his fingers through them. 
He shuddered in dismay at the latent feeling of the fallen Jedi's pain 
and fear as he was painfully electrocuted into ashes. 


Depa clinched her lightsaber hard, trying to ground herself as she 
looked down upon the many... many pieces of what had been her 
sister. Tortured, solely and only to strike at herself indirectly. 


Ki-Adi-Mundi just stared at the body with the top half of the head 
missing, sliced away and destroyed by a lightsaber swing. 


Yoda hummed unpleasantly as he looked down at the young Jedi 
before him, stabbed through the heart. He had knighted her recently. 
One month? Two? Such a short time blurred at his age. 


"He's waiting for us." 


Everyone turned to Mace Windu, who was glaring across the 
metallic landscape, towards the LiMerge Building. They didn't need 
to see to know he was right. They could tell a dark figure was 
standing on a hole in the building, glaring down at them with 
murderous intent. 


Sidious smirked beneath his cloak as he leered at the so-called 
Masters of the Light Side. "You've had your fun, Darth Vader," 
Sidious said to himself. "Now it is time for My Performance. " 


End of Chapter 


Okay, there's that. | hope it was well worth the wait. Lot of stuff 
happened, but kept the drag minumum. So now the Order is going 
to fight Sidious, possibly Plagueis... on the Sith home turf. While the 
Sith have a power boost. 


Yeah, that's a good couple of reasons that Vader told them to 
consider NOT attacking today as much as he wanted them too. But 
that group of Jedi attacking Sidious, not knowing the full depths of 
what is going on, forced their hand a bit. 


Annnnd Shmi showed back up. If its not obvious, she didn't show up 
a lot in the story because Vader is actively avoiding her still. | figured 
this was a nice confrontation, especially since | felt it was time Vader 
had to sit on the bench and make sure everything is repaired 
properly after his whole March on the Temple stunt. 


Thank you all for reading, and for lal the support. 
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Chapter 23 


Darth Vader: Hero of Naboo 
Disclaimer: | don't own Star Wars. 


NOTE: An interesting developement I've found, there are two 
review articles for Hero of Naboo over on the "Game Industry" 
website. Enjoy: 


gameindustry (dot com/)gamer-blogs/synth-saturday-darth- 
vader-hero-of-naboo-chapters-1-10-by-akumakami/ 


gameindustry (dot com/)gamer-blogs/synth-saturday-darth- 
vader-hero-of-naboo-chapters-11-20-by-akumakami/ 


"This is a trap," Oppo Rancisis observed gravely as he slithered 
towards the Master of the Order. 


"Knew this, we did, when we set forth," Yoda remarked sagely as he 
peered through the Force, ignoring Sidious entirely in all his obvious 
maliciousness. There was, indeed, another here, but well hidden. 
Then again, this Darth Sidious's rage and fury radiating through the 
Force was like its own camouflage for other Dark Siders. 


"Sometimes, the only thing to do is spring the trap," Qui-Gon 
remarked grimly. 


"Is that what you teach your Padawan?" Evan asked with a grunt. 
"As my master did me, and his him," Qui-Gon opined calmly. 


It took a moment for some to look towards Yoda, who shrugged. 
"Incorrect, he is not." 


"Still, we need to be cautious about this," Dooku cut in. "We cannot 
afford to divide ourselves too thinly, if at all." 


"No more than three groups," Windu stated firmly as he looked over 
their numbers. All but two of the High Council and a dozen more 


masters who had been nearby after all the commotion started. 


Twenty-two Jedi Masters, and who knew how many would see 
another day. 


"But I'd rather it be only two," Mace added on. 


"A small group should remain here, in case one or both attempt to 
flee," Oppo Rancisis stated. 


It went without saying that the group could also call in support or... 
get word back to the temple and the republic of their deaths. 


Mace Windu nodded. "Masters Nat-Sem, Vono, Sinube, Trebor, 
Krataley and Dooku will stand watch here for now, while the rest of 
us attempt to flush out these Sith Lords." 


Dooku scowled, but nodded. There was valid reasoning for him to 
remain here; He had old bonds with both Yoda and Qui-Gon. 
Leaving him out would give the smaller group an idea of the 
situation. 


They all tensed before dark looks came over them. "Impatient one, 
isn't he?" Poof remarked with a frown as they sensed a most 
unwelcome development. 


Sidious was plaguing the Temple through the Force once more. 
Meanwhile 


Obi-Wan winced as he tried not to stumble through the halls. The 
second time around, this insidious Sith's whispers in the Force were 
easier to handle. 


That or he was just getting accustomed to having the Dark Side 
assault his psyche. 


He truly didn't want to consider that notion too deeply. 


He stopped mid-step, remembering that he was not alone. He 
looked back and saw that Ahsoka had fell to her knees, but was 
already trying to get back up. 


Perhaps he had been wrong. Perhaps this barrage was just weaker. 
He hoped so, for the sake of the younglings. These recent events 
had been hard on them all. 


He watched her for a moment, to see if she needed help. She was 
gritting her teeth and clutching her head, but she was slowly walking 
forward. 


Obi-Wan vaguely recalled her, the little Togruta that had been with 
Anakin earlier. If the situation was anything else, he would be 
mentally preparing a joke or two about Anakin having made a friend 
so quickly. 


He forced himself to focus, gazing forward towards the door of the 
council room. He wasn't sure what he'd do, what the point was of 
this still. If nothing else, it gave him a task to distract him from- 


-The Temple exploding, Coruscant in ruins, vast hosts of 
warships filling the skies, billions dead, the survivors being 
taken awake for horrible, twisted, hopele- 


He breathed deep as he pushed the awful vision away... and trying 
to ignore the siren taunting-of his own weakness 


-how pathetic he was, how Qui-Gon took him on only out of 
pity- 


He gasped as he felt a pulse in the force, through his bond with his 
master. He sent a feeling of gratitude to the man. The padawan laid 
his hand on the door, keeping himself anchored from falling back 
into another vision within a vision. He thought he knew what the 
Dark Side was before; Perhaps not entirely, but enough to resist it, 
to not be so easily overwhelmed. 


He thought Vader's overpowering presence had validated that. 
He had known nothing. 


Vader was powerful, but his cold aura was little more than a minor 
shock compared against this truly malevolent entity. 


Was this Sidious even truly a living creature, a sentient and sapient 


lifeform? How could something of such endless and near-mindless 
hatred be truly self-aware? 


He shook that thought off as he sensed Ahsoka catch up with him, 
forcing himself to remember how to open these doors. 


They slid open and the pair knew relief. 


Obi-Wan breathed deep as he quickly took stock of the circular 
room. It was almost entirely empty. At the center sat Master Yaddle, 
meditating and floating with a great flow of soothing Force energy 
around her. There was a stern look upon her face, eyes closed with 
the occasional, momentary grimace. 


It didn't take Obi-Wan long to put the situation together. Yaddle was 
trying to shield off the effects of the assault. Not just here, but the 
entire temple, sparing the worst of the visions on the mind. Like a 
great lighthouse in a mighty storm, it also steadied and bolstered the 
other Jedi. Like Battle Meditation, in a way. 


"Skyguy!" 


Ahsoka's cry brought his gaze away from the green alien, watching 
the youngling rush over to a body behind one of the council chairs. 
He moved after her and scowled in concern. 


Anakin was unconscious, just lying there. If not for current 
circumstances, he would thought the boy had just passed out after a 
long, long day. Many other Younglings had, or no doubt soon would. 
But something felt wrong with this, with Anakin. 


If the former slave passed out from the assault of the Dark Side, he 
should be in a cold sweat of one nightmare or another. Yet, he 
seemed entirely peaceful. Too peaceful. 


And Anakin had braved the mental effects of Vader's March without 
any apparent effort. This Darth Sidious was an entirely different kind 
of foe, but it seemed... unlikely that Anakin would be downed so 
easily when he and Ahsoka were still awake. 


And he was laying right here, in the Tower of Tranquility, with Master 
Yaddle who was acting as a buffer against the Dark Side. This 


should be the safest place for an unguarded mind. 


"Qa iniban ar jeo?" Ahsoka asked in her native tongue. (What 
happened to him?) 


Luckily, it was a language Obi-wan had a decent handle on. "Do go 
ktei," he admitted as he laid a hand on Anakin's head. (I don't 
know.) 


He schooled his expression quickly, not wanting to alarm Ahsoka, 
even as a cold sweat ran down his neck. He found himself somehow 
glad that this mass mind-assualt, if only because he didn't have to 
explain the shaking of his hands. 


He couldn't feel anything. He couldn't sense anything from this very, 
very powerful child. There was just... nothing. 


But, that couldn't be right. That would... that would imply... 
He tried to quietly swallow the lump in his throat. 

Was... was Anakin dead!? 

Meanwhile 


The Jedi Masters had ascended up the side of the building, to the 
opening smoke flowed from. Using any conventional entrance was 
automatically assumed to be part of one trap or another. 


Mace Windu took only a moment to look over the area; a makeshift 
hanger and workshop, with a great amount of damage done to the 
large room. Every exit from the room, save the one they used, was 
shut and appeared to be sealed. The exploded remains of a ship 
were also there, the floor beneath it looking ready to cave in. He 
didn't need to be able to see Shatterpoints to know that. A destroyed 
catwalk was splayed over the room. And all over the room was 
destroyed droids... some by lightsabers, others not. 


And a very curious amount of lightsabers litering the floor. 


"Vader spoke the truth, about the Apprentice facing the Master," 
Eeth Koth said with a scowl. "There is more than hate here: 


Betrayal, disappointment, resignation, desperation." 


"How could they conceal such a conflict so well, while on the same 
planet?" Adi Gallia questioned with a frown. 


"Shrouded much, the Dark Side has," Yoda opined, leaning down to 
brush his claws over a medallion of some ancient Sith warrior. He 
could feel the Dark Side naturally clinging to this object; A Sith 
Artifact. "Far blinder, than we believed, we have been." 


"But they stopped fighting," Mundi stated with a troubled look. "Are 
we certain Vader didn't trick us, forcing them to stop fighting by 
sending us after them?" 


"If he had, he wouldn't have warned us against coming," Oppo 
Rancisis stated reluctantly. It was more likely, in his mind, that this 
was just a final suicide mission for the Apprentice. 


"The Apprentice is here, stalking our every move I'm sure," Qui-Gon 
noted, looking around curiously. There was no sense in playing 
dumb. There was no chance this Sith wasn't aware that they would 
know he was watching them. "But the Master?" 


Yoda nodded at the student of his student, sharing his sentiment. 
The Force was warning him, all of them to be wary, to not let their 
guard down. But Yoda had been in countless battles and faced 
untold numbers of those that clung to the Dark Side to the Force. He 
knew when he was facing one, two, or many enemies. 


Why did it feel like there was only one enemy right now? Was Vader 
correct about that? But, if Vader was correct, that implied he had 
been more truthful than they had suspected. Or wanted, in some 
cases. 


Mace Windu and several others looked to Saesee Tiin. The normally 
reclusive and often quiet council member caught his gaze and shook 
his horned head meaningfully. 


Windu nodded, an entire conversation having been held. Tiin's race 
were naturally telepathic and, to a lesser varying extent, 
precognitive. However, with this Sidious hurling every kind of dark 


vision through the Force, the Iktotchi Jedi couldn't afford to rely on 
any vision he might have, while here in the heart of their enemy's 
territory. 


That said, the Iktotchi were also natural telepaths. And being a Jedi 
made that aspect of their biology even easier to wield. 


Windu nodded discretely to the wreckage of a small ship. Tiin raised 
an eyebrow briefly at the idea, but complied an instant later. With a 
wave of his hand, the floor groaned and cracked before the ship 
began to skin through the damaged floor. Rancisis, Evan, and Depa 
calmly leaped away as the hole expanded, more and more metal 
falling to the level below. 


An eerie silence stretched over them all, senses in all ways 
stretched out fully in preparation for what was to come. Lightsabers 
gripped firmly in hand, waiting for the first sign, the first sound of 
their enemy. 


Yoda's ears twitched. 
There was a hiss. Not like creature, no, but like air. Like a gas. 
And it wasn't coming from the hole. 


He, Piell, Luminara, and Mundi all sensed it in time. Their eyes shot 
skyward, reaching their hands up towards a disk-shaped device 
attached to the ceiling, sensing... something emitting from it. 


In the same instant, massive streams of sinister blue lightning shot 
out from the center of the hole, striking at Yoda and Piell in their 
moment of distraction. Yoda was able to avoid it, but the one-eyed 
master was not so fortunate. 


He screamed in agony as the attack overpowered him and sent him 
flying across the room. It was so fast and so strong that dodging and 
deflecting hadn't even been an option for the short Jedi. 


Yoda's eyes narrowed as he watched his fellow council member fall, 
being caught by a Rodan master named Talsmi Inchern. The small 
Jedi was alive, for now. 


Every Jedi had ignited their lightsaber the moment the Sith Lightning 
was cast, Koth and Mundi both keeping one hand up to contain the 
gas. 


"He's in the wreckage!" Depa cried out, many of them reaching out 
to dispel the smoke- 


And Sidious aided them, a pulse of the Dark Side revealing him in all 
his cloaked wickedness, staring up at the Jedi with unhidden hatred. 


They did not once take his lack of weapon to mean he was less 
dangerous. 


"All this, for one old senator?" 


Windu's demeanor darkened as several Jedi stiffened at the voice. 
A voice many of them had heard at one point or another in recent 
times. 


"Why, it almost seems unfair," Sidious said in a pleasant voice... too 
pleasant. So pleasant, it made one wonder, how did they ever 
believe it was real? With a chuckle that turned into a cackle, he 
removed his hood to reveal the senator of Naboo. 


A bitter feeling swelled in most of them at the confirmation. If the 
situation wasn't so dangerous, Yoda would have ran a hand over his 
ancient head. How many? How many Sith Lords in disguise had he 
unknowing met during his near millennium as a Jedi? How long had 
they been lurking, so close and so directly to the Jedi. This man, this 
Sith, was in a position that could give him a chance to become 
Supreme Chancellor. 


A chance like a planet being invaded by the Trade Federation. 


Hundreds of dots connected as Yoda pieced together what, truly, 
had been going on recently. Invading an entire planet as a means to 
an ends, playing both sides of the conflict. All part of some larger 
scheme he likely only had only a vague idea of. 


Sidious caught his look and Yoda could see the malice in those 
baleful yellow eyes, like a beast tasting freedom for the first time in 
decades. "Wouldn't you agree?" he asked, his voice growling into 


something hateful, almost inhuman. "Master Yoda?" 
The Sith Lord knew what the Grandmaster had figured out. 


Yoda finally conceded the truth: The Sith had changed. And the Jedi 
had not. 


"Senator Palpatine. Or, rather, Darth Sidious," Windu stated coldly. 
"You are under arrest-" 


"Yes, yes, | will get to you in a moment, young man," Sidious said 
dismissively, savoring how Windu bristled under the action. "You'll 
all have your chance to die. But | do have message for you, My Little 
Green Friend." 


"Care for you tricks, | do not," Yoda stated decisively. "Trust your 
words, we will not." 


"Even if it is the last words of a dying Jedi?" Sidious continued. He 
hummed, like the pleased purr of some terrible beast, as he looked 
over his shoulder, directly at Depa Bilaba. "Oh no, my dear. I'm 
afraid | have no parting words to share from your precious sister. 
Her voice gave out long before | could ever offer that." 


Depa's grip hardened, but she did not take the bait. 


"No, the one | speak of is one Ronhar Kim. A freshly minted master," 
Sidious mused before looking mock-thoughtful. "Or soon-to-be 
Master? Apologies, | can't quite recall," he said with a chuckle that 
would unnerve most souls. "We had so many talks, the two of us. 
Ever since | took his poor, late father's seat in the senate, he was 
quite eager to bridge the gap between the Jedi and the Senate. How 
did | put it? Ah, yes: Through me, you might have a voice in the 
shaping of the Republic. Through you, | better understand the Jedi 
and their ways, " Sidious recited expertly, complete with humble 
charisma. 


It was an unsubtle boast, taunting them all with the knowledge of 
how long he had been playing them for fools. How their own 
comrades ate the lies from his hands like eager hounds. 


"Such a shame that he came to investigate my little quarrel with my 


Master; | had so much more use for that one. But | suppose that's a 
bit off topic. | promised you his last words. And it was this: Sheev ?" 


Yoda stared at the Sith Lord reveling and cackling in his own 
recollection of murder, treachery and torment. The ancient Jedi was 
unmoved by the story, watching and observing. 


"Even with me right in front of him, unveiled and slaughtering his 
comrades, the poor fool couldn't come to terms that his humble, 
kind, political friend was doing something so... barbaric as turning 
Jedi to ash," Sidious continued with a snicker. "So | did him the 
mercy of removing his sight. Along with the top of his brain, but 
lightsabers have never been weapons for minimalistic damage." 


No one struck. No one allowed themselves to be overcome with the 
urge to rush their foe and fall into his trap. 


Sidious hummed in displeasure. "Very well. | suppose | shall have to 
start this myself," Sidious said, as lightning danced from his fingers, 
everyone tensed for the attack. 


And instantly knew something was wrong, when Sidious's attack 
struck at the ground in front of the wreckage the Sith Lord stood 
upon. 


"BACK!" Tiin yelled as he, Yoda, Windu, Qui-Gon, and Rancisis tried 
to create Force barriers around the edges of the hole. 


It was too late, however, as a great inferno erupted upward, like a 
great beaker igniting before them all. Several grimaced at the heat, 
others had to shield their eyes, but none took their senses off 
Sidious. 


"Saud iw ri Jin'!" Sidious's voice rang out with dark, terrible power. 
"Titiai ki atki dia tirji karw ki zOtaikima!" 

"Sith Magic," Windu realized as the flames turned a dark, cold blue 
and became... alive, for lack of a better term. 


The azure flames smashed against the Force shield of Qui-Gon 
before crashing through it with ease. The maverick master was able 
to leap away in time, with every connection he had to the Force 


suddenly going off like a warning. Without looking or thinking, he 
flung some debris towards where he had stood, just in time. 


Sidious had leaped forth and sent Sith Lightning at the Coruscant- 
born Jedi, sneering as the debris began to disintegrate but 
safeguarded the Jedi all the same. 


Mace Windu, Eeth Koth, and Adi Gallia all charged Sidious from 
behind. The Sith Lord didn't even look as his massive creation of 
Sith Flames leapt to protect him, batting away Eeth and knocking 
back against Windu's own shield. 


A lightsaber sprung from Sidious's sleeve, turning with almost 
impossible grace and speed to block Adi's lightsaber. 


Her red lightsaber. 


"Oh, yes, you," Sidious recalled in annoyance. "The only Jedi 
currently using a red lightsaber." 


"Shame you Sith returned, | rather liked this color," Adi returned 
dryly, before going on the offensive. 


"I'll take that to your heart then," Sidious assured, defending against 
her aggressive Shem-style one handed, while the Sith Flames 
loomed over them like a great burning cephalopod, batting its 
heatless tendrils at the Jedi masters all over the room. 


Namely focusing on Mundi and Luminara, but each of them had two 
masters using the Force to push back the Sith Magic. 


Adi couldn't contain her surprise when Sidious went on the 
offensive. Not because his every blow was as quick and powerful as 
the lightning he wielded, but because he managed that while his free 
hand reached out to the side and sent Force Lightning across the 
hole, aim at Luminara. 


The green skinned Jedi grimaced as she and her protectors were 
forced to leap away from the attack. 


Mace Windu, leaping over a cold tendril of flame, scowled as their 
enemy's plan became clear. The Sith Flames weren't a weapon, but 


a distraction; something to keep them from focusing on the gas 
container and keeping its contents from spreading through the room, 
while the Sith Lord himself forced those already shielding the device 
to turn their attention to staying alive. 


However, they weren't about to let things go how Palp... no, how 
Sidious wanted it to go. 


Yoda used a bursting push of the Force to leap through a limb of 
flames safely, coming in over Sidious's head. At the same time, 
Luminara jumped down to the wreckage below, using it to spring 
toward Sidious from a lower angle, twisting and turning to avoid the 
flames of Sith Magic. 


Sidious sneered, using a Force-empowered swing to send Adi 
sliding back, stunning her in time to be stuck and enveloped by the 
flames. The Sith Lord used his lightsaber to block the female 
Mirialan's rather swift and aggressive offense, his other hand 
sending a wave of Sith Lightning towards the Grandmaster. 


Yoda glared, reaching out with one hand, forcing the force lightning 
to condense and be neutralized within his grasp through his skill in 
tutaminis. However, the Grandmaster found he had miscalculated. 
For while he was able to subdue the attack, the sheer momentum of 
it drove him back in midair. Concentrating, he brought a sheet of 
metal to float under his feet, giving him a platform to hold against. 


Adi, meanwhile, was not faring well, the flames rushing over her and 
pinning her against the debris. It did not burn, no, but it was like 
drowning... in a vacuum. The flames were still flames in that sense, 
burning away all oxygen and leaving nothing for the lungs to use. If 
anything, it felt like it was burning what air was still within her body. 


She couldn't move, couldn't rally the Force to her, couldn't- 


Adi Gallia inhaled sharply as the flames were cut off by a Force- 
Strike from Mace Windu. He regarded her briefly, getting a quick 
nod to say she was still fine to fight. With that, he leapt forth. Sidious 
had drawn a second lightsaber, fighting off Luminara who had been 
joined by the serpentine Oppo Rancisis and the human Jekram 
Vorame. Even three-on-one, Sidious proved his speed in mastery as 


no blade so uch as singed his robes. 


Adi firmed her lip, her lightsaber jumping back into her hand, ready 
to join the fray again- 


Sidious smirked as he felt the Jedi activated one of HIS lightsabers. 


Mace Windu stopped suddenly as an explosion rang out behind him. 
Adi Gallia was covered in scorch marks and gasping a wordless 
scream of pain, clutching the lower half of her arm, her hand 
completely gone with only a charred and bleeding stump remaining, 
the right side of her body covered in various yet lesser injuries. 


Sidious took this chance, cleaving off an arm and a leg of Vorame 
before piercing the chest of Luminara. He leapt away, just as 
Rancisis nearly cleaved him in two. He smirked as he sensed 
someone, Saesee Tiin, trying to cave in the ground he would land 
upon. An admirable effort, but the horned Jedi gritted his teeth as he 
found an opposing Force keeping the floor in place. 


Sidious sprung forth more, letting the floor collapse behind him as 
he sprang upon the unsuspecting Master of the Order, still facing at 
the injured Adi Gallia. 


Or, at least, seemingly unexpected. 


Sidious expected Windu to counter his attack. But he hadn't 
expected the lightsaber to be covered by the Force, dragging and 
ripping the metal off the floor to strike at Sidious's head as shrapnel. 
He had to admit, it was clever for a Jedi. Still, this wasn't an 
opponent to press upon yet. 


Shielding himself from the shards with the Force, he dislodged his 
blade from Windu's and essentially flew up with a burst of the force 
in his leg, landing on a low-hanging fragment of the destroyed 
catwalk, sending a bolt of lightning back to Windu. The strike was 
deflected, but with care to avoid his allies. 


Sidious continued on, leaping toward... and i nto the mass of blue 
flames. 


"| have a bad feeling about this," Qui-Gon remarked as the tendrils 


receded into the flames, Sidious in some form of bubble in the 
center. 


"Then let us change that," Tiin said, raising his hand as the Force 
enhanced his inborn telepathy, sending an entire wing of the ship 
wreckage hurling at the blue inferno. 


It deflected off violently, but a chunk of the flames was clearly gone 
and not reforming, the shape shrinking minutely. 


"He can't defend like that for long!" Koth exclaimed in realization. 


Sidious smirked for a second as the Jedi began to hurl objects and 
Force attacks at the flames. It was true, this was an ineffective 
defense. These flames weren't meant to be used like this, having 
One inside them ate away at the magic sustaining them. But, for the 
short time they did hold up, he was invulnerable to these simp- 


His eyes widened as he looked up and braced the flames, but not in 
time as Yoda came hurling down from overhead, unleashing a great 
and unending wave of the Force. The grandmaster landed, landed 
on the very Force pressing down upon Sidious's flames, tearing 
through them far, far too fast. The small Jedi stood upon his own 
power, plunging his saber downward into the flames, parting them 
more and more. 


There was an instant, with Yoda halfway through to the Sith, where 
Sidious locked eyes with the Grandmaster. It suddenly dawned on 
him, what the Grandmaster had been doing all this battle, why the 
elderly Jedi held back and didn't commit much until now; he had 
been studying him, observing him and his style. Style of fighting and 
style of planning. 


The toad had been subtly Battle Meditating for half of this fight. 


It seemed that underestimating Old Fools was becoming a bad habit 
of his. He knew the Grandmaster was not to be taken lightly, but he 
didn't expect this. He supposed he should have. Yoda was almost 
as old as the Russan Reformations themselves. All that time, all that 
experience must have given the wizened Jedi a great amount of 
time to learn how to predict on the individual level. If he wasn't 


careful, Yoda might actually out-scheme him in the midst of this 
battle. 


'| suppose you were right, Master. | do savor my minor victories too 
much,' Sidious conceded with a sigh, before snarling as his arms 
reached high, as if to claw at the air. 


Every eye below looked up, toward the gas container. Or rather, the 
ceiling it was attached to. Metal began to twist and shudder, lurching 
apart as a huge slab of it was yanked free from the structure. Mundi 
gritted his teeth, but ultimate had to forfeit the shield as he and the 
others dodged the metal falling all about. 


Yoda looked over his shoulder and Sidious prepared to strike and fry 
the grandmaster the moment he tried to send the debris away. 


Sidious rose an eyebrow when he didn't. 


Yoda waited until the last possible moment before flinging himself 
away from Sidious, and instead sent the falling chunk of ceiling 
towards the flame-covered Sith Lord. 


Sidious grunted as he retreated to the other side of the flames, the 
impact of debris shredding through at least half of the remaining 
blue flames, the sith magic emitting a strange noise as if it were a 
dying creature. 


To say nothing of the continued sound of the gas now leaking into 
the room. 


"Zdtarwasi ir ri mudasoki iw surubtini!" Sidious chanted, the 
remaining flames flashing brightly before dispelling in a powerful 
burst of the Dark Side, making all the Jedi brace themselves. 
Sidious took this chance, diving down into the hole, away from 
whatever was filling the air. 


"Depa, Bemic, Sahdett! Get the injured out of here!" Mace Windu 
called urgently. If any of their deaths were to be avoided, they 
needed to get them out now. 


The three rushed to their injured comrades, while the other eight 
Jedi Masters followed him in after Sidious. 


The Apprentice of Plagueis grinned in victory, pressing a button 
hidden on the belt of his robe. 


Eeth Koth's eyes went wide as he sensed something was very 
wrong. "No, wait, we must go ba-" that was as far as he got before 
Sidious shot immediately back upwards, evading all of them and 
catching Koth in surprise with a Force Push to the face, with what 
felt like the strength of a proton torpedo. 


All of the Jedi were ready to instantly follow suit, but were cut short 
as they saw the large hole already closing, somehow, as a 
substance akin to liquid-metal rapidly rushed over the gap. 


Rancisis and Mundi were able leap through before the closing was 
complete, thanks in part to Yoda able to hold back the substance 
briefly, but the others were unable to follow suit before the opening 
was sealed. 


Windu frowned, leaping to the top of the ship wreckage. There was 
no weakness, no Shatterpoint he could see in this substance. 
Experimentally, he stabbed his amethyst lightsaber into it. His eyes 
widened when, instead of melting, the material tried to form and 
expand "around" his lightsaber. He yanked the weapon back, 
realizing they couldn't get through. He looked grimly down at the five 
Masters with him, as they all realized the dark situation they were in. 


They had fallen right into the trap. 


And now half of them, along with the injured, were on their own 
against Sidious. 


End of Chapter 


And there we go. And here's where the nastier ripple effects kick in. 
As you know, a lot of Jedi are going to die here. And Sidious is 
going full out in everyway, even brinigng in the Sith Magic, but being 
who he is, he gets some close call because of sadistic arrogance. 
That, and Yoda is still a badass. Still, he's been directly the flow of 
the battle effeciently, hence this trap he's forced them into. 


Oh, yeah, and than there is the scene with Obi-wan and Anakin. No 


comment. 


And here is the blunt explanation for why Sidious hasn't taken out 
more so far: Being outnumbered this much means he has to be a bit 
careful and pick them off more before going full offensive. Especially 
with Windu and Yoda both there. Oh, and before anyone asks why 
Sidious didn't use any of this on Plagueis: he knew it wouldn't work. 
They fall under the 95% of Sidious's plans that Plagueis predicted. 


So, quick review of things. We started with these 22 Masters. Some 
are OCs, but you probably won't guess which by names alone: 


Mace Windu, Yoda, Yareal Poof, Eeth Koth, Opp Rancisis, Ki Adi 
Mundi, Evan Piell, Saesee Tiin, Adi Gallia, Depa Billaba, Qui-Gon 
Jinn, Luminara Unduli, Beyghor Sahdett, Talsmi Inchern, Jekram 
Vorame, Bertot Bemic, Nat-Sem, Tera Sinube, Celsha Krataley, 
Dooku, Coleman Trebor, Beev Vono. 


Anyway, most went to confront Sidious, while Windu left 6 outside 
incase everything went wrong from the get-go: Nat-Sem, Tera 
Sinube, Celsha Krataley, Dooku, Coleman Trebor, and Beev Vono 


Current Incapacitated: Evan Piell, Luminara Ubduli, Adi Gallia, 
Jekram Vorame 


And the ones left in the fight are split in half. So, yeah, not looking 
good for the Jedi. Hope you all enjoyed this little fight, even if it is 
Sidious's time to shine. Until next time. 
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Chapter 24 


Darth Vader: Hero of Naboo 
Disclaimer: | don't own Star Wars. 


AN Hero of Naboo now has over 2 MILLION VIEWS! Thank you 
all, that is just... beautiful to see! 


Ki-Adi-Mundi and Oppo Rancisis were justifiably tense; behind them 
stood Depa, Bemic and Sahdett. The verpine Sahdett's insect-like 
body was coiled and anxious while holding the amputated body of 
Jekram over his shoulder. The klatooinian Bemic held the small 
body of Evan Piell in one arm, almost like an infant, his lightsaber in 
the other. Depa was holding Gallia up with the uninjured arm over 
her neck, and trying to do some minor healing techniques on the 
blast wounds. 


All three of them kept glancing to the opening, preparing to make a 
break for it while Mundi and Rancisis stood in front of them, 
lightsaber held up defensively... which was contrasted by Sidious, 
standing over the corpse of Luminara, both of his sabers pointed 
downward and his shoulders deceptively at ease. 


The standoff was obvious. The moment they ran, he would be 
shooting lightning or otherwise attack the fleeing Jedi in the back. If 
the two masters charged him and he managed to get around them 
before the injured could be taken out... 


Rancisis and Mundi shared a glance. While they couldn't abandon 
their comrades, it wasn't clear what was more dangerous for them 
all: Trying to save the injured now or if the five combat-ready Jedi all 
tried to deal with this enemy first. 


"Hmm, that worked out better than | had hoped," Sidious remarked 
idly. 


No one spoke, no one replied, Knowing not to entertain this Sith's 
words. 


"The Animated Sealant,” Sidious elaborated, nodding towards the 
now seal hole, a notable bulge having formed where Yoda 
attempted to keep it open. "Amazing what happens if you find a way 
to mix that with something as superconductive as ultrachrome. Add 
in a bit of liquid carbonite and you have an instant anti-lightsaber 
wall," he commented calmly, as if they were his peers that were 
reviewing his work. "Albeit, a bit of Sith Alchemy smoothed over the 
kinks. You wouldn't believe how it used to balloon when | made the 
first prototypes. By the moons, that was terrible to clean up." 


Mundi raised an eyebrow, realizing something. "It was a fake," he 

deduced with a scowl. Sidious didn't comment, as if waiting for an 

elaboration. "The gas, there was never anything in it. You wouldn't 
be rambling, waiting to die with us otherwise." 


"Are you sure, Jedi?" Sidious asked with a smirk. "Completely? 
Perhaps I've already cured myself or am simply immune to the 
poison creeping towards your lungs," he taunted sinisterly. 


Rancisis conceded that possibility. More to the point, Sidious was 
rambling, as if stalling. If the gas was fake, why stall like this? 


"Is it wrong to gloat about my creations?" Sidious asked, making 
Oppo tense at being read so easily. "After all, sometimes enemies 
are the only beings that can truly appreciate one another's work," 
Sidious paused before snorting. "| suppose that is why | have no 
appreciation for you Jedi. In a thousand years, your progress has 
been rather... minor, at best," he mused darkly. "You have no idea 
how dedicated to your destruction we are, do you?" 


"I'm sure you'll tell us," Rancisis stated. 


"Not really," Sidious answered with a shrug. "I will say that a past 
Master of our Order did have a rather... ingenious idea: To create a 
deadly virus that could target Jedi." 


There was a horrified instant of silence at that. 
"You're lying," Depa stated with a frown. "There is no possible way 


you could create something like that without risking yourselves being 
infected as well." 


"Perhaps, perhaps not,” Sidious said with a haunting chuckle. "But 
whether it's true or not, the fact is... you believed, if only for an 
instant, it could exist." 


Mundi felt sweat form on his head, recalling Vader's words: Don't 
listen to Sidious. Loathed as he was to take the advice of a Sith, he 
admitted that the cyborg was completely and utterly correct in that 
point. 


Sidious hummed in displeasure, sensing them dispel their doubts as 
best they could. Better than he expected. "Vader warned you about 
me." 


It wasn't a question. 


"And yet, he is not here," Sidious noted, glancing outwards. "It's 
rather funny, how easily you all jumped to do his bidding." 


Depa bristled and Mundi scowled. 


"I'm sure he had a rather convincing and convenient excuse, why he 
couldn't accompany you to face me," Sidious stated with a cruel 
smirk. "It's a shame most of you won't live to learn the true aim of 
Darth Vader." 


His lightsabers ignited and he prepared to leap forth upon them. 
But the Jedi took the initiative this time. 


Evan Piell's eye opened as his hand shot up, sending his own 
lightsaber sailing towards the Sith, igniting in mid-air. 


Sidious smirked as he casually blocked and side stepped the green 
blade, cutting it in half at the hilt. His eyes went wide as he did an 
about face, blocking a strike from a clearly-living Luminara. His gaze 
shot from her blood stained mouth to fixate on her chest wound. He 
had somehow missed her heart and she had been carefully healing 
herself and hiding her continued-life right in front of him. Not enough 
to survive, no, she would die. But enough for a final act. 


He growled, sent the weakened Jedi flying with a Force-enhanced 
strike, impaling her on some metal debris. 


He turned around, already knowing what to expect: Mundi and 
Rancisis had already closed the gap, the others making a rapid dash 
for the exit. 


Raising both sabers, Sidious found himself on the defensive again 
as the two kept up their assault with great intensity. Mundi was a 
steadfast and determined attack from one side while Rancisis used 
his two lightsabers and serpentine body to try and worm his way 
past Sidious's defenses. 


He jumped back, trying to buy some room between them, but the 
two would not allow that. He growled, ceasing his retreat as he 
managed to lock his blades against those of his foes, keeping them 
at a stalemate. He had caught Rancisis when the two blades were 
crossed, and the legless Jedi knew he'd probably lose an arm if he 
tried to break the exchange. 


Sidious seethed as he saw the Jedi about to make their escape. Or, 
so he thought. 


All three parties of the duel were at least slightly surprised when the 
three uninjured Jedi took the wounded and literally threw them out of 
the opening, sending them hurtling down. Presumably to the other 
Jedi still outside, but still. 


A slow smirk came across Sidious's face. He considered vocalizing 
his gloating, but why ruin the fun? He hadn't been faking anything; 
there had indeed been a deadly gas in that canister, a variant of 
trifaraleen gas. But it was quick to lose its potency. By the time the 
vapors had been freed to fill the room, it would have no effect. As 
much as he would have enjoyed seeing the Jedi choking as they 
turned to dust, he knew it would never work on Masters such as 
these. But, the secondary gas was much more subtle. 


Tava, the sleepwalking gas. Its only effect was that, for an hour or 
so, it would cause one to act foolishly. Like a drunkard, but less 
obvious. 


Which was why he was not surprised when Rancisis decided to 
gamble his chances. Nearly beheading Sidious when he broke the 
blade-lock and losing one of his arms with a pained hiss. 


Sidious broke his other blade-lock with Mundi and jumped back, just 
in time to dodge a Force-blow from Rancisis as he revealed his 
secondary set of arms while the three other Jedi rushed to rejoin the 
fight. 


Taking on five Jedi Masters at once was not a wise move, tactically 
speaking. Taking on five Jedi Masters who didn't realize yet they 
were under the influence of an inhibition disabling drug? That was 
more manageable. 


Meanwhile 
"It's not going well, is it?” 


Dooku turned to a Bothan named Beev Vono, staring at him with a 
grim expression. One matched by the rest of their companions. "No, 
my friends, | fear it is not. Some are dying, or dead, and Master 
Yoda is actively not holding back," he answered bluntly, frowning as 
he gazed up, trying and failing to see through the shadows of the 
Dark Side. Without the veil, they knew the Sith were there, but 
seeing more minute happenings with the Force was difficult, almost 
impossible for most. Only they, Jedi Masters could glimpse within it. 


And Dooku wasn't sure this Sidious wasn't glimpsing back at them... 
Sidious or perhaps the Dark Side itself. 


"Should we join them?" the human Nat-Sem asked, watching the 
high opening the rest of the Jedi had scaled to and entered. 


"Patience," Dooku cautioned. "Something is amiss." 
"What do you mean?" Coleman asked, cocking his long head. 


"I'm not sure. There is a great, troubling frustration from the 
Grandmaster. He is no longer engaging the Sith, it appears," Dooku 
explained. "He is not injured or defeated, but cannot fight." 


"The trap was sprung," Sinube remarked sagely. "Now, how to undo 
it?" 


"And why are we waiting?" Beev asked again, some frustration 
leaking through. 


"Just a feeling, Master Beev. Trust me for a moment longer," Dooku 
requested sternly. 


No one dared to speak against Dooku's request, wondering just 
what the aging Master sensed- 


"Someone is coming down," Celsha Krataley warned as three dots 
appeared to fly out of the opening, descending rapidly. 


"| think you mean thrown down!" Nat-Sem called out, seeing that the 
dots were in fact three bodies falling rapidly towards them. 


Three Jedi bodies. 


Without another word, all of them reached out and used the Force to 
slow the descendant of the three, lowering them to the ground. 


"By the force," Coleman remarked as he took in their injured states. 
"Are they-" 


"I'm alive, you half-wit," Evan Piell answered with heavy breathing. 


"Master Piell," Krataley said kneeling down to bring a hand to his 
small chest. Her eyes widened. "You-" 


"I'll be fine," Piell snapped. "Worry about the other two." 


"Piell, what's happening up there?" Dooku asked, kneeling down to 
the resting Jedi's level. 


"The Sith was ready," Evan admitted with a grim look. "He knew he 
couldn't face all of us, so he did everything in his power to keep us 
divided and distracted, picking us apart. To keep us unable to focus 
on him entirely while his traps were in play." 


"What about Master Yoda?" Dooku pressed with a furrowed brow. 


"He and Windu had him on the run, but we failed to see the ultimate 
goal: he divided us. The Grandmaster and the Master of the Order 
are with about half of the masters, stuck a level below the fighting. 
They're surely trying to find a way back up by now," he explained, 
taking a deep breath. "Luminara is dead. The other five may soon 


join her." 


Dooku nodded solemnly. "Master Krataley, can you stabilize them 
while we join the fight?" 


"Force willing, | will try," she answered, tending to Gallia. "But if 
there are more injured, | probably won't be able to grab them out of 
the air like that." 


"What were they thinking?" Sinube asked to himself. 


"Dooku," Evan Piell spoke up imploringly. "Listen to me. No matter 
what happens, someone must take this message back to the 
temple. Vader wasn't lying. The Sith truly have infiltrated the 
republic. The identity of this Darth Sidious... is Senator Palpatine." 


Dooku's expression darkened at that confirmation. "So, we need 
someone to return to the temple, just in case this Sith has some... 
insurance that we don't leave this place alive." 


"But who?" Nat-Sem asked, letting the real question hang in the air. 


Which of them, if any, would be the least to contribute in this coming 
battle? This already meant it would be four Jedi joining instead of 
five. They had to make a sound decision, and quickly or- 


"Perhaps | can be of help?” 


His fellow Jedi ignited their lightsabers in defense as Dooku turned 
to face the new voice- 


And stared into the incarnation of evil. 


lt wasn't an expression Dooku particularly liked. Evil was such a 
nebulous and subjective concept, a way of labeling an enemy as 
one that cannot and should not be reasoned with. One who had 
traveled the galaxy should know that everyone believes their side is 
somehow in the right. Not all wars are between tyrants and idealists. 
Sometimes, circumstances just bring two sides to clash. Evil was a 
word used freely only by the ignorant or the manipulative. 


But he had no better way to describe the being before him. 


It was... humanoid in shape. Yet taller, looming over them all by a 
height of at least ten feet. But it was not bulky with muscle. On the 
contrary, it was very thin, with arms almost too long for its body and 
folded behind its back. 


But it was the body itself that alarmed them most: It was not a body 
of flesh or metal or anything material. It was a body of darkness, of 
shadows. Like the blackest smoke given life and thought, with two 
burning red ovals for eyes. 


Every moment he stared at this entity made him realize how 
powerful this being was with the Force, the sheer ocean of might 
ready to be unleashed upon them. 


And yet, unleashed it was not. 


While his allies stood rigid with a cold sweat, Dooku walked forth to 
stand before the entity, his lightsaber still holstered. "Darth Plagueis, 
| presume?" 


"You presume correct, Master Dooku," Plagueis greeted cordially 
with a nod of respect, completely unphased by the other Jedi, so on 
edge siill. "| see my former apprentice has given you a rather warm 
welcome," he mused, red eyes trailing to the bodies. Evan Piell 
glared, too weak to move, but defiant all the same. 


Dooku hummed as he studied this Sith, or this projection at least. 
Because he knew it wasn't real. It was obviously an illusion. But 
even knowing that... he couldn't see through it in any way. To his 
every sense, this shadowy being was as real as the metal beneath 
their feet. "Former, you say. And yet, he lives?" Dooku mused, 
stroking his beard. "Our assumptions of you may have missed the 
mark, but | doubt the Sith have changed so much to forgive 
treachery like that." 


Plagueis moved slowly, strolling about with mist evaporating in his 
wake. "Do not assume living and alive to be so synonymous, Jedi," 
Plagueis warned mysteriously. "And let us not pretend that you are 
not here to confront me as well." 


"And if we are not?" Dooku retorted with a raised eyebrow. 


"Then the conversations with Lord Vader must have been truly 
interesting," Plagueis mused without missing a beat. 


"Oh? Did your fellow Sith neglect to inform you of our arrangement?" 
Dooku questioned with a small quirk of his mouth. 


"Perhaps he did, perhaps he didn't," Plagueis answered, waving his 
long digits in the air. "Or perhaps, | simply don't care." 


Dooku frowned again, knowing he would find no information on this 
matter. "You offered assistance. Why?" 


"Sidious's fate is sealed," Plagueis remarked with finality. "He will 
scar your order greatly, but no amount of death will purchase his 
life." 


"And once he's fallen, you finish off the rest of us, is that how it 
works?" Vono accused. 


"Calm yourself, Jedi. | could have killed you already if | wished," 
Plagueis informed in a strangely soothing voice. 


Dooku scowled, but didn't try to refute that. 


"In light of your arrival, | don't feel obliged to stop Sidious from facing 
you. | have washed my hands of him and | have no reason to aid 
you against him." 


"And yet, you are here," Dooku remarked. "Why?" 


"Are you deaf, Master Jedi?" Plagueis asked in amusement. "I will 
not help you slay Sidious, but if he is so clumsy as to not finish his 
prey off?" he asked rhetorically, a strange smile on the head of the 
shadows. "Masters like you should die in combat, not with your life- 
force fading away due to lack of medical support." 


"You think we would trust you? To heal our wounded?" Dooku asked 
skeptically. 


"Now Dooku, let us be honest. You all don't believe | can heal you 
Jedi properly, not with the Dark Side," Plagueis said knowingly. 


Silence was his answer, and it said much. It was known that Dark 
Side users could have self-healing abilities, even if they were fueled 
on negative emotions such as hate and rage. But to use such 
techniques to heal another, without tainting them with the Dark 
Side?" 


"More to the point, I'm not really giving you a choice in rejecting my 
aid," Plagueis informed idly. 


Dooku eyes went wide as he felt something in the Force, something 
Plagueis had allowed him to sense. He turned in time to see a glow 
of green Force energy around Gallia, Piell, and Jakram. Evan was 
the only one of the three conscious, but even he seemed to be ina 
trance. 


"Stop, let them go!" Coleman demand, sending a Force push at the 
Sith Lord. The smoke rippled and pulsed, but nothing happened as it 
perfectly reformed. Dooku doubted the Sith was actually in that 
exact spot. More likely, he was standing near the injured. 


Still, Dooku had to admit that he was amazed by what he was 
seeing. The severed ends of Jakram's missing hand and leg rapidly 
healed and grew over into stumps. The same was true of Gallia's 
arm, along with various shards and fragments being removed from 
their body with utmost care, the many cuts and burns healing over 
with new, scarred flesh. 


The glow faded and Evan gasped for breath as he stood on his feet. 
"I'm... I'm healed?" he asked, more to himself than anyone. 


"If you dare to rejoin the fight, you may," Plagueis answered calmly, 
turning his attention to Dooku. "Since trust is clearly an issue, | 
would recommend sending one to the Temple that | did not heal." 


The Jedi all stared skeptically at the Dark Lord. One Sith being on 
their side was one thing, but two? It was far, far too good to be true. 


"Don't mistake me, Jedi," Plagueis stated firmly. "I'm not aiding you 
to be your ally. I'm aiding you against Sidious, even if minutely." 


"That doesn't explain why," Sinube spoke up, lowering his 


lightsaber, his wizened eyes studying the mass of darkness. "If you 
are to be believed, this battle would allow you to soundly make quick 
work of many survivors. Even us. Why aid us at all?" 


Plagueis paused, raising an eyebrow at the cosian Jedi. "Why do we 
do anything, Jedi?" he asked mysteriously. "Sometimes one does 
something merely because they can." 


No one retorted to that unfulfilling answer as Plagueis glanced 
upwards. 


"You should join your fellow Jedi soon. Your injured | will save, but 
your dead are another matter," he warned gravely before he 
vanished, leaving the Jedi in an uncomfortable silence. 


Meanwhile 


"He's ali-alright. He's alright," Obi-Wan said with a sigh of relief, 
more for himself than the youngling watching on. A check of 
Anakin's vitals revealed that he was indeed alive, physically at least. 


"What wrong?" Ahsoka asked, worry still clearly unabated. 


"| don't know," Obi-Wan admitted as he checked more thoroughly. 
The pulse was fine while an ear to Anakin's chest told him the lungs 
were unhindered. He held open one of Anakin's eyes, seeing the 
glazed over optical organ stare back with awareness. He placed a 
hand over Anakin's head. While not skilled in any kind of medical 
care for the brain, he had learned how to sense if a human brain 
was injured or not. But that showed nothing as well. 


His first instinct had been to think of the bomb in Anakin. Had it 
somehow malfunctioned? But nothing showed any signs of that. 
Anakin's body was fine. 


It was just his Force presence that was missing. 
"To help me, he tried." 


Padawan and youngling alike turned toward Yaddle, no longer 
floating in a trance. Her shoulders sagged, the only sign of any 
exhaustion on her part. 


Despite her no longer attempting to shield the temple, Obi-Wan 
realized that there was no more pressure on his mind. That thought 
brought him no comfort though, knowing his master and the others 
were likely in the midst of battle now. 


"Too untrained, he is," Yaddle continued softly as she approached 
the unconscious boy. "Too hard, he pushed himself." 


"But | don't understand, why can't | sense him?" Obi-wan asked as 
Yaddle knelt down to touch Anakin's forehead. 


"Lost in the Force, his mind is. Return, he will. He must. Careful in 
the future, he must be," Yaddle stated gently. "Too strong in the 
Force, perhaps, he is." 


"Too strong?" Obi-wan voiced with a furrowed brow. 


"Feel the Force the easiest, those with the highest midi-chlorian 
count can," Yaddle reminded grimly. "Even in ways unprepared for, 
they are." 


Obi-Wan was... confused and surprised. He had heard stories about 
many Jedi across history being lost in trances for extended times, in 
deep communion with the Force for days or weeks or even longer. 
Tales around the temple said Master Yoda once had one for a 
month. But those were always Jedi that were trying to meditate and 
hear the Will of the Force. Had Anakin unknowingly... forced such a 
thing? 


It sounded more dangerous than impressive the more he thought 
about it. 


"Skyguy, okay?" Ahsoka asked suddenly, obviously not following 
what was being said. Obi-Wan doubted she would even if they had 
been speaking her native language. 


Yaddle smiled reassuring at the youngling. "Fret not, young one. In 
danger, he is not," she assured, placing a hand on the child's 
shoulder. 


Obi-Wan believed her, it was hard not to, but... he was certain he 
didn't imagine the brief scowl on Yaddle's face when she looked 


back to Anakin. 

Not in danger, to Yaddle'’s knowledge at least. 
Meanwhile 

No words were spoken. None had to be spoken. 


The instant after the Jedi Masters had realized they were cut off 
from their comrades, they made a run for it. They did not use the 
Force to enhance their speed or at least not to the full extent, 
knowing that doing so would make it easier to fall for any and all 
inevitable traps the Sith had waiting for them. 


The six ran through tunnel-like halls, the two rear most Jedi 
constantly moving to be the newest ones at the front, with the two 
Jedi in between sensing intently: for danger and for a clear path 
back to their allies. It was slower than they would like, but they knew 
it was the only option. 


Eeth Koth suddenly stopped at a hallway, staring down it. "This way! 
| can see an opening!" he called, about to step towards it. 


"Wait, don't!" Talsmi Inchern yelled, using a Force Push to hurl the 
horned humanoid off to the side- 


-Just in time as the entire hallway in question exploded with a rush 
of flames, the very air catching on fire, rushing towards the Jedi. 


Mace Windu and Yoda both put up a shield on either side of the hall 
as the flames rushed by, supported by Qui-Gon and Tiin. Eeth Koth 
could only watch in horror as the body of the female rodan that 
saved him was hurled back and burned to death, the green body 
frying and incinerating before his own eyes as the charred corpse 
collapsed before the flame finished. 


The flames died out and the Jedi had an uneasy silence as the 
steam filled the air. 


".,. What have | done...?" Eeth whispered in horror. 


"It is not your fault," Qui-Gon assured, putting a hand on the man's 


shoulder with a firm grip. 


"| didn't even sense that until it happened," Windu commented, both 
as a reassurance and a grim observation. 


"For us, it was not meant," Yoda predicted sagely. "For a great time, 
plotted against one another, these Sith have." 


"We shouldn't waste time here," Tiin said solemnly. "Her death will 
mean nothing if we don't finish this." 


"He's right," Windu agreed, glaring down the hallway, the air still 
steaming and rippling from the flash-fire explosive. "We have to 
finish this, quickly.” 


Without further prompting, the remaining Jedi sped forth down that 
now trap-less hallway. Upon reaching the end, they found a 
massive, circular opening that likely went to the bottom of the facility 
and up to one of the uppermost levels. Without hesitating, they 
scaled the rim and began to ascend to the next level. 


Until Yoda stopped upon reaching the above floor. 


"Master Yoda?" Qui-Gon asked in concern as they halted. "Another 
trap?" 


Yoda shook his head. "Sealed they were, the doors to that room," he 
reminded with a thoughtful look, remembering the moments when 
he held back the gas, and when they fought in that room. "Holes in 
the ceiling, there were. Cut by lightsabers, perhaps. Another level, 
we must climb." 


No one doubted the Grandmaster's logic and direction, all of them 
taking to the next level. 


Now they used the Force to push themselves through the hall, 
heading towards where their goal must be. Mace Windu and Yoda 
both stayed at the head, knowing the dangers were not absent. 
Droids of some sort began to activate and move from their hiding 
spots within the walls, only to be pushed back in by Yoda, while 
Mace Windu used a Force Crush to keep two turrets from unfolding 
properly, keeping them only able to shoot at the walls. 


And never once did the group slow down, sensing the peril those 
below were in. 


In less than a minute of accelerated running, they found what they 
were looking for: a hole in the floor, created by lightsabers by the 
looks of it. 


To the untrained eye, it looked as though they all jumped in without 
even looking. But increased reaction speeds were the barest of 
abilities provided by the Force, allowing them each to ascertain a 
suitable place to land the instant before they jumped. 


It was during the falling that they saw what had happened in their 
absences. 


Beyghor Sahdett lay on the ground, dead or dying from a lightsaber 
slash to the side of the gut. Mundi was struggling to stand against 
the wall, clutching his side with a heavily pained expression. 
Rancisis had lost yet another arm, but this one he sliced off himself 
with a cry of agony, retreating to acclimate to the pain while Depa 
and Bemic stood before him in defense, wary but uninjured 
themselves. 


Sidious stood before them, Sith lightning dancing from his left hand, 
destroying the arm Rancisis had used as a shield to save his own 
life. 


As shocking as that desperate move was, the returned Jedi were 
more focused on Sidious's other arm, the right sleeve of his robe 
charred and torn away, and the arm itself covered in a burn from a 
lightsaber strike Sidious had not been complete able to stop. 


The Sith's gaze shifted hatefully to the descending group of Jedi, 
effortlessly blocking a strike from Bemic without looking. Pushing the 
klatooinian back, he lifted two fingers and waved his lightsaber. 


The instant Yoda's feet touched the ground, all of the discarded 
lightsabers in the room went spinning and flying about, to the alarm 
of the Jedi. 


Explosions and smoke filled the room as the Jedi barely managed to 


put up Force Barriers around themselves. But the Jedi Masters 
could read the situation the instant the explosions started: there was 
more smoke than explosions. This wasn't an attack, it was a 
distraction. 


They all held out their hands, sending a wave of the Force to dispel 
the clouds. 


Yoda's eyes went wide as, right in front of him, was a hurling slab of 
jagged metal. He instinctively reached out to stop it but was shocked 
to find he couldn't. The Force had no effect on this material. 


Qui-Gon reacted first, using the Force to push the small 
grandmaster out of the way, Yoda landing on his feet instantly. 


The Jedi became more alarmed as the strange material shifted 
slightly in midair, clearly controlled by Sidious's Force powers 
despite being immune to their own. The now-swirling disk left a gash 
in Qui-Gon's upper arm and was just able to nick Yoda enough to 
leave a scratch on his head. 


Yoda grimaced, but otherwise didn't react as his green blood trailed 
down his skin, focusing on the room as the smoke rapidly cleared. 


Sidious was no longer standing before the three surviving Masters. 
Rancisis had a shallow lightsaber strike on his tail, and Bemic was 
kneeling in pain for some reason, with Depa attempting to guard 
both of them while in the smoke. 


Sidious, however, was instead fleeing to the exit with full haste. The 
Jedi wasted no time in pursuing him, senses wide and alert for any 
more surprises the Sith Lord had. 


They were right to do so as Sidious's finger twitched again. Mace 
Windu skidded to a halt as he did an about face while the others 
kept with the chase. The Master of the Order glared at the slab of 
metal that had cut Yoda and Qui-Gon, hurtling towards the back of 
the Jedi. Knowing he could not affect it directly with the Force, he 
reached out and grasped the debris and the floor itself in a grip of 
the Force, pulling them forth in mass. The metal screeched loudly as 
it blocked, and then buried the material with extreme prejudice. 


Windu wasted no time in returning to catch up with the other Jedi, 
Sidious right on the exit now. 


The senator pressed something beneath his robes, and the top of 
the exit exploded, the upper stone coming crashing down. But Yoda 
glared, jumping onto Tiin's back. The horned Jedi already sensed 
the plan and wordlessly carried the smaller Jedi, as Yoda focused 
on parting the debris, giving them a mostly-clear opening to jump 
through without risk of anyone getting crushed. 


Sidious growled as he leapt out of the building, ready for the long 
descent. 


He was not, however, prepared to see Dooku leaping towards him at 
that exact instance! 


Dooku glared firmly into the yellow, hateful eyes of their enemy, 
lightsabers clashing in midair, as Sidious realized there was a 
swarm of Jedi leaping after him and several more lower on the 
building's exterior, ready jump after him as well. 


Including one Evan Piell. 


His wrath smoldered disdainfully as he locked eyes with Dooku. 
Only one person could have possibly healed the stout Jedi from a 
blast of Force Lightning, to the point of being instantly ready for 
battle again. 


Plagueis really wasn't playing fair. 


At least seven Jedi had been killed or crippled by this point, by 
Sidious's hand. Considering he was taking on over twenty at once, 
that was nothing to be ashamed of. Between that and his 
psychological assault on the temple, he would be in the nightmares 
of Jedi for generations to come. 


But still... 


Dooku's glare hardened as Sidious revealed his healed right arm 
before drawing his other lightsaber once more, the Sith Lord 
grinning maliciously. 


It wasn't quite time yet for his performance to end. 
Meanwhile 


Darth Plagueis hummed from atop a shorter tower across the metal 
landscape of the Flats as he watched the scene unfold before his 
very eyes. Sidious descended in a duel between Dooku and two 
other Jedi as he fell, more enemies right on his tail. His apprentice 
was performing marvelously, but it was only delaying the inevitable, 
squeezing out a few more deaths and dismemberments before 
falling himself. The Naboo-born Sith had healed his arm through his 
own hate and rage, but Plagueis could feel it: it might have cost 
more to heal the arm than just fight one handed. 


Sidious was finally running out of steam. Just as Plagueis expected. 
This would soon be the end of Darth Sidious the Impatient. 


If they hadn't fought, if Sidious had been completely fresh at the 
start of this encounter, it would certainly be different. Plagueis was 
sure that his former-apprentice would still be fighting and deceiving 
the Jedi, and might even be able to take down all of the lesser Jedi 
before Yoda and Windu could finish him off. 


But then, if they hadn't fought, this wouldn't be happening. This 
entire situation was not an accident, but by design. It was planned. 
To what extent, Plagueis couldn't say for certain. This was no simple 
treachery on Vader's part to destroy the Order of Bane. No, if that 
was the case, the Jedi would have attacked him on sight. Only 
Vader, in this moment, could have convinced them to stay their 
blades, however futile their attempt on his life would have been. 


This truly was about Sidious's death. That was the ultimate goal of 
the Third Sith Lord. Why, who could say but Vader? And perhaps 
that was why Plagueis had given Sidious this fate instead of a quick 
death: To not give Vader the satisfaction of his plan working so 
cleanly. 


That said, Vader would have his desired result, even if it did cost a 
few more Jedi their lives and limbs. 


"Still, is this really how it should end?" Plagueis mused out loud. 


"After all, this has been a great deal of effort to let it end without 
participating in this battle." 


*Kuuuuuuh Kerrr* 
End of Chapter 


Annnd yeah, there we go. Some people thought that Sidious was 
too overpowered last chapter- I'm assuming they were ones that 
mainly watched the movies. However, Sidious has every advantage: 
Home Territory, traps, he knows the Jedi capabilities while they do 
NOT know his, power boost from the Dark Side being strong on the 
planet right now, etc. The only reason he hasn't killed more is, as 
Plagueis pointed out, Sidious isn't at a 100% after their battle. 


And Plagueis, for some reason, healed the Jedi. Perhaps he has his 
own plan going on, perhaps he was in on Vader's plan but didn't 
really trust him, or maybe he's doing it just to mindfuck the Jedi. 
Because you never would expect a Sith Lord to have the most OP 
Healing powers to use on others. That said, Plagueis is NOT 
adeverstizing his ressurection power because... you know, he's not 
going to reveal he can do THAT to potential enemies. 


Anakin is alive, Vader has arrived, and Sidious still plans to make 
his kill count a bit larger before everything is over. That's about it for 
now, hope you enjoyed this. The Sidious fight should end entirely 
next chapter, or the one after. 


Hope you all enjoyed this chapter. 
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Chapter 25 


Darth Vader: Hero of Naboo 
Disclaimer: | don't own Star Wars. 


NOTE: Sorry for the long wait everyone. A... lot of things 
happened. | got a new job back in april, and I've been getting 
use to the new hours. | also got a new laptop, | had to get use 
to the slightly different keyboard. But more importantly... Covid 
went through my house. Nobody died, and its passed now, but 
three people in my home had covid. They're getting better now, 
thankfully, but that was a nervewracking two weeks. Anyway, 
my update will be slowed down a bit, but you can still expect 
this story getting updated every 2 months, at minimum. | plan 
to get it back to once every month, eventually. 


Without further delay, enjoy! 


Neither Sith were surprised: Plagueis by Vader's arrival or Vader by 
Plagueis's question. One might even think they expected one 
another, that they planned to meet here all along. 


Darth Vader approached from the other side of the tower, a hovercar 
parked behind him. He said nothing as he drew closer, watching as 
Sidious landed on the surface of the Flats, putting as much distance 
between himself and his pursuers as possible. "Should | assume 
you haven't retracted your offer, Plagueis?" Vader inquired idly. 


"What? After you played my student and upset our plans? Sent the 
Jedi to our doorstep? Tore asunder the Veil of the Dark Side?" 
Plagueis listed off, seeming more amused than angry. "Sidious was 
a fool to fall for your trap. If | couldn't sense that genuine hatred for 
Sidious, | might suspect you were just trying to make the Order of 
Bane destroy itself." 


"As | told the Jedi, both sides need to clean house," Vader remarked 
coolly. 


"Clean house?" Plagueis repeated curiously. 
"You disagree?" Vader inquired. 


"Perhaps with your choice of words. I'd prefer the term "Pruning" if 
anything," Plagueis mused, glancing upward with interest. "The Veil, 
| can't help but be impressed. And intrigued. It has been many, 
many ages since the Dark Side has been present with its shrouding 
nature pulled back. | wonder, just what effects this will have on the 
Jedi. Especially the younger ones. Still, it is a temporary thing in the 
end." 


"In the name of transparency, it merely felt like the most irrefutable 
manner to prove to the Jedi that | was never the sole Sith walking 
among them," Vader explained simply. 


"Hm. | suppose if you're still considering an alliance, my identity has 
not been revealed?" Plagueis deduced knowingly. 


"For now. I'm certain you will fall under suspicion, along with 
everyone else that had any business with Sheev Palpatine,” Vader 
pointed out. 


Plagueis nodded in agreement. Even without being named, Hego 
Damask would inevitably become a suspect in the hunt for Darth 
Plagueis. After all, their public personas were known to have ties. 
But so long as he was not named specifically, he had enough time 
and space to work around the fallout of this. "I'm not opposed to 
working with you, Vader, once this matter is settled and we have a 
proper discussion on our goals." 


"A valid reasoning," Vader conceded before the air around them 
grew thick and cold with his ire. "You let Sidious live." 


It wasn't a question, and might have even been an accusation. 
Plagueis merely hummed. "No, | merely allowed him to, how does 
the phrase go? Go out in a blaze of glory," he explained, sounding 
as if they were having a pleasant conversation. 


Vader's ire simmered, but remained all the same. "Surely you know 
how foolish that is?" Vader asked as he watched Sidious use the 


force to rip away the metal ground beneath himself, making it lurch 
and bend backward to at least slow the Jedi down. There were a 
dozen of them, and all were incredibly wary of Sidious's abilities 
now. The Naboo-born Sith would not be able to slay many more, 
especially with Yoda and Mace Windu so nearby, not to mention 
Dooku. "You know very well that if Sidious has a chance to slip 
away, he will seize it and be a threat to any future plans either of us 
create." 


"Then it is fortunate that there is no chance that Sidious will escape," 
Plagueis mused with a smile behind his breathing mask. 


Vader remained silent for an instant before turning to the Sith Lord 
fully. "And how have you insured that?" 


"Hm? Have you not noticed it?" Plagueis asked wryly. "| Know you're 
accustomed to being the center of attention, Lord Vader, but you 
should not forget to take note of others." 


Vader grew annoyed by that, but his curiosity and suspicions 
overruled that. He reached out, taking sense of things in the Dark 
Side. He could feel much, of course. Anger, rage, sorrow, fear, 
sadism and so much more. But there was something else. 
Something Vader relished to feel yet found baffling all the same. 


Despair. More specifically, Sidious's despair. 


The scheming senator, the man that would have manipulated the 
entire galaxy into playing his tune, was in utter and total despair on 
the inside. The Jedi would never sense it through the rage and 
twisted delight Sidious radiated, but it was there, truly. 


Sidious had no hope of getting out of this situation, no hope of 
seeing tomorrow. He was fighting, not to survive, but to do as much 
damage as possible. But why? Surely Plagueis's presence wouldn't 
be enough to prevent Sidious from at least trying to force a path out 
of these circumstances. Sidious was an opportunist, he never 
admitted defeat and, as weird as it was to think about, always had 
hope that things could work out to his desire. With enough plotting, 
killing, torture, visions of the future, and mind control. 


So, what could make Sidious feel like there was nothing he cou-? 


Vader stilled and Plagueis chuckled knowingly. "I'm pleased to know 
| can surprise you, Lord Vader," the Muun remarked in amusement. 
Dark, horrible amusement. 


"What have you done?" Vader questioned ominously, almost unable 
to believe what he was sensing. 


"Oh, don't tell me you aren't pleased with this," Plagueis said 
casually, gazing down at his former student, who had made another 
explosion occur. Oh, was that the lightsaber Plagueis had tossed out 
the window earlier? The Dark Side had a strange sense of humor 
sometimes. 


Vader stood there in silence for a moment, obviously processing 
some implications. "... How much longer?" 


"If he wasn't fighting? Maybe a few days. As it is? He'll be lucky to 
see the sunset before it takes full effect." 


"Sidious didn't know you had such a thing at your disposal," Vader 
noted, and he knew it had to be true. Because he certainly didn't 
know about this. And this was definitely something Sidious in the 
future would have been interested in. 


"Of course not. He thought our Order abandoned that project entire. 
And we did," Plagueis assured before smiling cruelly. "But | always 
knew how in love with his own power Sidious was. | could think of no 
better punishment for him than infecting him with a Force-severing 
virus." 


Silence fell over them, Plagueis's words hanging heavy in the air. 
The fighting now felt like a distant echo under the weight of this 
topic, and now the blaringly obvious fact that Sidious's presence in 
the Force was slowly growing weaker. His very power eroding like a 
stone against the waves. Vader had sensed the weakness before, 
but just believed it was Sidious being overwhelmed, having to fight 
the Jedi after fighting Plagueis. And that was still true, but it meant 
that Sidious would never recover from this. Even if he survived, he 
would be cut off from the Force entirely. 


"And there is no chance of it spreading?” Vader questioned 
pointedly. 


"None," Plagueis assured. "The virus is genetically engineered to 
infect Sidious, and only Sidious." 


Vader wasn't completely certain of that. After all, if Plagueis couldn't 
promise it wouldn't mutate. But he decided to trust Plagueis's 
expertise in such matters. 


That and Plagueis completely lowered his mental guards, for a 
moment. A bold move, assuming Vader wouldn't attempt some form 
of mind assualt. But he was telling the truth about the virus, if 
nothing else. 


Still, to be severed, that was a nightmare for many: Sith, Jedi, and 
others. To lose one's connection with the Force, a bond formed 
practically at conception. Vader could scarcely imagine a greater 
hell for Sidious. And on some level, that pleased him, but... 


"Sidious is backed into a corner," Vader pointed out sternly. "He has 
nothing to lose and nothing to gain. There is no telling what he might 
attempt to do, if given the slightest chance." 


"Why do you think | am still here?" Plagueis asked idly. "Of course, if 
you're that concerned, you could always enter the fray yourself. Is 
that not why you are here? After all, you could never be satisfied 
with just letting Sidious be killed by another, when you can do it with 
your own hands." 


Plagueis was baiting him. Vader knew he was. Plagueis knew that 
he knew. Neither really cared that the other knew. It didn't change 
that Plagueis was right. 


"You may wish to find a new perch, Plagueis." 
Meanwhile 


Sidious gritted his teeth. He was running out of time and options, he 
knew that. His strength, his very power was slipping away all the 
time. And if he stopped to rest, if he even found a moment of 
reprieve, he could feel his connection to the Force fading even faster 


than if he kept fighting. It was a diabolical paradox, rest making him 
weaker than if he just tried to power through on sheer willpower. 


By sheer irony, the only reason he lasted this long, was his own 
despair. 


The Dark Side delighted in his own anguish, and the fury it created 
in his very bones, fueling and powering him on. Without it, he could 
never have held out this long after an extended conflict with 
Plagueis. But without the virus eating away at the one thing he clung 
to the most, he wouldn't be here at all. He'd be dead. Plagueis only 
allowed him to live because he knew Sidious was already a walking 
corpse for all intents and purposes. Jedi or Sith, it didn't matter, one 
of them would kill him. 


That said, he still planned to scar the Jedi Order as much as he 
could before finally falling to their sabers. 


Who knows, if he was feeling spiteful enough, he might reveal 
Plagueis's identity with his dying breath. 


But right now, he was barely holding off Dooku as he ran across the 
Works. The noble-born Jedi was able to distract and slow him down 
just enough as other Jedi began to outflank him. From the sides, at 
this distance, they could dodge his Force Lightning. And if he tried 
sending it at Dooku, that would prompt Yoda or Windu to rush forth 
and take over for him, both very capable at defending against 
Sidious's favored form of attack. 


Unless something fortunate happened, he would have to attempt a 
desperate maneuver. 


What happened next wasn't fortunate, but oh how Sidious welcomed 
it. 


The Dark Lord and his Jedi pursuers came to a halt as sheets of 
industrial plating came raining down like metallic hail. It came down 
all around Sidious, who managed to divert them at the last moment 
to impale around him. Blocking his exit, but also forcing the Jedi to 
halt for an instance. 


Both sides looked off to the side, up at a looming tower where stood 
Darth Vdder, in all his dark glory. 


Without lifting a single finger, the cyborg ripped apart more pieces 
from his lofty perch. The fragments danced in the air as ominously 
as a beck-tori looking for prey. 


Evan stepped forth, intent to attack the distracted Sidious, but felt a 
subtle force-pull. He glanced to Yoda as the grandmaster was 
staring intently at Sidious. 


More precisely, the metal fragments stabbed between them and the 
Sith Lord in question. Getting too close for this specific instance 
would be risky, having to dodge Vader's attack and avoid Sidious 
taking advantage of any distraction on their part. 


They had lost enough today by underestimating this Sith. 


Without a word, Vader sent forth another bombardment. Sidious 
snarled as he sent out a great burst of Force Lightning. The 
insidious power leapt from metal to metal, surging much further 
while sending the projectiles off course. The Jedi stood, unphased 
as one or another among their ranks would effortlessly deflect any 
that strayed their way. 


Vader raised his hand as the lightning closed in on him, forming a 
fist as the remaining metal floating by his power rushed forth to 
shield him. He could sense the Dark Side attack withering and 
scorching through the make-shift shield, but knew it would not be 
enough to pierce it. The lightning lost too much power between the 
fragments. 


Despite knowing Sidious would sense it, he sent out a signal of 
warning to the Jedi through the Force, who tensed as Vader sent the 
shield bursting out, pelting the entire area. The Jedi were forced to 
dodge and shield themselves while a chunk of the remaining shield 
was sent right for Sidious. 


The Naboo-born Sith grinned and snarled all at once as he tore the 
shield in two, looking between the bisected metal to see- 


Nothing? 


There was a half second where Sidious stared owlishly at where 
Vader had been. Then he immediately turned his attention upward 
and saw- 


A falling hovercar?! 


Sidious had just enough time to bat the falling-vehicle away with the 
force. A dark blur shot from the vehicle before it crashed. 


*Kuuuuuuh Kerrr* 


The would-be chancellor turned with an expecting scowl, seeing the 
Third Sith Lord standing not even twenty feet from him, an unignited 
lightsaber in his right hand. "You actually threw a hovercar at me," 
Sidious spat out. "Not many have tried that." 


Vader said nothing as he stared down Sidious, his breathing and the 
burning flames of the hovercar being the only sounds around the 
now. 


"Nothing? After all this effort, you have nothing to say?" Sidious 
asked with a growl. "I don't even know who you are." 


"And you never will," Vader promised hauntingly. 
His lightsaber ignited. 


Sidious breathed in his rage as it bubbled and erupted back to the 
surface. This was Vader. This was the reason for all of this. Without 
his interference, he would have been chancellor and Plagueis would 
soon be dead. Oh, some blame lied on his own rashness, but he 
had been aching to take his pound of flesh for Vader's schemes 
against him. 


"Fine, I'll just tear that mask off myself!" Sidious declared, rushing 
forth with his own weapon at the ready. 


Even now he was like a snake, like lightning itself as he closed the 
gap, ready to sever Vader limb from limb. 


But Vader was no Hutt, he did not lumber in his size and weight. His 
blade parried Sidious's, matching him blow for blow as their sabers 
blurred from the onslaught against one another. Sidious was agile, 
but in close quarters, the Force allowed Vader to easily keep pace 
with this foe. 


Sidious knew this to be true as well, and so abandoned any plan of 
beating Vader in a mere lightsaber duel. 


With a wide arcing slash, Sidious pushed both blades to the side, 
giving him the opening he need. His right hand reached out, Sith 
Lightning already dancing from his finger tips. 


Vader knew what came next. His left hand came up to block the 
attack... 


And Vader smirked behind his mask. 
Flashback 
"| know what this is." 


Vader glanced to Shmi minutely. Minimalism was the key to keeping 
himself together right now. Otherwise, he might say something... 
unwise. Something too telling. And so he focused on his repairs and 
the material Shmi had retrieved from the bag of items he collects on 
Tatooine. 


"As should anyone that handles parts for starships and droids," 
Vader noted shortly, taking it from her with the Force before focusing 
on his gloveless left arm, exposing its true mechanical nature. 


"Yes, but..." Shmi paused as she regarded him strangely. "Why 
haven't you ever insulated your prosthetics before ?" 


"My master didn't wish me to," he answered, truthful but blunt as he 
began to install the material. 


He could sense it from her, the suspicion at the way he almost spat 
the title of Master. What did she deduce from that? That he was a 
former slave? That he had a cruel teacher? 


"Did..." she hesitated for a moment. He didn't look, but he could feel 
her frustration. Not in the Force, but in his memories. He had seen 
his mother struggle to find the right words in the past. She hated 
moments like this. "Did it help?" 


Vader stopped. Against all logic and reason, he stopped and looked 
to her fully. Only his breathing broke the silence. 


"Breaking the detonator," she clarified, swallowing a lump in her 
throat. "Did it really... help Annie?" 


"Yes," Vader answered without hesitation. "Beyond my own 
expectations even. It helped him truly feel that he is now free." 


"He's you, isn't he?" 


The world, the Force itself froze to Vader at that sudden question. 
All his training, all his experience, all his knowledge and he was 
rendered powerless so easily. 


His silence prompted her to continue. "You see... who you use to 
be, in Annie, don't you?" she guessed with a strange, sad smile that 
he swore only mothers knew how to make. "That's why you care so 
much about him?" 


He didn't answer, even if he felt relieved by her misunderstanding. 
Even if it was technically correct. It was just... too correct for her 
intentions. 


"| can't sense things like he can, but... being a slave makes you 
learn how to read others," Shmi murmured with hollow amusement. 
"So... whatever is happening, Vader? Whatever you're getting ready 
for?" 


He almost broke at a sight he hadn't seen in decades. One he knew 
he didn't deserve the genuine, grateful, encouraging smile on her 
face. 


"| hope it sets you free, like it did Annie." 


End of Flashback 


The Sith Lightning condensed in Vader's palm, defusing via 
Tutaminis. He only had enough time and parts to insulate one arm, 
but that should be all he needed. If he could fool Sidious, if he could 
hide his suit's overall weakness to Sidious's favored attack, then the 
Sith of Naboo would not try to capitalize on it. 


Sidious snarled, pouring more power into his attack, the ball of 
Force-power growing between them, until it burst. The explosion 
sent Sidious off his feet, if only for an instant, while the floor groaned 
and dented under Vader's efforts to keep himself grounded. 


"You are decades too soon for this battle, Sidious," Vader warned. 
And it was true. In less than twenty years, Sidious would have been 
more than able to overpower Vader's Tutaminis and attack the still- 
vulnerable parts of his suit. But this Sidious was weaker, spent, 
unprepared, and out of tricks. Here and now, Sidious was his 
inferior. 


This time, Vader went on the offensive. 


Sidious gritted his teeth as he found himself in another duel with 
Vader. His speed matched Vader's, for now, but the cyborg 
definitely had him beat in pure strength. Still, he had one more 
strategy. One that Darth Vader had so generously provided him the 
perfect stage for. 


If only to himself, Vader admitted he almost stumbled forward when 
Sidious made a sudden withdrawal while in mid-swing of a strike. 
Knowing what Sidious was doing, Vader reached out to crush two 
imbedded metal fragments to prevent his escape, but Sidious 
countered by holding them apart until after he passed them. 


Vader simmered in his own annoyance, even if he foresaw this 
coming. Sidious had quieted his presence in the Force, hiding 
among the makeshift maze Vader had made when he bombarded 
this place with the metal from the tower. 


He could just level the area with the Force, but it didn't really matter. 
Two could play at this game. 


As the two Sith hunted one another, the Jedi watched on with 


tension coiled over their bodies. 
"Quiet, it had grown," Yoda observed grimly. 


"But the battle is clearly not over," Qui-Gon realized. "They are 
hunting one another." 


"What are we waiting for?” Tiin questioned with a curious scowl. 


"The right moment," Windu stated, matching Yoda's tone as they 
heard the tell-tale noises of lightsabers melting through metal and 
clashing with one another. "Sidious was obviously luring us towards 
another trap. And Vader wouldn't have provided this much cover for 
Sidious to hide within if it hindered himself." 


It was clear that Windu didn't enjoy acknowledging of the skills of 
each Sith, but his own pride and wisdom wouldn't allow him ignore 
such things. 


Meanwhile, Sidious ducked as a durasteel fist imbedded through the 
metal fragment he passed by. He grinned wickedly, stabbing his 
lightsaber through it in an attempt to gut Vader. But the cyborg 
deflected it with his own as his fist retracted, prompting Sidious to 
cut down the piece entirely. Yet, Vader was already gone. 


If either of them were anyone else, this would be a stressful moment 
of cat and mouse. Instead, for Vader and Sidious, this was little 
more than an over the top Force-equivalent of Hide and Seek. 


Though, Sidious had to admit, the selective silencing of Vader's 
breathing was a very fine touch to the tactic. Whoever had trained 
Vader, had trained him very well. 


On the positive side, he was getting very close to his destination. 
Now he just needed to time this properly. 


With a roar of power and fury, Sidious let out a wave of Force 
Lightning in all directions that arched across the various metal 
plates. 


He was momentarially surprised when Vader leapt up and over the 
wave attack instead of blocking it, heading directly to Sidious. Still, 


the former apprentice of Plagueis smirked as he pulled back on his 
power, bringing all the fragments hurtling towards Vader. 


It wasn't a well known thing, but Force Lightning could also be used 
to move objects by a skilled user. If they weren't destroyed by the 
attack. 


The Dark Lord landed and instantly raised his arms to hold back the 
wreckage from impaling and crushing him. 


He barely caught sight of Sidious rushing towards him, cackling as 
he sent out Force Lightning aimed off to the side that burned 
through the metallic ground. 


Vader narrowed his eyes as he saw a series of small explosions 

forming some sort of large rectangle around him. He had been in 
enough battles to know what the lurching floor under him meant. 

Those were demolition charges, arranged in a way to cave in this 
specific area right under his feet. 


And Sidious would only be rushing towards him for one reason in 
that case: To keep him from escaping this trap. 


The cackling Sith landed onto of the metal surrounding Vader, using 
one hand to still keep it pinned against the Dark Lord's own Force 
Powers. Sidious leapt up and off it as the platform began to 
descend, sending a strike of Force Lighting down at his immobilized 
enemy 


The plates of metal surrounding him held it off, for a moment. But 
Vader could smell something burning, and he suddenly had a very 
good idea what Sidious's plan was. 


Sidious grunted as he descended and realized he wouldn't be able 
to contain Vader for long. That was fine, he didn't have to. He just 
had to- 


His eyes widened as he used the Force to dodge a thrown 
lightsaber, looking just in time to see Tiin and Qui-Gon in mid-jump 
towards him, Dooku on the ground behind them, holding up a hand 
to catch his returning lightsaber. 


He almost expected the Jedi to let himself and Vader kill one 
another instead of interfering. Pity they didn't. He smirked as he 
used the Force to do something that was somewhat ill-advised: he 
made himself fall faster. Just enough to keep out of their range. With 
that time bought, he send one last mighty impact of a Force Push 
down on Vader. 


Vader shoved off the attack, pushing back against the metal trying to 
encase him. This was a contest Sidious could not win, not now. The 
metal would break between their efforts before long. Already it was 
groaning above and around him. 


Wait, no. That was below him. 


That was his only warning before the entire ground caved in beneath 
him, forcing him to fall through. In his own long held hatred of 
Sidious, in his eagerness to to not just kill him, but to dominate a 
battle against him with his own power, Vader had missed the 
weakness of the floor beneath him, made worse by the punishment 
of Sidious hammering down on this spot with the Force. 


Vader felt his rage aimed towards himself. He had gotten sloppy. 
Against Sidious of all people. 


He couldn't stop his fall. This floor was flimsier than he thought, it 
was designed to fall apart once broken. He had no place to gain 
footing, and no time to cut through the metal dome aroudn him. 
Which meant he only had once option. 


To fall. 


Sidious smirked as he saw the Jedi become shocked, watching the 
platform caving in and dissolving into an old supply of industrial acid, 
the green liquid steaming dangerous. Only rare or specially coated 
metals could survive contact with the substance. It hadn't been hard 
to find the acid in these abandoned factories of Coruscant. Finding 
the right place to hide it and use it as a trap, well, that had been 
trickier. However that had paid off, if only at the end of his life. 


He let out a cackle, knowing he sent Vader into the abyss first. Now, 
he could die at least partially satisfied. 


He turned on the trio of Jedi, prepared to meet his end with glee 
now. But he and the Jedi shared confused scowls as the signature 
of Darth Vader refused to fade. Nor did it radiate agony or any sign 
of dying. 


Sidious glanced back to the Jedi, who kept their lightsabers at the 
ready while taking several cautious steps backwards, their eyes 
never leaving him. They weren't retreating because of him, Sidious 
knew. 


He snarled as something exploded out from the acid. It was Vader, 
Sidious knew that. He expected that now. 


What tore his snarl away in surprise though was the state the other 
Sith Lord was in. 


Vader had acid dripping from his suit, but save for the already 
damaged cape, not one inch of him was burned or scarred by it. 
That was impossible, Sidious was sure. There was no feasible 
chance that Vader just happened to have his entire suit coated for 
this type of acid, was there? But if not, the alternate was just as 
bizarre. And yet the more Sidious stared, the more he realized the 
alternate was the correct conclusion. 


Instead of keeping the acid back with a Force bubble, Vader had 
coated himself in the Force, wearing it like another layer of armor to 
keep the acid from touching him. THe acid falling off him was quietly 
literally rolling off a thin layer of the Force, not touching Vader 
himself. But if Vader could do something as absurd as that, that 
meant he could survive in almost enviroment for a time, even in an 
inferno of lava or the vacuum of space. 


Sidious had no time to contemplate how to get around that as Vader 
landed directly in front of him, blade ready to cleave him in twain. 
Sidious barely blocked it, feeling the heat of Vader's lightsaber on 
his face and shoulder. He was losing this. He was- 


Punched in the gut. 


Vader's free fist had impacted with his stomach. Sidious bit back a 
cough, and he could feel the internal bleeding. He should have 


sensed that coming. With his connection to the Force fading, his 
powers in the Dark Side was slipping. His body was becoming more 
and more just that of a human well past his prime. 


But Sidious was too stubborn to just accept death. 


He reached out his left hand to use Force Lightning, but Vader 
predicted this. The metallic hand grasped Sidious's wrist and broke 
it instantly, without effort. Sidious hissed, feeling not only the 
snapping of his bones but a touch of acid burning against his skin. 
Vader's lightsaber finally touched down and set Sidious's robe on 
fire, beginning to cut and burn into the shoulder. 


Vader's masked head perked up minutely, but enough for Sidious to 
notice. 


Vader knocked Sidious's saber aside, forcing Sidious to release and 
lose his weapon. But Vader could not take the finishing blow, 
reaching out his saber hand out to the side as if to block something. 


That was all the warning Sidious got before he heard a screech of 
wrenching metal, seeing that a wall of the sharp and jagged debris 
was being shot at them by an enormous force push. Something only 
one Jedi could have done. 


Vader kept a tight grip on Sidious's crushed limb, preventing him 
from dodging. Sidious's only choice was to ride out the storm, as 
both he and Vader used the Force to block the mighty attack from 
the Grandmaster. 


Vader held the debris back firmly, like an unbreeching wall, but 
Sidious found himself covered more and more by cuts and 
lacerations. The pain, the exhaustion, the weakening of his power. It 
was all becoming too much for him to focus through anymore. 


It struck Sidious, the totality of this moment. He was truly going to 
die here. He knew that before, intellectually, but he hadn't accepted 
it in his soul until this very moment where he was forced to stare 
down Vader. 


He first met Vader by shaking his hand, surrounded by Jedi. 


He was going to die with his hand crushed by Vader, surrounded by 
Jedi. 


Truly, the Dark Side had a twisted sense of humor. 


Vader was on guard the moment he saw Sidious smirk, before the 
Naboo-born Sith sent Sith Lightning through his broken arm. The 
cyborg roared in pain through his mask as he was forced to release 
Sidious. 


Sidious leapt away, allowing the Force Push to carry him off, landing 
on the other side of the acid pit. He turned to grin in momentary 
victory at Vader, Yoda, and all the others that might be there. 


Only to find the other side vacant. But that was impossible. That was 
too fast, even for the Jedi Council. 


Wait, no, there was someone there. A tall, non-human figure, with a 
smile on his face. 


Flashback 


Unknown to Jedi, while they waited for the time to strike, they were 
being observed rather intently by the lurking figure of Darth 
Plagueis. But even if they did see through his illusionary invisibility, 
they would still only see his shadowy apparition. "Hmm, it might 
have been wiser for them to rush Sidious at this point. The area is 
too small for him to hide from them and separate them enough to 
pick them apart." 


"Yes, well, we've come to assume the worse." 


Plagueis blinked as he turned and saw a Jedi standing several feet 
from him. One that almost could be mistaken for a kiminoian. 
"Yareal Poof," Plagueis stated with a furrowed brow, more as an 
observation than a greeting. 


"Darth Plagueis," Yareal returned with a disarming smile. 


"My first guess is that you've been here the whole time," Plagueis 
stated with a scowl. "That you've been using your mind tricks on 
Sidious to aid your comrades, keeping them alive by putting Sidious 


off his mark, if only minutely." 


"Yes, that does sound like a good plan, doesn't it?" Yareal answered 
with a chuckle. 


"But you've been very poor at it if so," Plagueis continued without 
even acknowledging Poof's statement. "My second is that you were 
with Dooku's group, expecting a confrontation with me. It's possible, 
but unlikely that you simply allowed me to heal your wounded 
though." 


"Yes, that would imply | trusted a Sith to not stab us in the back," 
Poof agreed whimsically. 


"The final, most likely idea is that you arrived with Vader. That you 
remained with him, wherever he was, and used his presence to help 
in masking your own. But that would make revealing yourself now 
seem rather pointless," Plagueis continued. 


"Perhaps | merely felt persuaded by your conversation with Vader?" 
Poof suggested casually. "But | think you know it doesn't matter 
which theory is correct. The fact that you did notice me in any of 
those situation is the important part." 


"Indeed," Plagueis agreed, scowling towards the maze that Sidious 
and Vader lurked and fought within. "This was Vader's idea, in case 
he needed to... clean house beyond Sidious." 


"When facing a true master of any craft in said craft, they are either 
completely unprepared or completely prepared to face a true rival. 
There is no in between," Poof remarked. "So, naturally, you being a 
master of illusions-" 


"| am not accustom to facing masterful mind tricks, yes," Plagueis 
acknowledged. "But now you have revealed your ace. Why?" 


Poof shrugged. "Why do we do anything?" he retorted, getting 
narrowed eyes from Plagueis. "Vader wants an end to our never- 
ending war. Sidious won't survive to continue it. That only leaves 
you, Darth Plagueis. So, as Vader was the first to offer us an olive 
branch, | thought it most fitting if a member of the council would offer 


you one in turn." 
Plagueis blinked. "You're serious?" 


"Rarely, but yes," Yareal answered with a chuckle. "I could have 
tried to end you, and the very least, | would have gotten far closer 
than you would have enjoyed." 


Plagueis didn't confirm or deny that, which spoke enough for the 
Jedi. 


"Instead, | hope one day that we can have a civil conversation on 
how the Force can be used to affect the mind," Yareal offered with a 
wave of his arm. 


"... The other Jedi have no idea what you're doing, do they?" 
Plagueis deduced. 


"Not at all. Granted, | believe the Grandmaster has a good guess. 
Because | doubt you haven't noticed him observing our general 
direction through the Force," Poof retorted. 


Plagueis snorted. "If | could have a civil discussion on the Force with 
any Jedi, | would surely pick him over you, Master Poof." 


"And?" Poof countered with a head tilt. "| would as well, in your 
shoes. Assuming you have feet." 


Plagueis nodded absently. "Still, trading notes over the subject of 
mental manipulation with a Jedi Master would be an... interesting 
experience for me, Poof. But in full honesty, | don't see this 
"ceasefire" between us lasting indefinitely." 


"| doubt you're wrong," Yareal agreed. "But the Jedi Order can't 
really call ourselves Peacekeepers if we didn't try to keep peace 
ourselves, now can we?" 


End Flashback 


Sidious's eyes widened as he recognized the being as Yareal Poof, 
who smiled and waved at the Sith Lord. 


With dread in his heart, he turn to his right and saw Vader was 
there. This was no illusion, Sidious realized, but a simple mind trick. 
Poof had made him think he was jumping into the Force Push, but 
instead had jumped against it. He had landed on the same side he 
started on. 


And once more, he was surrounded by the Jedi. To his back was a 
pit of acid with Yareal Poof on the otherside. To his left was Vader, 
Mace Windu to the right, and approach from the front was Yoda 
himself. Not to mention the others flanking them. 


The were closing in. Charging, but it looked like it was in slow 
motion for him. 


Sidious breathed heavily. He was done, he knew it. Even if they left 
him alone, he'd be dead within the hour. That was generous. More 
likely in twenty minutes. 


And off in the far distance, he could see Plagueis walking away with 
his back towards towards the battle. A battle with a forgone 
conclusion 


Sidious felt his body growing heavy as he lowered his hands... 
End of Chapter 


And there we go, the curtain fall is finally coming for Sidious. 
Naturally, Vader couldn't let the man die without taking a round with 
him. And while he'll probably try to take someone out with him, 
Sidious himself has accepted he is dead. Vader and Plagueis seem 
to be willing to work together, and Plagueis appears to be at least 
willing to play along with whatever ceasefire forms between the Jedi 
Order and the Sith Order. 


And I'm surprised but happy that none of you noticed that Yareal 
Poof completely vanished after the car ride with Vader! One of my 
long term plans there that paid off. Along with Vader's bag of tricks 
from Tatooine. He got what he needed to insulate his suit, 
somewhat. Weither due to lack or time, resources, or both, he could 
one insulate one arm though. 


As for the Acid trap: Its the abandon industrial section of Coruscant, 
where forsaken factories are still running on auto. I'd be surprised of 
there wasn't a pool of industrial acid just sitting around somewhere 
in that place. And I've seen the comic where Vader goes back to 
Mustafar and literally is submerged in and running through Lava 
without being harmed at all. So | wanted to give him a scene like 
that. 


Well, until next time, | hope you all enjoyed this! 


PLEASE READ : In my quest to become an original writer, I've 
decided to regularly start posting chapters to my original stories on 
my pat-reon, one chapter a month. | currently have two stories: 


"Among the Amazons," depicting the journey of a man named 
Kazimir as a slave of the Amazon Empire. 


"| Am The Apocalypse," telling the story of a vaguely trope-aware 
person finding himself with the body of a powerful monster in a 
fantasy world. 

First chapter is free for both. 


p atreon. com (slash) akumakami64 


Chapter 26 


Darth Vader: Hero of Naboo 
Disclaimer: | don't own Star Wars. 


AN Full Disclosure? THIS chapter is the moment I've been 
building up to for years. 


Vader's physical, mundane senses were dulled. Being burning alive 
and in a suit like his had that effect. His skin was entirely encased 
and covered, not to mention he was in constant pain. His eardrums 
had been melted beyond saving and replaced with implants. His 
helmet filtered out most light and the lenses tented his vision red. 


But there was one thing he still had. He could still smell. In fact, his 
mask actually enhanced his sense of smell. A little known detail he 
never deigned to share with anyone, already having enough to 
reasons to be called Sidious's attack dog in his original timeline. 


And thus, in this moment, Vader knew something was wrong not 
from his power in the Force, but because he could smell it. 


It, being ozone. Too much, even for Force Lightning. And he only 
recalled smelling this from Sidious on one kind of occasion. 


"Jedi!" Vader barked out as he stopped in his charge, seeing 
Sidious's smirk. A content smirk with his arms held right in front of 
him, his fingers almost pointing to himself. 


Mace Windu felt true dread at the strangest, most twisted, and 
somehow... deepest shatterpoint he had ever laid eyes on. It was 
like... like a bomb in the Force itself. 


Plagueis's eyes widened as he turned around in disbelief, feeling the 
twists forming within the Force as the air grew heavy. 


"Get Back!" Vader warned as he retreated, pulling Dooku and Qui- 
Gon back with the Force. The two clenched their teeth in surprise, 


but instantly recovered and followed Vader's retreat. 


Mace Windu, with reluctance, followed suit, while Yoda frowned, 
putting up a shield to try and contain whatever the Sith was doi- 


"HAHAHA" Sidious cackled as he appeared to tear open a hole in 
the air itself. 


Yoda's eyes widened as Sidious was all but obscured by a literal 
maelstrom of Force Lightning that slammed against his shields, 
bulking and straining them. The mere shockwave of it colliding with 
the barrier would have knocked the average humanoid of their feet. 


"What now?!" Eeth Koth seethed from behind Yoda, clutching his 
head in pain. "By the temple, it feels like the Force itself is 
screaming." 


It did, Yoda admitted, it truly felt like the Force itself was in pain now 
from... whatever was happening. 


"Know, | do not. Retreat, you must!" Yoda ordered, trying to 
understand just what he was fighting against now. 


This wasn't Sidious's power anymore. No, it felt almost like he was 
against- 


"Admirable attempt, but you're literally trying to hold back the Dark 
Side in its entirety, Grandmaster." 


Yoda didn't react to Plagueis's arrival, his fellow Jedi reeling in 
shock but otherwise not attacking the Sith Lord. "Planned this, you 
did?" Yoda accused with a strained grip on his shields. 


"No," Plagueis denied, all jovialness lost as he raised his hands, 
lessening the load off Yoda. "I had no idea he could do this." 


Yoda looked surprised if skeptical by the admission, but his attention 
was drawn by the cackling laughter of Sidious. 


"Are you impressed, Master?!" Sidious called out sadistically. 


"Bitterly so, Sidious," Plagueis admitted dryly. 


"| thought | might have to use this one day, to take you down! But 
who dreamed I'd have such an audience!" Sidious taunted as he 
pulled harder on the "opening." 


Plagueis gave a troubled scowl before glancing to Yoda. "We can't 
hold this. Get back to Vader's po-" 


The Dark Side howled, physically. 


Plagueis's eyes shot wide as the barrier broke nigh instantly under a 
greater surge of the gathering storm. He barely managed to block 
incoming shrapnel as the vortex ripped through metal and steel, 
sending it flying like hail in a cyclone. 


"Retreat, indeed,” Yoda said reluctantly, glaring at the funnel of 
power and fury before making a hasty withdraw. 


With that, the unlikely group of Jedi and Sith made a hasty retreat as 
the storm of Force Lightning began to steadily expand in height and 
size. They ran until they saw a make-shift wall of metal debris, the 
floor ripped up and curled back to form a defensive wall. 


Leaping over it, they found themselves in familiar company. 


Yoda instantly spotted Vader and Windu, both appearing to have 
done the bulk of the work of making the defensive area. Celsha was 
helping Coleman remove a piece of shrapnel that appeared to have 
gotten stuck in his shoulder. Koth had arrived with himself and 
Plagueis. As had Tiin, but he was carrying an unconscious Vono. 
Evan was sitting on piece of debris, no doubt winded after his recent 
recovery. 


Yareal Poof, Depa, and Nat-Sem were nowhere to be seen. Either 
they escape and were alive, or they were dead from the storm. 


Qui-Gon and Dooku were both at the edge of the wall, keeping a 
more direct, grim watch over the event. 


"You are still alive. Good,” Vader noted, glancing to the wall 
pointedly. "I did not believe Sidious was capable of this," he 
commented, leaving a silent 'yet' in his mind. He knew Sidious could 
do this, one day, but now? 


"Do what ?" Mace Windu demanded with a scowl, gripping his 
lightsaber tightly. "We had him cornered and defeated! How could 
he have this much power suddenly?" he demanded before glancing 
to Vader. "And how did you know it would happen, before anyone 
else?" 


"I've witnessed this before. | could smell it coming,” Vader 
answered, deciding to let them believe he meant that figuratively 
instead of literally. "More importantly, you are correct. Sidious did 
not suddenly recover and regain his old reserves. He is, now more 
than ever, dead." 


"You're serious?" Qui-Gon said, turning to Vader skeptically. "He's 
unleashing that and you're saying he's a dead man?" 


"He's a dead man for unleashing that," Plagueis countered with a 
scowl. "This will completely destroy Sidious. Even under normal 
circumstances, he didn't yet have the power and control to wield 
something like this. He's just seeking to take us out with him. Also at 
least a tenth of Coruscant, maybe more?" he offered casually. 


"And yet, you keep dodging the question: What is it?” Tiin asked 
pointedly. 


"Are all of you familiar with what a Force Storm is?" Vader asked, 
straight to the point. 


"Of course," Mace Windu answered. It wasn't something one usually 
encountered, but as High Council, all of them were aware of them. 


The Sith Lords allowed the silence to hang over them, letting the 
implication sink in. 


Yoda inhaled sharply, feeling as if decades passed him in an instant. 


Force Storms were rare weather phenomenon that only happened 
on planets where the Force was very strong. Calling it a storm was a 
bit of misnomer. True, it was mainly characterized by an enormous 
storm, but it could also cause devastating activity in volcanoes, fault 
lines, and any other potential natural disaster. It was more akin to 
call ita Force Cataclysm. 


"You can't be serious," Dooku said, looking between the two in 
disbelief. "You're saying that he is creating a Force Storm, here? 
That's impossible." 


"Oh, it's worse than that," Plagueis corrected grimly. "Unlike an 
naturally occurring Force Storm, this one literally involves an 
advanced use of Force Lightning to rip into the space-time fabric, 
creating a wormhole that, well..." Plagueis paused at their stunned 
silence. "Essentially, Sidious is allowing the Dark Side itself to flood 
through onto this world, formed as a planet-rendering storm." 


Coleman nearly fell over, needing to take a seat and process that. 


"Fortunately, Sidious is too weak to control it, or to unleash it 
properly," Vader stated, leaving a pregnant pause. "As it is, he can 
only keep the tear open and, for now, keep it from killing himself. 
That said..." 


Lightning rippled in the sky overhead, and the Jedi quickly 
discovered why Vader had curved the wall to give them a roof. 


The pit of acid had been picked up by the winds of the vortex, 
causing it to now fall on them as literal acid rain. Qui-Gon quickly 
pulled his master back under the relative safety of the shelter, just 
as the older Jedi found a hole burned through his sleeve. Dooku 
ripped the sleeve off and discarded it, looking out as the substance 
pouring from the heavens slowly warped and ate away at the metal 
all around them. 


"Stop this, we must,” Yoda stated firmly. 


"We can't," Plagueis said with a headshake. "This is one ability | 
know nothing of in practice. Sidious will die from this, but he will 
make this place his funeral pyre. The best you can do is attempt to 
evacuate the surrounding areas and save who you can. Because 
the Storm will sustain itself enough to stretch out for hundreds of 
miles, Jedi." 


"Then end this down, we put your apprentice down before that 
happens," Mace Windu countered strongly, unwilling to consign so 
many to death without trying. 


"That will not work anymore," Vader warned. "Even if we managed 
to kill Sidious right now, the tear will not close instantly. Any attempt 
to push through that vortex will take time we do not have. The Dark 
Side itself is pushing through it like a crack in a dam, and Sidious is 
deliberately making it worse. We'd only be minimizing the damage, 
and perhaps not even that." 


"As | said," Plagueis agreed with a nod. 
"| never said you were correct, Darth Plagueis." 


Sith and Jedi alike gave Vader odd looks as the acid rain suddenly 
ended. "What are you saying, exactly?" Dooku inquired with an arch 
eyebrow. "Do you know how to stop this?" 


Vader didn't answer as he faced the wall fully, the clouds and 
lightning looming over the impromptu barrier... 


Meanwhile 


Padme would admittedly have been happier to be out of her 
traditional robes, once more pretending to be her own handmaiden. 
While she didn't hate the garbs, they were often impractical for 
anything but ceremonial use. Let alone the self-control it took not to 
accidentally ruin her heavy make up in more private moments. 


Sadly, there was a chance that the Senate could reconvene at any 
time. Thus, she was stuck in her queenly trappings for the time 
being. 


Worse yet, it was rather boring. Not even in the trivial sense, but 
there was nothing she could do right now. That she was aware of at 
least. All she could do was sit and wait for things to unfold. 


Speaking of which, Captain Panaka entered the room. "Your 
Majesty," he said with a salute. 


"Captain, is there anything to report?" she returned, straight to the 
point. 


"Senator Palpatine is still missing and isn't responding. Despite 
possessing an impressive number of emergency contact methods," 


Panaka mused with a scowl. 


One the Queen shared. Was that just a part of being a politician on 
this planet, being that cautious? Or was Palpatine just extremely 
busy, thus prone to be in various locations? Still, that wasn't 
important now. "I see. | may have to infer with Duke Brumel what the 
Coruscant procedure for a missing senator would be," Padme 
mused idly. "Still, | may have to attempt to act as a temporary 
senator AND queen." 


Panaka kept his face neutral. They both knew that wouldn't go well. 
Even ignoring her inexperience, it was a general rule with members 
of the Galactic Republic that one person should not be both a Head 
of State and a Representative in the Senate. The issue was, they 
didn't have any suitable replacements for Palpatine if they needed 
one. While the rule wasn't ironclad, to Panaka's knowledge... they 
were still convincing the Senate that there even was an occupation 
on Naboo, let alone that they qualified as such a exemption. 


He almost sighed. There was a megaparsec of difference between 
politics on Naboo and on Coruscant. More often than not, Naboo- 
politicians cared for the spirit of the law whereas this place felt more 
like it was only about twisting the letter of the law. 


"| do have some... good news," he offered hesitantly. "We located 
Jar-Jar Binks." 


"| almost fear to ask, but where was he found?" Padme inquired, 
bracing herself for the answer. 


"| have no idea." 


Padme blinked, finding herself confused. "I'm sorry, Captain, but 
how do you locate someone and not know where you found him?" 


"Because we didn't find him, Your Majesty," Panaka informed. "An 
officer in a Coruscant Security Force ship dropped him off before 
leaving rather quickly. | wasn't able to ask him anything, and Jar-Jar 
Binks is..." 


Padme didn't press him further on that, knowing his meaning. 


"Might | ask why the sudden interest in the Gungan, Your Majesty?" 
Panaka asked, truly confused at that. 


"Call it an investment for now, Captain," Padme answered, not 
wanting to discuss this here, where too many hidden ears might be 
listening. 


Panaka nodded, and was about to speak again. 


"Hideo? Hisens, yous hair? Disa da right una?" Jar-Jar called from 
the entrance of the apartment. 


Panaka reigned in his eyeroll while Padme held back an amused 
smile. "Jar-Jar Binks," Padme greeted to the Gungan, who made a 
noise of greeting with a clumsy bow. "I'm pleased to see you have 
returned unharmed. But | must ask, where have you been?" 


"My no know," Jar-Jar answered with a shrug. "Mesa goen looky for 
yum-yum and nex Isa know, Mesa fallen some berry yucky junk." 


Padme raised an eyebrow. So, Jar-Jar fell into a garbage chute. Or 
recycling chute. Actually, for all she knew, he was pushed in without 
knowing it. 


"Mesa woka up on a skeebeetle filled with the yuck. Mesa getten off, 
but Mesa was lost in dis nutsen city," he said sadly before perking 
back up. "But mesa founda some place wit drinks, lightsa, games, 
and mula. Than a lot of people and machineeks starta shootin. Mesa 
nearly a goner, but someboda saven my life!" 


"The officer that brought you back here?" Padme deduced elegantly, 
and patiently. If she just heard right, Jar-Jar just survived a shoot out 
in some unsavory part of Coruscant. 


This Gungan had a lot more luck than brains, obviously. 


"Yep-yep! Hesa bomband. Be berry redsa and scary, but hesa 
hepped me. No longo tello, so: Wesa gotten a little lost and lotsa 
stuff happened, but hesa getten me here," Jar-Jar skimmed over 
cheerfully before cocking his head. "Yous no look like yousas haven 
a good time." 


"Just tired, Jar-Jar," she lied reassuringly. "Now, if the- what is it, 
Panaka?" she asked, seeing her captain touch his earpiece with a 
look of deep concentration. 


"The Jedi are on the holonews again," Panaka answered as he 
moved to turn the device on. It flickered on to show a droid reporter, 
riding in a gunship. 


'We are currently in route with Coruscant Security to an active scene 
in one of the Industrial Sectors, alternately designated as The Flats 
or The Works. We have received reports that some sort of battle is 
taking place in The Works, with sightings of Jedi flooding in from all 
call lines in the area. We do not know the situation and so warn that 
this may be gr-!" 


The feed cut off for a second, a rumbling heard in the background. 
"What's going on?" Padme murmured, more to herself than anyone. 


The feed returned to normal, revealing the droid was now setting 
itself back on its feet, holding tightly onto a line for balance . 
‘Apologies, viewers. We seemed to have experienced some short 
turbulence, but all is functioning normally now. We are approaching 
the scene.' 


The view shifted as the gunship side door opened, revealing the 
nigh-abandoned realms of the Works. And, more importantly, 
several figures wielding lightsabers, standing next to a pit of some 
kind of liquid. 


And one of those figures was Darth Vader himself 
"What is he up to now?" Panaka murmured with a scowl. 


"He's not fighting the Jedi though," Padme noted. It was a little hard 
to tell on the holovid from this distance, who the group was staring 
at, but it was definite that Vader was standing alongside the Jedi 
now. 


The reporter droid came into the frame again to address the 
audience . 'As many viewers recall, there was an attack on the Jedi 
Temple mere hours ago by an unknown person, which many have 


coined as a Dark Jedi. The Temple has given no word on this event, 
nor why they abruptly allowed the attacker entrance to their temple 
after the fighting ended. It does appear that this figure is once more 
involved in a conflict with the Jedi, however- wait, wait. One 
moment, viewers, we are getting a better view on the individual the 
Jedi appear to have cornered. Amplifying image now. ' 


Padme watched with dread slowly pouring into her veins as the 
image pulled closer and closer to reveal that the center most figure, 
the one every Jedi was staring down... was none other than her own 
Senator. 


"What...?" Padme breathed, feeling as if the floor had vanished 
under her. What did this mean? What was going on? 


‘Organics and Synthetics, it appears that... the Jedi have cornered 
none other than Sheev Palpatine, the Senator for Naboo. For what 
purpose, we can only- By my circuits, they're attacking him!'the 
droids exclaimed in surprise. 


"But why so many...?" Panaka voiced, stunned by what he was 
seeing. 


Some were no doubt already trying to paint this as some conspiracy 
by the Jedi themselves, but that didn't make sense. Why were some 
of the greatest Jedi there to kill one old man, out in the open, where 
anyone could see it happen? And why would Vader want to kill a 
senator? 


‘Wait, are they retreating? What is-' The droid paused as a glaring 
light filled the screen, right where Palpatine had been . '/ am sorry, 
viewers, but | am unsure what is-AHHHHHH!" 


Everyone in the room leaned back as the droid, the officers, and 
even the ship itself seemed to scream as electricity clearly coursed 
through them, frying the bodies and the systems, freezing the feed 
as it ended. 


"Uh-oh," Jar-Jar summarized, rather perfectly for once. 


"What just happened?" Panaka questioned, looking to the Queen in 


surprise, wondering if she knew more than him. 


Padme swallowed thickly. "| believe Darth Vader had more answers 
for us than he was willing to give," she said as she numbly took a 
seat, trying to process what she just saw and what it meant. For her, 
and for Naboo. 


Their attention went to the window as they heard the thundering 
roaring in the distance. 


Meanwhile 
Here in his death throes, Sidious had never felt so alive. 


He had given up everything now truly. Even control. The storm was 
wild and untamed, propelled solely by the Dark Side itself. Nothing 
could stop it, save time itself. Because as the Dark Side poured 
through the rip in space-time, Sidious could feel himself slipping 
away more and more. Was that the virus still or was that just what 
was left of him fading into the Force? 


He didn't know, but it certainly felt like the second. He didn't know 
when the Dark Side began and he ended now. He was in the wind, 
strong enough to rend metal and break bones. He was in the clouds 
that would blot out light and hope. He was in the lightning, the power 
that would reduce all in the wake of this storm to dust. 


Oh, he had no delusion. He was but a specter now, here only to 
watch and hold open the tear. It was rather amazing, how easy it 
was to actually to create this. Well, easy for himself at least, being a 
natural at Force Lightning. Still, creating a Force Storm was easier 
than one might think, if they don't value their own life. He didn't need 
to protect anything, nor did he need to direct the storm in any way. 
He just had to let it grow and keep it from killing him before he 
expired on his own. 


Not to say it wasn't hurting him. Oh, his fingers burned and tiny parts 
of him were burning away from the Force Lightning flying all around 
him. But he was numb to it, reveling in the sheer power of this beast 
he had unleashed. Ah, what it would have been like to wield this 
storm like a saber instead of a mere beast he had uncaged. 


Oh well, he was far past caring how or when things went all wrong. 
He merely breathed deep in the death and despair that grew as the 
people of Coruscant looked out upon his creation. 


This was who Darth Sidious was in his truest form. 
A King of Beasts and a Storm of Death. 
A sadist in the highest. 


He was brought out of his enjoyment as the howling of the Dark Side 
grew quieter. With what awareness he had left, he looked down and 
saw that the tear was somehow... mending itself? No, no something 
was trying to force it to close. 


He was not even surprised anymore. Focusing his sight through the 
Force, he searched for the culprit. It could only be Plagueis or 
Vader, only someone strong in the Dark Side could be so effective in 
this attempt. 


Low and behold, he saw Vader; form braced and hunch slightly as 
he held his cybernetic hands together, as if holding a ball. 


Vader looked up and, from across the Force, their gazes locked. 


Sidious smirked and pulled the hole wider, even as the skin began 
to peel from his digits. 


The Force imploded in Vader's hand, sending the Dark Lord flying 
backward off his feet and crashing into the ground. 


"Vader!" Qui-Gon called in alarm, Vader slowly rising to his feet on 
his own. 


"An impressive attempt, Vader," Plagueis admitted grimly, even as 
the metal protection around them began to tremble and shake 
before the fury of the Force Storm. "But it's impossible to close that 
so long as Sidious lives." 


If Vader heard the Muun, he ignored him as he brought his hands 
forth, as if grasping the air itself and trying to drag it together. 


Once more, the space around Vader seemed to groan and warp 
under his power. For while he and Sidious were separated by 
distance, in the Force, they were standing right in front of one 
another. Sidious's dark form both grinned and snarled as he refused 
to let his hold slip, while Vader's own monolithic signature tried to rip 
the very fabric of space-time from Sidious's grip. 


Sidious let loose a manic laugh of triumph as his very bones 
became visible. 


Vader coughed out a pained groan as he was sent flying once more, 
the covering of his gloves beginning to tear and shred. 


"Vader, enough," Plagueis said with a sigh. "Even if you-" 


"Leave if you wish. That goes for all you Jedi as well. Perhaps you 
will save some lives," Vader snapped coldly. As if to punctuate his 
point, a great bolt from the encroaching storm shot out and struck a 
building just outside the edge of the Works. "I will finish this 
regardless." 


Vader could feel their stares, wondering why he was trying so hard 
to save the people of Coruscant. After all, he was still a Sith and 
didn't present himself as the type to truly risk his life for people he 
had no allegiance to, and had never met. Not without reason. 


And they were right. But he had already done the math in his head. 
Sidious's storm, if left unchecked, would expand far enough to reach 
the Queen's Nubian starship and the 500 Republica. 


In other words, it could kill Padme and Shmi. 


"True, he speaks," Yoda agreed, looking to a restless Mace Windu. 
"Lead them you must, to save who you can. Here, | will remain." 


"Master Yoda?" Dooku said in alarm, many ready to implore the old 
master to not remain here. 


"Hold back the storm, | can. Buy time, for the planet and Vader, | 
shall," Yoda said firmly. 


Plagueis said nothing, even as the Master of the Order gave him 


one last look of suspicion before nodding reluctantly. "May the Force 
by with you, Master Yoda," Mace Windu said solemnly before 
reluctantly adding another into that. "And you, Darth Vader." 


The illusion of the Dark Lord watched as the Jedi made their leave 
before turning to Yoda. "You know this might kill even you, 
Grandmaster Yoda," Plagueis noted idly. 


"One less to challenge you, you will have," Yoda countered 
knowingly. 


Plagueis's ghostly form almost looked amused before vanishing. 


Vader paid no mind to any of them as he held his stance, as he 
wrestled with Sidious and the Dark Side itself. 


Truly, it was like trying to overpower a rancor without using the 
Force. It didn't help that the Dark Side was on Sidious's side in the 
Naboo-born Sith's final hour. 


And why wouldn't it be? Sidious was unleashing the Dark Side in its 
purest form, and Vader? He was trying to cut it off from this world 
now. The Dark Side was a fickle thing, being both a generous patron 
and an unruly pet to its wielders. Lavishing them with power and 
abilities, while rebuking them at the first hint of weakness. 


Or, in this case, when one wielder provided far more for it than 
another. 


Oh, it had not abandoned him, Vader knew, but it would not bow to 
his whims this time and simply cease this Force Storm from existing. 
Not while Sidious was willing to throw away the last of his ties to the 
Force to keeping this vortex going. 


That was why he had to make it stop, he had to wrangle down the 
Dark Side and crush Sidious in this moment. 


However... 


Sidious snickered, and Vader was sure that the man's very face was 
losing its skin now, exposing bare flesh and even some of the jaw 
bones. 


Vader felt the Force fighting against him once more, trying to send 
him flying and push back on his efforts. But he fought through it, 
keeping himself routed. 


But he did pay for it. 
"GAH" 


Yoda turned in alarm at the pained voice of Vader. The Dark Lord 
stood there, his prosthetic arms now naked to the world. And worse 
yet, damaged. Yoda could hear and see the parts coming undone, 
being crushed and ruined under the strain of Vader's own efforts. 


And blood dripped from the mouthpiece of the mask. 


The Grandmaster did not move though. He couldn't. He was busy in 
his own battle against the storm, his hands raised as he managed to 
hold the vortex at bay. But he wasn't really stopping it, just causing it 
to grow in the opposite direction, into the abandoned industrial 
sector instead of the skyscraper landscape. If the storm reached 
there in full, there would be millions dead in minutes due to the 
sheer population density of Coruscant. He didn't even know what 
the Force Storm might be doing to the levels below the surface. 


All he could do was delay the storm and hope that Vader could end 
this. 


Vader ignored every alarm and warning that his suit's system gave 
off as the damage compounded itself. There was a genuine chance 
that this might kill him, here and now. Pragmatically, this was stupid 
and foolish. There was probably a better chance of him saving 
Padme and his mother by just going to them and getting them to 
safety. 


It wasn't even pride or vindictiveness that made him continue to try. 
No, it was the simple fact that this was the best chance, realistically. 
Going to get his mother and Padme meant having to find them and 
hope they were where he thought that would be. If one of them 
strayed from the ship or the apartment, he'd never find them in time. 


But if he eliminated the threat, the storm itself, then they were both 


safe. 
And he wasn't about to- 


Sidious scoffed at his Vader's most futile effort so far before forcing 
him back once more. 


His mask cracked, the glass from one lens falling away as the time- 
traveler breathed heavily. 


This time Sidious's counter had been accompanied by bolts of 
lightning leaping form the clouds in all directions. Yoda was forced to 
block and redirect them, but they were luckily unfocused and un- 
aimed. Unfortunately, it meant Yoda could no longer hold back the 
storm, having to form a barrier around himself and Vader this time. 


Sidious cackled madly as he felt his body going numb. He was now 
only kept alive by the Dark Side itself, and even that would soon 
come to an end. But he delighted in knowing that, at least, Vader 
might be dragged down with- 


"| hate you." 


Sidious blinked. Whose voice was that, resounding in the force? 
That wasn't Vader's, surely. It sounded younger, more full of rage 
and untamed emotions than the cyborg. He narrowed his eyes as he 
perceived Vader's very presence in the force, fighting him once 
more for control of the rift. 


But in the dark ocean that was Vader's power, Sidious spied 
something bright. Like a lighthouse in a storm. But it was not a 
hopeful glow one might think of from a Jedi, no. This brightness was 
red, and angry. It was hateful, and it spread like cracks in the dark 
armor that was Vader's monolithic presence in the Force. 


"| Hate You!" 


He had been wrong before. This... this was Vader, the truest hidden 
core of the Sith roaring to the surface in this fateful final battle. Like 
a hidden sea of lava, boiling to the surface of Vader's emotions. 


Darth Sidious, with the Dark Side at his back, stared deep into the 


abyss of Vader's hatred. Hatred that bore back into him like a 
thousand red giants. 


And Sidious swore, in that moment, that the Dark Side itself blinked, 
and stepped back before Vader's animus. 


"|HATE YOU!" 


It came from all sides now. The hatred, the spite, the loathing. It was 
like Vader was trying to crush him and the Vortex from all sides, 
attacking the Dark Side in his bloodlust. But Sidious grit his teeth 
and endured it. If he could outlast this, Vader would be spent. He 
didn't need to survive holding him off, he just had to make him use 
up all the strength he had left and be unable to close the rift. It would 
stay open for at least a full minute on its own, and Vader would be 
doomed by that. Perhaps even Yoda himself would fall to the storm. 


He just had to- 
Someone was here. 


Not in the Works, but in the Force. Yet, it somehow felt like it was 
also in the Works and not in the Force, somehow. 


Sidious turned in alarm and found himself staring into a pure light, a 
power in the Force that would one day rival even Vader's might. 
Uncorrupt, young, yet gifted. 


Sidious had no time to dicipher what or who he was looking at. He 
had no time for anything, really. 


For in that one distraction, he had lost. 


Vader ripped through Sidious's grip and slammed the rift closed with 
a resounding echo in the Force. 


Sidious could only stare in disbelief. He had no pain, no sensation to 
connect what just happened in reality to his awareness. He was only 
faintly conscious of his own body: barely clothed in rags, every inch 
of him covered in wounds scorched closed by the lightning of the 
Force Storm. Nothing about him was recognizable, as a Senator or 
a Sith. 


He was in the eye of the storm. A dying storm, but a storm all the 
same. 


He numbly wondered, did he have the strength to do that again? 
Even just a tiny one? Perhaps, if his hands weren't gone, reduced to 
mere stumps at the wrists. Even the small bones had been turned to 
ash... 


Death was strange without pain, Sidious realized. He knew he was 
dying faster now, but he had no idea when he would be fully dead 
without pain as a context. 


Was he even still standing? His legs should have given out by n- 


He blinked as he glanced down, finding another reason to hate his 
lack of pain-receptors: he failed to realize there was a red lightsaber 
impaled in his chest. 


With more confusion than shock, he looked over his shoulder. He 
didn't know who he expected at this point. It could have been a Jedi 
using one of his non-boobytrapped lightsabers to finish off the job. It 
could have been Plagueis. It could have been the one Jedi with a 
red lightsaber. 


But no, of all people, it was the vengeful face of Darth Maul who 
stabbed him in the back. 


Why? How did he even get through the storm? 


It didn't actually matter, he realized, as Maul yanked out his saber 
before decapitating his head. 


Thus ended Darth Sidious. 
End of Chapter 


Oi, yes, finally! | have been waiting YEARS to write Sidious's last 
stand with the Force-Storm. And yes, Sidious is officially dead and 
gone, and this battle over. To all of you that felt this dragged on: Of 
course the bastard would make this battle last as long as possible. 
Sidious is spiteful and petty, we know this. Still, yes, he's dead. I'm 
confirming that. 


Vader, however, pushed himself to the very edge to stop Sidious in 
the end, digging deep into his hate for this. And that still only worked 
because Sidious was distracted. Than Maul comes in to put Sidious 
down. Seemed fitting enough, dying by the one he used as an attack 
dog. 


The timeline is officially derailed, and if this doesn't prove Vader's 
changes don't always turn out for the best, | don't know what will. 


Anyway, next chapter will focus a bit on the aftermath of... 
everything before we get back to worrying about Naboo. 


Happy 4th of July! 
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Chapter 27 


Darth Vader: Hero of Naboo 
Disclaimer: | don't own Star Wars. 


AN Oi, |am very sorry for the delay. Shit happened IRL, 
including me getting sick and later having a small accident that 
left me sore all over for a few days. I'm fine and everything, but 
yeah, | was literally knocked off my game for a while. But I'm 
back now. 


Also, interesting news. Turns out, Hero of Naboo is THE most 
reviewed SW fic. The "technically" first place is a fic called 
"Imperial" but of its 6100+ reviews, about 4500 of them are 
spam posts unrelated to the story, leaving only 1600-ish 
legitimate reviews. So... wow, this fic is literally the top SW fic 
in all categories. 


Silence. 


That was the only word to describe Coruscant as the great storm 
began to dissipate and vanish, back from whatever nothingness it 
had been summoned from. 


Mace Windu looked out from near the top of a skyscraper, peering 
out to The Works. The Sith, Sidious, was dead. And it would appear 
that Vader had either been lying or wrong, because the storm was 
dissipating much faster than Vader and Plagueis had implied. And 
yes, Vader definitely still lived, but more importantly, so did Master 
Yoda. He wanted nothing more than to rush and seek them out. 
However... 


He turned his head, sensing a faint life signature beneath the caved- 
in rubble of the room. 


Others needed them more urgently; his fellow masters traveling to 
many places that had been greatly damaged by this attack. It would 
take time before any kind of rescue and medical teams could arrive. 


Time these people might not have. 


Save lives he knew needed his help or seek out the other Sith Lords 
that, for today at least, might not be a threat. 


It wasn't an easy choice, even if it was obvious. 
Meanwhile 


Yoda sighed as he slouched heavily. He hadn't done anything like 
that in years. He hadn't had to. If he were any other creature, his 
lifespan would have likely been diminished from overuse of the 
Force on his aging body. But his kind were connected to the Force 
in ways few others were. It wore him out, it drained him immensely, 
but his end likely was not any sooner to come than it already had 
been. 


He gazed upward at the clearing storm clouds. What he sensed was 
strange, but welcome. The Dark Side was dissipating far more easily 
than expected, as if the Light Side was gently dispersing what 
remained now that Sidious was dealt with. Good. Holding up that 
barrier for hours would have been a problem, for him and their 
unexpected ally in dealing with this Sith threat. 


His eyes trailed over to the still form of Vader: collapsed on the 
ground and unmoving, his mechanical parts damaged and broken 
extensively. But life had not left Darth Vader, his presence in the 
Force stubbornly persisting despite his injuries. 


Yoda wished he had a staff to lean on, but in lieu of one, he glanced 
over the ruined scrap metal all around them, the ground having been 
shredded and bent further in the wake of the storm. 


The Grandmaster was spent, but even a portion of his power was 
more than enough for this; with a grasping motion of his hand, a 
piece of loose debris ripped itself away and came over to Yoda. It 
was ragged on the edges, but it was large enough for him to sit on. 
And so he did, leaping onto the sheet and keeping it afloat under his 
own power. 


With a hum, he brought himself over to Vader and was unsurprised 


by what he saw: gloves stripped to reveal the robotic arms, a small 
pool of blood pouring out the mouth of the mask and plenty more 
damage. It took him another instant to take note of it, but he saw 
that beneath Vader's form were two lines indented into the ground, 
where he had literally used the Force to keep himself anchored 
down from Sidious's counter attack. 


Anyone else, Yoda would have felt some urgency to get them 
medical treatment. The fact that he didn't had nothing to do with 
Vader being a Sith and more purely due to the Dark Lord's presence 
in the Force. It wasn't fading or weakening. He wasn't in any danger 
of dying at the moment, not so long as he could use the Dark Side to 
sustain himself. 


Still, that didn't mean it wasn't a priority for Yoda. The bigger 
question was, where to take him? A medical center on Coruscant, or 
back to the Jedi Temple's medical corp? Those appeared to be the 
best choices, but Yoda wasn't sure how well Vader would react to 
either. The police force of Coruscant might just try to arrest the Sith 
Lord, and that would not end pleasantly for any that tried to contain 
the Sith Lord. Taking him back to the Temple might have Vader 
misinterpreting their actions as trying to imprison him. 


And, admittedly, Yoda acknowledged there would be at least a few 
in the Order that would consider trying to kill Vader in his weakened 
state, even after all this. 


How complicated it was, he mused, to try and treat a Sith as an ally 
of the Jedi Order. 


Speaking of which, he frowned for a moment as he turned to the 
side, his stare challenging the presence. 


Darth Plagueis's shadowy form rippled back into existence, his red 
eyes peering towards the small Jedi with consideration. No words 
were spoken, both parties seeming to weigh their options as the air 
grew thick. 


Their staring contest was interrupted by sound of steps against 
broken metal, signaling the approach of another. The heads of both 
orders watched as a red zabrak came into view. An unlit lightsaber 


in one hand, and in the other was half of a decapitated and 
cauterized head, held by the hairs. 


"Maul," Plagueis spoke neutrally, eyeing the near-human before his 
eyes turned to linger on Sidious's head. An apprentice who failed to 
overthrow his master, and was slain by his own attack dog. "Fitting." 


Maul's face contorted briefly, just barely held in control, before he 
regained himself. He looked from the Sith Lord to the Jedi Master. 
Yoda arched an eyebrow at the Dark Sider, who was obviously 
considering attacking him. 


Plagueis's attention turned to Yoda again, and the green Jedi 
prepared himself for the worst. 


"| wouldn't do that if | were you." 


Maul turned in alarm as he saw a smiling Yareal Poof was mere feet 
away from him... with a lightsaber pointed at his chest. Unactivated, 
but too close to risk. 


Plagueis frowned and waved his hand through the air, ripping 
through Poof's Force Illusions. 


The Muun was unsurprised to see Dooku observing from some 
distance, watching cautiously for any treachery. Everyone was on 
edge, tense, hands ready to use the Force or grasp their lightsaber. 
All it would take was one instant and they would all be at each 
other's thro- 


*Kuuuuuuh Kerrr* 


A shadow fell over Yoda as a chill went up everyone's spines, anda 
loud thud caught their attention. 


Vader was on his feet again. 


His body was broken, his power was greatly spent, and he looked as 
if his limbs would give out again at any moment. His head was 
slouched as he struggled to stay standing. 


And yet, Plagueis was certain of one thing. 


They were all in great danger now. 


He didn't know how or why, but the Force was screaming at him ina 
way it had only done a few times. A warning, a caution that he was 
approaching certain doom if he didn't tread carefully. It had been 
decades since he felt like this. By the stern frown on Yoda's face 
and the slight tremor in Yareal's hand, the Jedi felt it too. 


Plagueis shared a look with the long-necked Jedi, who nodded 
minutely. Plagueis purposefully relaxed his presence in the force, 
the only sign he could give that he chose not to fight. Maul eyed 
Yareal warily as the Jedi illusionist stepped back and slowly 
attached his saber to his belt. 


Yoda looked on as Maul untensed to a degree, and the other Jedi 
did as well. But Yoda's attention was chiefly on Vader, feeling the 
danger subsiding. But what he noted as important was, despite the 
Force's warning, Vader's presence in the Force hadn't changed at 
all. Not even slightly, to attack or defend. That was telling to the 
Grandmaster. 


It was only now, with the mixed group less likely to attack one 
another, that Vader raised his head and stared at them with one 
lone yellow eye revealed to the world through his broken lens. 


His gaze was intently focused on the head of Sidious. 
Something Maul noticed. 


The false-apprentice looked towards Plagueis and threw the head of 
the Naboo-born Sith at the feet of the illusionary avatar. Plagueis 
rose an eyebrow but nodded all the same before levitating Sidious's 
skull, gazing at it with a heavy sigh. So much time and effort, now 
wasted. 


Maul ignored the action as he turned towards Vader, marching 
towards the cyborg. And there was no mistake, his eyes were keen 
on the monolith of durasteel, not even glancing towards the green 
Jedi Master. 


Until, that is, he couldn't move at all. 


He gritted his teeth, throwing a seething look down at Yoda's floating 
form. The Grandmaster returned the look with a hard stare as he 
used what remained of his own power to keep the zabrak from 
taking another step towards Vader. 


Plagueis genuinely looked curious by that while Dooku stared 
intently as Yoda stood at Vader's defense. 


Vader looked down at the green Jedi, who glanced up in turn. A 
small nudge in the Force from Vader, and Yoda nodded in 
acceptance. He floated to the side and let Maul pass while keeping 
an obvious watch on the exchange. 


Despite that minor humiliation, Maul's attention was only on Vader 
again. And even though Vader was the one that appeared to be on 
death's door and Maul was still relatively fresh, staring into that 
yellow eye made Maul appreciate how small he must appear still. To 
Vader, to Plagueis, and even to the Jedi present. 


Yoda scowled and Plagueis rose an eyebrow when Maul raised his 
unlit lightsaber towards Vader... and held it out for him. 


The Dark Lord narrowed his eyes an instant before nodding slowly. 
With effort, in his limbs and the Force, his left arm reach up and 
grasped the lightsaber firmly. 


Maul removed his hand before giving Vader a nod of respect. With 
that, he turned and began heading off into the ruins of the Works. 
No one followed him. 


"Going, where is he?" Yoda questioned idly. 
Vader shook his head, showing he did not know. 


As Maul's form shrunk in the distance, Vader took to Yoda's 
example; finding a suitably sized mound of metal, he took a seat and 
allowed his powers and body to relax. 


"Vader," Dooku called, keeping Plagueis in the corner of his eyes as 
he approached. "You look to be in need of assistance," Dooku 
observed idly. 


Vader gave him something between a stare and a glare, but didn't 
comment. Dooku suspected he couldn't right now. 


"Should we take him back to the temple, Master Yoda?" Dooku 
questioned, keeping his eyes on the injured Sith Lord in case he 
protested the idea, even nonverbally. 


"Are you sure you have the equipment to do that?" Plagueis asked 
in genuine curiosity, the head of Sidious hovering behind him 
morbidly. "No offense to your medi-corp, but I'm not aware of the 
Jedi Temple having an advanced facility for cybernetics, especially 
one as specific as Vader's." 


"And would you?" Yoda countered with raised ears. 


"| never said I'd help. | think I've done enough on Darth Vader's 
behalf for the day," Plagueis stated, pausing before waving his hand 
at Vader, a green glow forming briefly around the cyborg. "But in the 
interest of continuing our talks, Lord Vader, I'll take you a few steps 
back from Chaos." 


Vader sat straighter as his injuries faded to a small but relieving 
degree. "You have my thanks, Lord Plagueis," Vader returned, his 
voice only partly strained, with a touch of static to it. 


"| honestly should be furious, with how many plans you've ruined 
and set back," Plagueis stated plainly. "But | can see now, that 
ending the Rule of Two was never in Sidious's intentions." 


Yoda's eyes widened at that, his old eyes turning curious, while 
Vader nodded. 


"You should take your leave, before more come to report on this 
scene," Vader advised. "Unless you believe your illusions could fool 
recordings." 


Plagueis chuckled at that. "A fair point, a fair point," he relented, 
turning to Yoda and giving him a nod. "Despite everything, | enjoyed 
meeting you in person, Grandmaster." 


Yoda didn't remark on that, obviously trusting this Sith less than 
Vader. 


Plagueis accepted that with wry amusement before he turned to 
leave- but not before he looked to Yareal Poof. "We will have to 
settle the score one day, Master Poof," Plagueis remarked with a 
smirk. 


"Oh, | am looking forward to many future meetings, Lord Plagueis," 
Poof retorted in kind, completely unphased at the intimidating look. 


With that, the Lord of the Order of Bane vanished like mist in the 
mind. 


And with him, the Dark Side felt less oppressive, the sun shining 
down on the ruined portion of Coruscant. 


Dooku frowned as he looked over the wreckage, eyes trailing from 
the building they had confronted Sidious in, and all the way to the 
edge of the Works where many buildings had been damaged. "To 
think, a being of such power and evil dwelt so close to us for so 
long, without us even realizing it." 


"Blind, we have been," Yoda agreed with a nod. 


"Even if you had known the Sith were alive and well, you never 
would have suspected Sidious," Vader retorted to their surprise. 
"You should all leave. | am sure there are those in need of your aid." 


"Obviously, that is why we are still here," Poof remarked wryly. "Or 
did you just expect us to leave you to die in a ditch?" 


Vader didn't recall Poof having this taste in humor, but he hardly 
recalled him at all really. Regardless, he didn't deny the point. "I will 
deal with my injuries in time, Jedi. Right now, | require another 
hovercar." 


Needless to say, that gained some curious looks. 
Meanwhile 
To be angry is to be human. 


In time, you will learn to trust your feelings. 


| knew you'd come looking for me. 
Not from a Jedi. 
! find your lack of faith disturbing. 


Anakin gasped deeply as he shot awake, a thousand voices shifting 
through his head as his mind refused to make sense of them. 


"Anakin! Anakin! Can you hear me!?" 


Make that a thousand and one, as he faintly made out the semi- 
familiar voice over the ringing in his ears. He turned and saw 
someone. He couldn't place him right away, blinking as he tried to 
reboot his own brain, before it clicked. "Obi-Wan?" he addressed in 
surprise, feeling something was off. Was Obi-Wan always this 
young? 


The Padawan sighed in relief, giving the boy a tired smile. "You 
were starting to give us a scare, Anakin. You've been unconscious 
for a while now." 


"Us?" Anakin repeated numbly, before looking around and spying a 
green alien- Yaddle, Yaddle was her name- and Ahsoka. 


"You okay!" Ahsoka cried in relief from his side, hugging him 
afterward. 


Anakin blinked, returning the hug by rubbing her back. "I'm... sorry, 
what happened?" 


"In a trance, you have been. Communed with the Force, you may 
have," Yaddle answered with a concerned look. "Unprepared for 
such, you were." 


The young human stared as he attempted to process what she just 
said, and came to one conclusion. "I don't know what any of that 
means,” Anakin admitted absently. 


"You accidentally did something you shouldn't be trying," Obi-Wan 
summarized with a dry smile. "Do you... remember anything?" 


Anakin sat there, taking a deep breath as he thought. He had heard 
voices, but what little he could make out was already fading into the 
recesses of his mind. Beyond that? "Just a lot of lightning and... | 
think lava? I've never seen any lava before, but | think that was it," 
Anakin answered with a distant voice, quirking his head towards the 
window, seeing the sunlight peering through the clouds. "How long 
was | out again?" 


‘Not even an hour," Obi-Wan assured. 


Anakin absorbed that, retracing his memories. "What happened, 
with Vader and the others?" Anakin asked with a frown. 


"Know, we do not. Victorious, however, they appear to be," Yaddle 
answered carefully. "Clouds the Force, too much still does." 


Anakin accepted that, feeling like he understood even though he 
knew he didn't. "Am I... suppose to feel this tired?" Anakin asked, 
scrunching his eyes hard to fight off a wave of lethargy. 


"Physical, the Force may not be, but can be, its effects and affects," 
Yaddle warned sagely. "Rest you should." 


Anakin nodded at that, absorbing that information. "The council 
doesn't want me to be a Jedi, do they?" 


Padawan and Master alike were stunned by the suddenness and 
ease with which the question was made, while Ahsoka blinked with 
incomprehension. "What makes you say that?" Obi-Wan retorted 
with a furrowed brow. 


"I... |don't know. Just a feeling," Anakin answered, looking to 
Yaddle. 


The female of Yoda's kind dipped her head solemnly. "Concerns, 
the council has. Wary, the more conservative of us, may be. But 
accepted your entry, the council has," Yaddle explained 
reassuringly, but honestly. 


Obi-Wan watched as a number of emotions flashed over the now- 
youngling's face: shock, relief, confusion, wariness, happiness, and 
finally weariness. "It's been a long day. Has it been two yet?" Kenobi 


asked as a joke. 


"It feels likes it's been months since | first met all of you," Anakin 
said with a small smile before he moved to rise, nearly falling over. 


"Careful," Ahsoka said, helping him steady himself. 
“Thanks, Snips,” Anakin said as Ahsoka pouted. 


"Snips? Where'd that nickname come from?" Obi-Wan questioned 
with an arched brow. 


Anakin thought back to his first meeting with Ahsoka, but ultimately 
shrugged. "It was just something that came to me." 


"How terrible, a Force power to conjure up terrible nicknames," Obi- 
Wan said with amusement. 


Yaddle smiled as Obi-Wan successfully distracted the mind of the 
two children. She subtly nodded to him, prompting him. 


"Come on, let's find you two somewhere to nap for now," Obi-Wan 
said, taking the hint. 


Yaddle allowed her shoulders to slouched when they left. Yoda and 
her were not family, bonded neither by love or by blood in the usual 
sense. But as two of the only ones of their kind, they were intimately 
aware of one another's presence in the Force. Most other species 
had many, many more of their own kind to sense. Being such a rare 
species as themselves, with such great Force powers, made it 
almost instinct to notice one another in the Force. 


And she knew for a fact that she and Yoda were both tired. He from 
battling the Sith, she from protecting the temple. But he was alive, 
she could tell that much, using her fellow green Jedi like a light 
house in the cacophony formed by this day's events. But in sensing 
that he was alive, she knew many were dead or dying. Those with 
and without the Force. Saving Coruscant had not been without its 
cost. 


She could only have faith in the Force and hope that all of this had 
been worth it. 


Meanwhile 


Dooku didn't think that Darth Vader was an enemy. Not today at the 
very least. 


That said he wasn't about to leave him alone with Yoda, not while 
the Grandmaster was obviously weakened. For whatever reason, 
Yoda insisted on accompanying Vader and the Sith Lord didn't feel 
the need to object or discourage them. And Dooku, primarily a 
duelist, doubted he would be much aid in the rescue efforts. 


Poof remained behind to search for any of their injured that survived 
the force storm. 


Realistically, they should have flown Vader to the Temple or a medi- 
center. But no, the Sith Lord had taken them back to the ship for the 
Queen of Naboo. Luckily, it had been still been outside the range of 
the storm, thus it had not been forced to move to another platform. 


"| understand you're concerned for him, Master Yoda," Dooku noted 
over his shoulder, the smaller Jedi sitting in the back. "But | doubt 
Vader would delay medical attention unless he fully believed that he 
could survive in the meantime." 


"That which intrigues me, his certainty is," Yoda retorted wryly, 
before his ears perked. 


Both Jedi glanced up as many sirens filled the air before emergency 
hovercrafts blitzed by overhead. 


"We'll have plenty to explain in the days to come," Dooku mused 
with a frown. "How will the Senate take knowing that a Sith had 
been manipulating the government?" 


"A later date, that concern is," Yoda said with a frown, still looking up 
towards the sky. "Integrity of the Weather System, of today, is to be 
a greater concern." 


Dooku kneaded his forehead. He had been gone from Coruscant for 
so long that he forgot; the entire planet's weather was artificially 

controlled and maintained by a networks of floating stations, routine 
operations, and more. A network that had never been tested against 


a Force Storm of all things. That stations weren't satellites in the 
traditional sense, they were nowhere near the edge of the 
atmosphere. Sidious's storm could have reached them most 
definitely. And even if the storm faded, its existence as a weather 
phenomenon could wreak havoc on the systems in the surrounding 
areas. 


It was like a drawn out aftershock to an earthquake, and the risk of a 
tsunami coming in. Losing more lives could be avoided, but the 
people and officials of Coruscant would have to be careful. 


Dooku frowned as he looked towards the ship. Vader claimed he 
needed to return here for supplies he required to make repairs to his 
body. What was taking him so long? 


Within the silvery ship itself, Vader found himself less surprised than 
he expected. 


He had come to confirm that his mother was still alive. Which he had 
just by arriving, but he had planned to put on the show of needing to 
retrieve something from the ship lest the Jedi suspect something. 
And, honestly, there were some parts he could use right now. 


That said, he didn't expect to sense that Padme was already be on 
the ship. But it made sense. With the Force Storm forming on 
Coruscant, it was only logical that she'd prepare to make an 
emergency exit if the situation became too dangerous. 


Well, obvious to someone without the Force. 


Panaka was eyeing him oddly and Padme leveled a pointed look at 
him, as if she were meeting him for the first time again as the silence 
dragged on. He was actually appreciating that, because while he 
wasn't surprised, he had been stunned to see Padme. 


Because he was seeing her for the first time, without the lenses, with 
just his own eye. And for a moment, she almost looked like His 
Padme. 


Luckily, his mask still hid his shocked expression. 


"You've been busy." 


He arched a brow at that, and she noticed it through his broken lens. 
They were alone in this section, the three of them, and she wasn't 
acting as a handmaiden. Panaka stood next to her while she sat at 
the table, facing him with her arms crossed. 


"| believe you have as well," Vader returned in kind. Panaka's eye 
narrowed and Padme's jugular tensed in a way only he would 
notice. They had been busy then. "You were aware that there were 
matters the Jedi and | had to deal with." 


Padme saw the offer to change the subject back and accepted it. 
"Yes, | just didn't expect it to end with a senator of Naboo being 
ambushed by Jedi after you attacked their temple. Both live on the 
HoloNet," Padme retorted bluntly. "You've known far more about 
Naboo's crisis than you told us." 


It wasn't a question. It also wasn't that important. 


"What would you have had me do, Amidala?" he asked sternly. "I, a 
stranger of great suspicion and unknown power, suddenly accusing 
your own senator of having masterminded the Trade Federation's 
occupation of your planet?" 


Padme frowned. So, she had already suspected that Sidious was 
behind everything. Good. "Was that all helping Naboo was for you? 
A part of a grand battle of schemes between you and Palpatine?" 


"If that were the case, why would | be offering to aid you still?" Vader 
retorted frostily. 


Padme's frown remained, but it was tinged with confusion now. 
"Why?" 


"It is called having allies, Amidala," he answered carefully. "You 
have aided me, standing in my defense against the Jedi. | simply 
intend to assist in cleaning up this mess." 


She seemed to accept that, mostly, while Panaka remained 
unconvinced. "If | may, | have a question: To what end?" the captain 
asked pointedly. "What did Palpatine have to gain from an 
Federation occupation of Naboo?" 


Vader didn't answer, turning his gaze fully and pointedly towards 
Padme. 


"He was using this situation to become Chancellor," Padme realized 
bitterly, resignedly. "How long?" 


"Long before you were born," Vader answered honestly. "The man 
you knew was only a mask, to hide the monster beneath." 


"How can you be so sure?" Panaka asked with a scowl. "Am | to 
understand that the Senator was one of you? A Sith?" 


Vader nodded slowly. "He was part of a sect of Sith, whose only 
goals are the destruction of the Jedi, and to take control of the 
Galaxy. All from the shadows." 


"And you emerged, to stop him?" Padme stated thoughtfully, 
recalling the footage of his march on the temple. "You didn't kill any 
Jedi at the Temple." 


"If | had, it would have made my intent to formally end the war 
between Sith and Jedi appear insincere," Vader pointed out, far too 
casually. 


Padme blinked, many pieces coming together. "And you aided the 
Jedi in taking down a threat to the Galactic Republic," she 
summarized, slowly, processing some of the implications. 


"That is a way to describe the situation," Vader admitted, letting her 
political mind work. 


Padme nodded to herself as she cupped her chin. "I take it that 
capturing him alive was impossible?" 


"That depends on how many lives you would have wished to risk 
endangering, and for how long," Vader answered neutrally. "Unless 
you imagine detaining me would be a simple task?" 


Padme looked over his ruined form. "Easier right now than usual," 
she remarked with concern. "Should you even be standing? You 
should have gone to get medical attention." 


"| have contingencies, do not worry,” Vader remarked, ignoring the 
growing agony in his body. He was very good at that. "But | will be 
unable to aid you for now, Amidala, until my suit is repaired." 


"| understand, Vader. But even if Palpatine was the one controlling 
the situation, | doubt that the Trade Federation will leave so easily." 


Vader nodded in agreement. There was little telling what Nute 
Gunray would do in his cowardice. He might surrender, he might 
run, or he might double down and try to make the situation work 
without Sidious. "Do you believe whatever allies you found have the 
power to liberate your homeworld?" 


"| believe we have a chance, yes. And that we can expect no aid 
from the Republic," Padme stated solemnly. "Even if they weren't in 
chaos from that... battle, the Senate has clearly lost its way." 


Vader nodded. 


Something snapped, and suddenly the Dark Lord was nearly falling 
over. 


"Vader?!" Padme exclaimed as she shot up in alarm, Panaka taking 
half a step towards Vader. 


"I'm fine," Vader said as he stumbled to the wall to support himself. 
"That, of all things, is clearly a lie," Padme said with a scowl. 


"... You're correct," Vader admitted begrudgingly, reaching out with 
his hand. The two of Naboo watched intently as his bag levitated 
towards him in an instant. Out of it floated a device from the 
contents. A circular communicator, it appeared. "I stalled this too 
long, perhaps," Vader said as he pressed the button, causing a 
beeping sound to emit. 


"What is that?" Panaka questioned suspiciously. 


"A beacon to an ally," Vader answered. "As | said, a Sith plans for 
everything. Including their emergency exit." 


"Ally?" Padme questioned.. 


"It is a lo-" Vader paused, coughing through his mask. Perhaps he 
had taken Plagueis's parting gift for granted after all. "Long story, for 
another time. For now, | must recover," he said, holding out the 
communicator and placing it in her hands. "If you still wish my aid, 
use that to tell me when your counterattack begins. | will do what | 
can." 


Padme stared from the device to the injured Dark Lord. "Vader, are 
you sure that-" 


"Padme," he said, and by the Force did it hurt to say her name. "It is 
best if | leave this planet for now. The Jedi and the people may do 
something foolish if | remain." 


Which Padme read as Vader saying he didn't wish to make the 
situation worse while emotions were high and uncertain. She 
nodded slowly. "Do you need some help, getting to your... ally?" 


Vader glanced to her and was almost amused. "You can't," he 
stated plainly, standing at his full height again. His way of reminding 
her that he was a tall durasteel cyborg with nearly a hundred pounds 
of prosthetics and armor over his body. 


And with that, he turned to make his leave, but the Queen and the 
Captain both followed after him curiously. 


The moment Vader headed down the ramp of the ship, he could 
sense Yoda and Dooku's attention shifted to himself. The Dark Lord 
tried to hide it, but he was definitely limping. It was a miracle he was 
still standing at all, he knew that. 


He paused as he came out into the open, glancing up to the side as 
he sensed his ride approaching. The two duos noticed this as well, 
following his gaze. Even with the recent crisis, or perhaps more so 
because of it, Coruscant was still a buzzing network of hovercars 
shooting by. 


But it didn't take long for one to stand out. It was one of unusual 
design, especially to Padme and Panaka, who realized that the ship 
had to land horizontally given its shape. Indeed it did, turning to 
hover off the edge of the platform before getting close enough for its 


ramp to be just over the platform. 


It was technically illegal and dangerous to dock or hover like that on 
this kind of platform, but everyone was focusing far too intently at 
the figure that emerged from the ship. He was clearly dangerous, 
weapon in hand and rocket on his back. And though the others 
didn't recognize him, the Jedi surely did. Especially Dooku, who felt 
part of him run cold at memory this figure conjured up. 


Because that was definitely a Mandolorian's armor. 
"Lord Vader," the green figure greeted gruffly. "| believe you called." 


Vader didn't respond, simply following the bounty hunter back to the 
ship. Without looking, he was keenly aware that the man's helmeted 
gaze lingered on the Jedi, on Dooku, before he climbed up on the 
ramp and, to Vader's slight annoyance, helped pull him up by the 
shoulder. 


Vader paused to take one last look at the four a nod, before heading 
into the ship. 


Yoda nodded too after the ramp closed and the ship began to 
ascend, and said something he never imagined he'd say to a Sith 
Lord. 


"May the Force be with you, Darth Vader." 
End of Chapter 


... Yep, you all know who that is. | bet you didn't expect to see him 
giving Vader a lift out of there. 


Still, yes, the aftermath, or aftershocks rather, of the battle are still 
going on. People are injuried, dying, and there might be some long 
term issues considering Sidious unleashed a Force Storm ona 
planet that normally keeps the weather under control. 


You know, it wasn't a conscious decision, but it is rather fitting that 
all three Siths, counting Maul, each seperately decided to leave now 
that the dust is clearing. Where they're all going, who knows. 


And yes, Vader and Yoda are both equally aware that Vader staying 
on Coruscant right now might cause problems. Problems in the 
sense that someone might attack Vader, who is liable to respond 
with interest. 


Anyway, that's all for now. Next Chapter will be a lead up to the 
Battle of Naboo. 


PS Thank you all again for making this the top Star Wars fic of all 
time! 


p atreon. com (slash) akumakami64 


Chapter 28 


Darth Vader: Hero of Naboo 

Disclaimer: | don't own Star Wars. 

AN HAPPY HALLOWEEN 

And here's to clarrify just which Fett appeared last chapter: 
"So, we're really back." 


Vader sat in a seat aboard the S/ave 7, not even glancing to the 
Mandalorian entering the area. "I take it we are already outside 
Coruscant's atmosphere." 


"And on autopilot. We'll arrive in less than twenty minutes," came the 
response, the bounty hunter keeping his attention fully on the injured 
Sith Lord. "Not going to explain anything?" 


"What is there to explain, Boba Fett?" Vader retorted. 


"Let's start with how we, apparently, time-traveled," Boba retorted 
pointedly. 


"You've been aware of this for several days now," Vader retorted 
knowingly, his eye glancing to meet Boba's visor. "But you couldn't 
accept it until you saw it." 


Boba stood there for an instant, body tense and coiled. Without 
warning, he turned and punched the metal wall of his ship, the bang 
echoing throughout the room. 


Vader regarded the outburst with patient disinterest. 


"You're telling me, that you have no idea what this is? That this isn't 
the work of your precious Force?" Boba spat out. "And that you just 
so happen to appear on Naboo, right then and there?" 


"Calm yourself, Fett," Vader said firmly. "You are not taking this 


situation well, | see." 


"Vader, | am not you," Fett reminded sharply as he looked toward 
Vader again. "| don't have the Force. | have no way of knowing this 
is real, that this isn't some illusion or chemical hallucination." 


Vader sympathized with that to some degree. The situation was 
surreal beyond belief, even with the Force confirming it was all real. 
"And yet, you remained. You continue to aid me." 


Boba picked up on the question and sighed. "If this is real, this 
means everything I've ever done, ever worked for is undone,” he 
said, tilting his helmet to Vader meaningfully. "| can guess that 
someone like you welcomes something like this, giving you a 
chance to change your past. Even if you don't get to live it." 


"But it is far more bitter than sweet for you," Vader said in 
understanding. "Still, you remain." 


Boba finally seemed to regain his usual self now, leaning against the 
wall with his arms crossed. "If this is reality, | have to either make 
the most of the situation or find a way back. You're my ticket to 
either of those, | imagine," Boba reasoned. "I'm still expecting my 
payments until then." 


"And | expected nothing else," Vader assured. "Do you not wish to 
save your father?" 


"| came to terms with that a long time ago. And changing things here 
doesn't seem to affect anything for us," Boba answered, tilting his 
head down. "That said, if the chance comes up somewhere along 
the way, maybe | can convince Jango Fett to play it safe and have a 
few more years with his son." 


"You may have to rename this ship after you two meet,” Vader 
commented idly. 


" Slave 1, Slave 2, who cares," Boba said dismissively, observing 
the Sith Lord's condition. "You look worse than I've ever seen you. | 
guess it's fortunate | was never stupid enough to take a bounty on 
the Emperor." 


Vader didn't comment on that. 


"Last question: Without the Emperor, does this mean the Clone 
Wars won't happen?" Boba questioned curiously. 


Vader gave him a searching look. "How much about the true nature 
of the Clone Wars do you know?" 


"Nothing official, per say, but | put the dots together," Boba 
answered with a shrug. "The Chancellor created the war, or at least 
helped it along, so that he could become Emperor." 


"That is the shortest explanation,” Vader confirmed, glancing to the 
floor in thought. "But the Republic has been plummeting towards 
such a war even without Palpatine's influence. The nature of it may 
change, but war is all but inevitable." 


"Yeah, | figured as much," Boba said, turning to make his way 
towards the cockpit. He paused though, glancing back at the cyborg. 
"And Vader? I'm hardly an altruist, but here's the honest truth: | think 
this entire situation is less likely to implode the longer you stay 
alive." 


"| suspect that as well," Vader agreed ominously. "Are you going to 
ask why | killed him?" 


"| don't care. | just hope you have a better answer ready than you 
hating him." 


Timeskip 


'This is Yinda Nuz, reporting live from the outskirts of the Works. 
Three days ago, our beloved Coruscant was devastated by an 
unknown weather phenomenon that people have dubbed the " 
Ahaci ," which the weather control systems were unable to nullify. 
As you can see, the storm hit with such devastation that the Works 
has turned into a hazardous scrapyard of destruction, with damage 
done to the outlaying areas as well. Unseen still is the damage done 
to the lower levels. Yes, as hard as it is to believe, this storm was 
able to reach the two levels below it. 


The official death toll has risen to the current, sobering number of 


one million. Most of which were killed in the lower levels from horrific 
cave-ins. The number of missing and injured is far greater, at least 
triple the former number. Relief stations and emergency on-site 
medi-centers have been set up to treat those with minor injuries, or 
whose situation is too dangerous to move, as the various medi- 
centers across Coruscant struggle to keep up with the increasing 
number of patients. For the first time in several centuries, the 
Galactic Senate has called for another emergency session while in 
the midst of a previous one, as officials organize efforts for relief, 
rescue, and relocation. 


As a result, the Vote of No Confidence against Supreme Chancellor 
Valorum has been postponed for one month, but many senators and 
activists are suggesting to allow the Chancellor to finish his term, 
which ends mere months from now, as this will be his final term 
regardless. 


Yet still, the mystery remains: what caused this storm? Speculations 
from scientists have been varied, but many citizens point to the fact 
that, just prior to the event's inception, we had a live broadcast of 
what appeared to be Senator Palpatine of Naboo, being rushed by a 
group of Jedi, along with the mysterious figure that assaulted the 
temple the day prior. By series of anonymous tips, it is believed the 
name of this figure is "Darth Vader." 


While some have begun to fear that this was the doing of this 
unknown figure, we have received countess recordings, many sent 
in by locals that survived the event. While the quality often varies, 
the many angles seem to show that the dark figure may have been 
attempting to, for lack of a better term, contain the storm itself, while 
standing beside a small figure believed to be Yoda, the 
Grandmaster of the Order. 


The Jedi have not responded to a request for an interview or a 
statement regarding these events. All that is known is that Senator 
Palpatine is confirmed missing by the Senate and that the Queen of 
Naboo, with her own alleged crisis happening upon her homeworld, 
has left the republic capital. Many are left devastated and confused 
without answers, some locals are even planning to leave the planet 
for fear that the entire atmosphere of the planet may collap-" 


"| wonder, who leaked his name?" Padme mused as she leaned on 
her chair, with the "Queen" sitting nearby and listening intently. 


"Who knows," Brumel commented, pacing idly amongst the 
"command center" or as much as the meeting room passed for one. 
"| don't pretend to understand the Jedi, or those like them. Perhaps 
Vader did it himself." 


Padme considered that option. "| can't say it's impossible, given his 
character." 


"Still, I'm more interested in what the reporter said about Naboo: 
Alleged crisis, they still insist," Duke Brumel noted idly. "This tragedy 
hasn't stalled the Trade Federation propaganda and influence from 
seeping through." 


"I'd be surprised if it were any other case," Padme noted pensively. 
"What are the scouts saying?" 


"The blockade has been reduced, but there are still three 
Lucrehulks," Brumel answered grimly. Destroying one would be 
challenging, but three? "Cifo, have you decoded the Pak Pak chatter 
we've been picking up?" 


Cifo Klatt grumbled in distaste, holding a headset up to one of his 
ear holes. "There are some slang and cursing | won't bother to 
translate, but it seems that Nute Gunray is refusing to answer any 
communications, even from others in the Trade Federation,” Cifo 
explained with interest. 


"He's cut himself off from any more support,” Sol Sixxa summarized, 
feet resting against the table as he leaned back in his chair. "If your 
senator really was behind this invasion, then Gunray may perhaps 
be going into full coward mode." 


"This may be the chance we need," Brumel said in contemplation. "If 
we actually capture or kill Gunray, the Trade Federation will be 
prone to dissolve into squabbling over who should they feel the need 
to replace him. Even if it's only a short time, the Trade Federation in 
chaos will be a boon." 


"I'd prefer alive if possible, so that he might stand trial," Padme 
comment with a scowl. "I feel that killing him will give too much 
credence to the idea that the Trade Federation wasn't lying, making 
us appear to be assassins." 


"I'm not an idealist, but it may work this once," Cifo commented. 
"Gunray's actions have worried the higher ups in the Trade 
Federation. They'll likely abandon him if they believe he's mentally 
unsound on top of being a liability." 


"We're getting too far ahead of ourselves," Brumel reminded warily. 
"We have managed to secure enough ships through our friends in 
Sienar Systems, but the droids still have a numbers advantage in a 
dogfight." 


"They also have poor quality in everything," Sixxa reminded. "You've 
been far less cheap in arming us. Between my people, the Vulps 
and the mercenaries, we should at least have a decent shot." 


"Which brings us to this subject," Padme remarked, looking down at 
the table, where the communicator Vader had given her sat, almost 
ominously. "This is my world that is at stake, but you have given all 

your efforts to aid me. | won't make this decision alone." 


"Sod Gert spoke to his fellow patriarchs," Brumel commented with a 
scowl. "They are in favor of accepting this Vader's aid." 


"This is all or nothing for them," Sixxa mused sympathetically. "What 
about you, Duke?" 


Brumel scowled. "I am less inclined to agree. We don't know this 
being's goal or intents in offering us assistance, or what he expects 
in return. And with his powers, we would have little in the ways of 
stopping him if he turned against us." 


"All the more reason to contact him," Cifo said pointedly. "He has 
vanished since Coruscant. We can't learn more of his true intentions 
with him in hiding," he said before smirking. "And | will enjoy seeing 
his powers used against the droid army." 


"Hal! I'm with you on that, Klatt!" Sol agreed before turning grim. "Our 


plan is sound, but it's fifty-fifty even in the best case scenario. This 
Darth Vader may be the edge we need." 


Brumel sighed. "It seemed | am out voted," he said in acceptance. 


"If we fail, truly fail here, we might never gain the momentum for 
another attempt," Cifo said with a scowl. "Queen Amidala?" 


Padme nodded shortly, reaching forth to press the button on the 
device. A beeping sound filled the room, the tell-tell sign of such a 
device waiting for an answer. It dragged out for so long that Padme 
grew concerned while Sol shared a look with Brumel. 


*Kuuuuuuh Kerrr* 


Padme suppressed a small smirk as she noticed the three men shift 
uncomfortably at the familiar breathing. Finally, a hologram flickered 
to life, revealing Darth Vader. 


"Your Highness," Vader greeted in his usual fashion. "| assume your 
associates have accepted my aid." 


Cifo eyed the hologram suspiciously, but remained silent. 


"You assume correctly," Padme answered with a nod as she took in 
what details she could through the hologram. Vader's armor 
appeared to be repaired in full, or replaced. Where and how, she 
didn't ask. "They are planning an assault on the blockade, which 
now only consists of three Lucrehulks." 


"They. Not you." 
It wasn't a question. 


"Someone wants to speak with you," Padme said as Sol moved 
closer, leaning over the communicator as the cyborg's projection 
glanced to him. 


"lam Sol Sixxa of the Mere Resistance," Sol introduced, all humor 
bled away in this moment. "Our strategy is three fold: an attack on 
the blockade with our starships while a ground force attempts to 
deal with the Droid Army, allowing a small force to slip into the 


capital." 


"If the Droid Army is defeated, Nute Gunray will not be able to 
defend himself for a time. If the droid control ships are destroyed, 
the droids will not operate. And if Gunray is captured, he will trade 
keeping his life for leaving the planet in a heartbeat," Vader 
summarized. 


Sol nodded grimly. "This operation is too important to put all our 
eggs in one basket. That said, | imagine you'd be the edge we need 
in taking out Gunray." 


"I require only one thing, Sol Sixxa," Vader said ominously. "Stand 
down." 


Everyone looked confused, even worried, until Cifo's headset went 
off, making him frown as he listened to the message. "Duke Brumel, 
a ship has exited hyperspace and is requesting to come aboard. 
They are reporting it is a... Firespray, | believe?" 


Sixxa refixed his eyes on Vader before glancing to Brumel, who 
nodded in confirmation. "You have permission to come aboard, 
Darth Vader," Sixxa said neutrally. 


With that, Vader's hologram faded away. 
"He's used to getting his way, isn't he?" Sixxa asked rhetorically. 
"Do you care if it deals a blow to the Federation?" Padme countered. 


"No, no | don't," Sixxa acknowledged with some viciousness. "Come 
on, we best go meet him, before someone causes an incident." 


Meanwhile 


"Explain something to me, Vader," Boba said idly. "How, by Jabba's 
nonexistence balls, is there an Acclamator before the Clone Wars?" 


Indeed, they were approaching the hanger of what appeared to be 
an Acclamator, but one intimately familiar with those crafts like 
Vader was could see that it was smaller and less well armed. 


"Amidala has made some impressive allies, to have Kuat grant them 
the use of a proto-type," Vader answered as an observation. 


Boba accepted the explanation at that. "Just so we're on the same 
page, am | going for Gunray, the ships, or the army?" 


"That depends," Vader answered vaguely. 
"On?" Boba asked as he landed the ship within the hanger. 


"Where they need my aide more. But | will most likely be deal with 
the Droid army," he answered as he stood up, leaving the cockpit. 


"Sure, it's just a thousand or two clankers," Boba remarked with a 
tone that could be sarcastic or genuine, before turning to follow the 
Dark Lord. 


They exited down the ramp of the Slave 2, taking in the sight of the 
hanger, filled with ships being checked over and worked on by 
vulptereens, humans, and a few meres. 


Boba resisted the urge to grimace beneath his helmet. His instincts 
told him this battle would go side ways for this mismatched group. 
All they had were A-6 Interceptors, some modified to work as 
bombers. And this carrier itself was underwhelming. But he had to 
keep reminding himself that he wasn't trying to work with pre-Clone 
Wars tech in the age of the Galactic Empire, he was truly in a time 
before the Clone Wars. This wasn't state of the art, but it was more 
than most had. This carrier was still a proto-type, these ships were 
still the main starfighters in use for the Republic. 


This was truly surreal. Boba didn't know how Vader was able to 
adjust to it so well. 


He pushed his thoughts aside as he saw a group approaching them: 
a mere, a neomidian, and some humans. One of which was 
obviously the queen, judging by the overly ornate dress and 
makeup. 


So, this was the Queen of Naboo. He remembered her, briefly, from 
the day his father died on Geonosis. She had been captured with 
two Jedi, Anakin Skywalker and Obi-Wan Kenobi. Their execution 


eventually evolved into the first great battle of the Clone Wars. And 
here she was, fourteen year old and already having to save her 
planet from an invasion. The galaxy was warped like that 
sometimes, he knew first hand. 


Yet, Boba couldn't help wondering, what was so important about this 
woman? To Vader, at least. Was she an important asset to his 
plans, or something else? It was hard to say. After all, despite some 
hunches, Boba had no idea who Vader was before the Empire. And 
he wasn't one to pry about his client's motives and reasons if they 
didn't impact the job. 


What he did note, out of habit, were the other humans with her. A 
dark skinned male human as a guard with some handmaidens. 
Boba's instincts told him that one of those was more than she 
appeared, one of the two closest to the queen. He was guessing a 
secret bodyguard. 


"Darth Vader," the Queen of Naboo greeted. "Welcome to the 
Clamator ." 


"Your Highness," Vader retorted in kind, glancing to others in her 
group. "| see my advice was helpful." 


The Queen nodded as she motioned to her allies. "You've already 
met Sol Sixxa. This is Duke Brumel of Dargul, Cifo Klatt. There are 
also the Patriarchs of the Forlorn Clans of the Vulptereen, who are-" 


"Here." 


The group paused as one of the short aliens came up to join them. 
"Sod Gert," Brumel greeted with a nod. 


"Apologies, our Feeorin friend got into an argument with an 
engineer,” he explained before nodding to Vader. "A pleasure to 
meet you, Darth Vader." 


Vader had a hard time remembering when someone ever said that 
to him and actually meant it. "I believe we have some plans to 
finalize." 


lt was in short order that the group came to the meeting room again, 


the lights darkened as they stared at a hologram showing Naboo, 
three dots around its orbit indicating where the capital ships were. 


"Before we get started," Sol Sixxa said with a scowl, looking towards 
Boba Fett. "What's the Mandalorian's stake in this?" 


"I'm on his payroll," Boba answered bluntly. He didn't bother to 
clarrify what that meant: Bounty Hunter, Bodyguard, Soldier. He 
wasn't sure what angle Vader was spinning this, but he'd play along. 


"Boba Fett's loyalty is not a matter of concern," Vader answered with 
finality. "And we need him." 


That was a lie, Vader knew. This Battle had been won in the original 
timeline by a lot less than what this motley crew of Anti- 
Federationists possessed. But there was no need for them to know 
that. 


"The capital ships will be teeming with Vulture droids. The 
Vulptereens and the rest of our fighters can best them in one on one 
dogfights, but the numbers will take their tolls eventually," Cifo 
started, deciding to move this along. 


"But if we can destroy the Lucrehulks, the droids won't be able to 
function," Sixxa reminded with a frown. 


"I'm not that familiar with Federation freighters," Boba stated, not 
completely a lie. He was unfamiliar with pre-Clone Wars ones, at 
least. "But could destroying their communication relays accomplish 
the same thing?" 


"No," Sol said with a head shake. "At least, not at this range. They 
have an internal transmitting system for the droids. If they weren't in 
orbit, it could work, but as is..." 


"| didn't believe it would be easy, but someone had to ask," Boba 
accepted. 


"Our plan is to focus on the one closest to Thebes, limiting their air- 
support on the surface," Sol continued. "This ship will pull out of 
hyperspace within Naboo's system, but far enough from the planet 
to not be detected. We'll approach at sublight, so that we're in range 


for our fighters to strike." 


"| saw starfighters, but few soldiers," Vader commented pointedly. 
"What is your plan for the ground offensive?" 


Everyone looked to the false-queen, who steeled herself. "While we 
have some of our own, we intend to enlist the help of the Gungans, 
in a mutual effort to repel the Trade Federation. Along with them are 
a small resistance group my people have formed member's from 
Sixxa's own resistance group, and those hired by Duke Brumel." 


"So, you have no guarantee that your main army will even show," 
Boba remarked frostily. 


Sabe and Padme both frowned minutely but didn't counter that. 


"A small force will be infiltrating Thebes to neutralize Gunray, 
improvising as they go," Brumel pressed on. 


"We have an ace up our sleeves though," Sod Gert interrupted. "A 
pirate by the name of Nym." 


"That's a name | know," Boba remarked under his breath, recalling 
tales about the famous pirate. A pirate that primarially targeted the 
Trade Federation. Though, he did team up with Sol Sixxa at some 
point, the same one standing in this room. But had that happened 

before or after the Battle of Naboo? 


The bounty hunter found timetraveling to be an increasingly 
confusing situation. 


"We caught him while we were scouting Naboo's current situation, 
and found his crew ransacking a Federation convoy," Cifo remarked 
with a smirk. "He hates the Trade Federation as much as any of us, 
and is surprisingly competent as a leader, for a brute." 


Vader let the silence come over the air, making everyone wondering 
if he was letting the tension build or simply pondering the situation. 
"We have three fronts, and three generals. If the Gungan Army 
aides us, this Nym may be the best suited for this task. If not, | will 
need to take the field.” 


"You think you can take on a thousand and more droids?" Brumel 
questioned. 


"Yes," Vader answered without hesitation, making everyone pause 
to take that one in. None of them doubted it, not after what they had 
seen and heard of this man. 


"What about you?" Sixxa asked, his gaze resting on Boba. 


"Seismic charges," Boba answered flatly, causing all except for the 
Queen to look surprised, who merely looked confused. "Me and my 
ship can level the space battle, maybe even take out one of the 
freighters. If your pilots are careful." 


“Thank you for the warning, I'll be sure they all are aware," Sod Gert 
said, sagging in relief. 


"Vader, | take it you will be aiding the third group, if Nym is with the 
army?" Sixxa guessed. 


The dark Lord nodded. "Gunray is a coward, and he has grown 
paranoid. Even with an army marching against him, he may choose 
to keep many of his forces at Thebes for his own protection," he 
reasoned, knowing the logic was sound. 


"In short, our final plans revolve around if this army of Gungans is 
real, and willing to help us," Sixxa acknowledged. "It can work 
without them, but..." 


"In war, there is no such thing as having too many advantages," 
Vader agreed. "However, it is best to be prepared for if and when 
this plan fails." 


"What are you suggesting?” the Queen asked, raising a refined 
brow. 


"If the battle in orbit becomes unsalvageable, the goal should shift to 
destroying the first Lucrehulk, then distracting their Starfighters, to 
prevent them from gaining air superiority. Boba Fett will be able to 
assist with either of the other operations if so," Vader explained. "If 
Gunray escapes or is otherwise unobtainable, we may be needed to 
extract the infiltration team. | can assist either of the other fronts, 


leaving Gunray defenseless by the end." 


"And if the battle with the Droid Army fails on its own?" Sod 
questioned with a scowl. 


"It doesn't matter," Boba Fett answered simply. "That is mostly a 
distraction. If even one of the two other operations are a success, 
then the Droid Army will become a non-issue." 


"He's not wrong,” Sol Sixxa remarked, looking deep in thought. "You 
should go with the Queen in either case, Vader." 


The Dark Lord said nothing, merely turned to glance at the Mere. 


"| saw what you did against the Jedi Temple, we all did," Sixxa 
remarked. "If we pull a majority of the Droid Army away from the 
city, there is still a chance Gunray will call them back once he 
realizes that he has enemies in the city. But if they try to return to 
the city, andyou're already there, they'll likely have to face you head 
on," he explained with a smirk. "I imagine that you could deal with 
them quicker if they were all coming in from one direction." 


"It would simplify matters," Vader conceded. He didn't fear this 
meager army of droids, but while he detested the Jedi's limiting their 
actions, he did agree that this endeavor would mean more if Padme 
and her allies were putting their full efforts into it instead of merely 
relying on his own powers to save them. 


"Then | believe that is all we need to discuss for now," Brumel said, 
glancing around. "Unless there is another matter any of you feel the 
need to address." 


None spoke up, leaving the room silent sans the ever present 
breathing of Vader. 


"We will depart for Naboo in six hours," Sol Sixxa finished with a nod 
before leaving. 


Slowly, others followed suit until it was just Vader, Padme, her body 
double, Panaka, and Boba. The bounty hunter, despite not knowing 
Vader's interest in the monarch of Naboo, read the room and left 
with a nod to Vader. 


There was a long silence after the door slid shut before Vader 
turned his gaze completely onto Padme. "| see my advice was 
beneficial.” 


Padme almost smirked but nodded instead. "And | see you've 
managed to repair yourself," she noted as she observed him. 


He wasn't much different than when she first saw him. The dark 
mask was restored, his black cape hung about him like a shadow, 
and none of his machinery was visible. However, she noted that he 
had modified, perhaps upgraded his suit to some extent. His 
forearms and hands, rather than just covered by gloves, had armor 
on them. The control box on the front was replaced, now being 
smaller and covered by another layer to prevent someone from 
tampering with his suit mid-combat. 


Perhaps there was more, or more to come, but that was what 
Padme noticed. 


"| trust you were not forced to barter too much for their aide?" Vader 
inquired, breaking her out of her thoughts. 


"Less than | expected. Most are in this just to fight against the Trade 
Federation. Though, | imagine | shall be expected to return the favor 
in their overall quest against the Trade Federation," Padme 
remarked. "Or my successors will, in any case." 


"That is the nature of most alliances, mutually assuring one 
another's objectives," Vader comment before changing the subject. 
"Did anything of importance happen on Coruscant after | left?" 


"You mean besides the media frenzying over in attempts to explain 
that disaster?" Padme asked rhetorically. "No, nothing | am aware 
of. Shmi went to the Jedi Temple, after they offered to remove the 
bomb in her neck," Padme said, suppressing the discomfort the 
entire concept caused her. Slavery was bad enough, but with 
explosive devices in them to ensure obedience? "I believe there 
were implications from Qui-Gon Jinn that he would find a place for 
her if | was... unable to help her further." 


If she died and failed to liberate her planet, obviously. 


Vader was internally relieved by that, to some extent. He was sure 
his other self would appreciate another few days with his mother. 
Assuming the Jedi allowed them to meet in the temple. 


"Everyone, myself included, is trying to determine what and who 
Palpatine really was," Padme answered simply, frowning at the 
thought. "But my instincts tell me he was not the only one 
manipulating things." 


Vader narrowed his gaze behind his mask. Was she accusing him or 
had she figured something out...? 


"Palpatine was twenty-two when the Trade Federation's involvement 
in Naboo began. | know that, because when he was appointed as 
Senator, | always thought it was curious how Palpatine had stayed 
in public service far longer than most did, until he was twenty-five," 
Padme commented. "Which would imply that either Palpatine 
somehow took control of the Trade Federation between then and 
now, or... someone else was controlling it before him," Padme 
reasoned. "I take it that Siths, like Jedi, normally have a unit of a 
teacher and a student?" 


Vader almost smiled as he listened to Padme's clever mind work. 
He doubted any Jedi would have pieced that together, not yet at 
least. It was something that a native of Naboo would have worked 
out more easily. Still... 


"Careful, Your Highness," he cautioned. "That is a rancor you are 
not ready to awaken." 


Padme's eyes widened minutely. "So, Palpatine was the student, 
and the teacher still lives." 


Vader's warning stare had a physical presence to her, prompting 
Padme to nod slowly. 


"| will let that matter lie for now. Naboo can't handle another 
disaster, especially after this," Padme said reluctantly, changing the 
subject. "Your ally is a Mandalorian." 


"And a bounty hunter," Vader confirmed. 


Panaka frowned at that. "Can he be trusted?" 


"For this endeavor, yes," Vader assured vaguely, knowing he 
couldn't reveal too much. "He has an invested interest in my plans. 
He has no intention or inclination to side against us." 


"Your plans," Padme remarked. "I don't suppose you'd be willing to 
share those?" 


"One matter at a time, Your Highness. | will be willing to speak of 
such things when the Trade Federation is expelled from your 
planet," Vader answered in compromise. 


"Fair enough," Padme agreed. She already had enough on her mind 
with the coming battle. "| suppose | should be saying thank you." 


Vader's head tilted ever so slightly to indicate his confusion. 


"As much as | hate how many people suffered and died as a result 
of your conflict with Palpatine, | dread to imagine someone like that 
in the office of the Supreme Chancellor," she said with a sigh. 


Vader elected to remain silent on that topic. 


Still, that ultimately was something he'd have to give thought to: 
With Sidious dead, who would be Supreme Chancellor? 


But that could wait until this skirmish was done. Because after all the 
years of war he had seen, that was all the Battle of Naboo felt like to 
him in comparison. A skirmish. 


End of Chapter 


There we go, and we are almost to the end. Yes, it was Boba Fett, 
he came back in time with Vader. And, as an interesting twist, he's 
not thrilled with the prospect. He's making the most of it, but its kind 
of fun writing someone that isn't just not happy about timetravel, he's 
also a good way to point out how confusing it would be to remember 
things that amount to "wait, when did that happen? Has it happened 
already or not?" 


And yeah, the first Acclamator's were being designed and 


everything back in 32 BBY, so a proto-type seemed fairly 
reasonable. And yeah, Nym is here, just not on-screen yet. And, due 
to butterflies, the situation on Naboo isn't as good as canon, as 
Gunray kept three Lucrehulks in orbit instead of just one. I'd say he's 
paranoid, but its kind of warranted. 


The Anti-Federation group has, basically, a better version of the plan 
from canon. And their discussing the plans, and the contingencies, 
is also an acknowledgment that | could put Vader and Boba in any 
of the three fronts, along with Nym filling in the final spot. They're all 
veteran badasses, enough said. 


Oh, yeah, and Sidious's storm killed a million people at least. Yeah, 
we all knew Sidious was going out with a bodycount after unleashing 
that storm. 


Anyway, that's about it for now. Hope you all enjoyed it! 


PS Also, for the record, someone posted this fic on Wattpad without 
permission. 


p atreon. com (slash) akumakami64 


Chapter 29 


Darth Vader: Hero of Naboo 

Disclaimer: | don't own Star Wars. 

AN Hope everyone is having a good start to 2022 
Things were not going well for Nute Gunray. 


Darth Sidious hadn't made contact with him recently, nor was he 
answering any of Gunray's own attempts. And that was the problem. 


"| thought I told you! All communication from outside Naboo is 
supposed to be cut off for the time being!" Gunray reminded sternly. 


"We have, Sir, we have," Captain Daultay Dofine answered via a 
hologram. "Some of our officers have found ways to pick up 
transmissions. Personal relays or hacking the transmitter. They are 
scared and wanting to know what is going on." 


Gunray blustered to himself. "We should have just brought droids for 
this operation," he muttered. 


Dofine watched him carefully. "Sir, there is talk of some disaster on 
Coruscant-" 


"| have no desire to converse of these conspiracy theories!" Gunray 
denied forcefully. 


Dofine paused, letting the director calm himself some. "I only wanted 
to know if Lott Dod is still well." 


Gunray paused. Yes, that was an important question. Did they still 
have their representative in the Senate to manipulate things to the 
Trade Federation's desire? "| have received no word from him. | am 
sure there is a senate session currently in progress." 


"Of course, Viceroy," Dofine accepted neutrally. "I will do my best to 
end all attempts to break the communication blackout." 


With that, the hologram flickered off. 
"This cannot continue forever." 


Gunray leveled his ire on Rune Haako, his right hand in this mess. 
"Obviously. If too many hear that a disaster has befallen Coruscant, 
our officers may begin to question why we're bothering to hold this 
blockade." 


Rune tilted his head. "We both know that's not why you're really 
taking these measures." 


Gunray stiffened, practically shriveling into himself a bit. There were 
moments when he forgot that Rune was fully aware that they were 
working with Darth Sidious, a Sith Lord, and all the plots that were 
intertwined with such a person. "Are you any more willing to risk his 
wrath?" he countered in a cold voice. Not of anger, but of fear. 


His fellow Neimoidian shared his expression and shook his head. 
"No, no | am not. If he's alive." 


Gunray all but leered at him now. "Do you really believe a fluke 
storm would be enough to do in someone like that? No, Sidious is 
alive," he insisted, for he could not believe that man was truly dead. 
He had felt the Sith's power, felt the man reach across time and 
space to strangle his throat when they first conversed. He had seen 
Sidious's schemes come to fruition, leading to the Neimoidians 
monopolizing control of the Trade Federation, with Gunray himself 
as its leader. 


No, Sidious was too skilled a schemer to be dead now. 


"If he has abandoned us to rot then?" Rune countered. "The 
previous administration didn't exactly have a peaceful end.” 


Yes, the Eriadu Summit. How Gunray found himself leading the 
Trade Federation. He had no idea what was going to happen at that 
time, but finding all rivals to his power removed made it obvious who 
was truly behind that little incident. "He has complete control of the 
Trade Federation through us," Gunray countered. "Replacing us 
would gain him nothing." 


"Sir, | Know it is not something you wish to entertain, but have you 
considered that this was his objective?" Rune stated with a worried 
tone. At Gunray's confused look, he elaborated. "That this has been 
all nothing more than a ploy to destroy the Trade Federation from 
the inside?" 


"... No, no, that couldn't be true," Gunray said, almost sounding 
unconvinced himself. "Enough of this. We shall continue to wait for a 
message from Sidious, or until we receive the queen." 


Rune didn't object to that, despite looking disappointed. 


"In the meantime, we must deal with more present concerns," 
Gunray shifted the topic. "How goes the situation with these 
Gungans?" 


"| met with a messenger in the fields outside their swamps," Rune 
explained, accepting the change in subject. "They have no desire to 
fight us for the time. They have a great distaste for the Naboo. | 
think us not being humans actually made them more receptive to our 
terms." 


Gunray nodded in understanding. Humans were the most populous 
species in the galaxy, with many near-humans subspecies. Just as 
there was a sense of human-centrism among the race, there was 
some wariness about humans in general among the other races of 
the stars. Something that the Trade Federation had exploited on 
several occasions. 


"And what was said, exactly?" Gunray pressed. 


"They are primitive, but they are not unaware. They know, to some 
extent, what us taking possession of the planet would mean for their 
swamps,” Rune stated. "They found it agreeable to aid us against 
the resistance, and in securing the Queen if she should return. If 
they are promised assistance in relocating to one of Naboo's moon, 
Ohma-D'um." 


"Hmm. We have no interest in Naboo's moons. That would be a 
cheap price to pay towards ending this debacle," Gunray mused, 
nodding to himself. 


"Are you certain, Viceroy? We may find valuable resources on that 
moon," Rune reminded carefully. 


"Yes, but a moon will much be easier to deal with than an entire 
planet," Gunray all but spat out. "Just see it done, Rune." 


Rune stepped back a bit before nodding in acceptance. "As you say, 
Viceroy." 


Gunray grumbled to himself in displeasure as he sat on the throne of 
Naboo, the room empty save a group of B1 Battle Droids and three 
Droidikas, his own personal protection. 


He may bluster and complain, but he knew perfectly well why he had 
brought along other living officers besides himself and Rune: he had 
been afraid. Afraid that, with only droids, it would be easy, too easy 
for all blame of any failure to fall on him. Not just blame from 
Sidious, but the Trade Federation turning on him was a true 
concern. Rune would not speak in his defense, he knew. All Rune 
had to do was let him fall and the Trade Federation could find itself 
with Rune as the new Viceroy. 


But with others as part of this operation, it made shifting blame a 
viable plan if this occupation failed completely. In theory at least. 


Still, while he didn't have the same doubts as Rune, he was troubled 
by resent events. Surveillance recordings from the time of the 
Queen's escape showed an unknown party had aided the Queen to 
freedom. It was like a Jedi, but dark clad and wielding a red 
lightsaber. A color more commonly associated with the Sith, with 
Sidious's order, than with any of the Jedi. 


Oh yes, he knew of the Sith, even before contact with Sidious. Many 
of the wealthiest Neimoidian families retained histories and records 
that the Jedi were never able to wipe out. For the Neimoidians were 
a fearful race, and his ancestors believed that such things should 
not be forgotten, lest they sneak up on them when they least expect 
it. Neimoidia, amazingly, had been spared of much tragedy from the 
ancient wars of the Sith against the Republic and Jedi. 


Yet now, it would appear that there might be another element at 


play, a rival striking at Sidious. The thought made Gunray shiver. 
This new Sith had been in the same building as him the day the 
queen escaped. If the Sith deigned to, Gunray imaged he could 
have easily freed the Queen while himself and Rune were with her, 
slaying them both. A terrifying thought. Not to mention the number of 
defeated battle droids, along with two AATs destroyed. 


But that was not enough to make Nute Gunray fear this new enemy 
more than Sidious. For the Sith Lord that Gunray knew had 
dispatched his own servant to hunt down the queen. 


That meeting was still fresh in his mind... 
Flashback 
"What has happened, Gunray?" 


Gunray made a successful effort not to cower before the cold 
displeasure in Darth Sidious's tone. Himself and Rune were seated 
at a conference table aboard their flagship, with Sidious attending 
via a hologram. But Gunray knew very well that the vast distance 
between stars would not keep him safe from Sidious's ire. 


"My Lord, the Queen has vanished," Gunray answered, bowing his 
head in apology. "A Naboo cruiser got past the blockade." 


The Dark Lord didn't even bother to ask if the treaty was signed. 
They both knew if it was, Gunray would have leapt forth to assure 
Sidious of that boon. "Vanished, or set free?" Sidious asked sharply. 


Gunray felt his skin crawling in fear. It was like Sidious already knew 
what the Viceroy had to report. "The feed of the incident shows that 
there is an unknown party. A black figure with a mask. | would 
assume him to be another Jedi, but-" 


"A red lightsaber, no doubt," Sidious interrupted with a sneer. 


Gunray nodded slowly, feeling his throat clenching as he struggled 
to find words to voice his questions and his concerns. "! fear that... 
this foe, and the Jedi, may be beyond the power of our droids, even 
if we could locate them." 


Sidious paused, and it was a horrible silence that Gunray found 
himself in, before Sidious did something truly terrifying. He smirked, 
as if amused. "So, the Jedi live? How interesting." 


Gunray knew that the Sith Lord was still quite wrathful. But that 
information at least distracted him. 


"The queen will be returned, and the treaty signed," Sidious said 
with finality, as another figure appeared in the hologram. A cloaked 
zabrak. "My apprentice, Darth Maul, will deal with this... interloper." 


With those ominous words, Sidious grew silent as his hologram 
faded... 


Flashback End 


Gunray had long known that Sidious had a... secret agent, of sorts. 
An assassin that would deal with matters that threatened his plans 
with brutal efficiency. That had been made abundantly clear with the 
deaths of Hath Monchar and Mahwi Lihnn. 


There were only three in Gunray's inner circle, three Neimoidians 
that knew of the dealings with the Sith. Two were Rune and Dofine. 
The third had been Hath, his deputy Viceroy, and the only one 
foolish or greedy enough to betray them and attempt to sell secrets 
of their plans for Naboo. Naturally, Gunray attempted to keep this 
matter under wraps by having the traitor silenced by a reliable 
bounty hunter, a human female name Mahwi. 


Both had been killed, and Sidious had more or less confirmed that it 
was done by his own means. Gunray took it as a good sign that he 
learned this assassin's identity without a death sentence on himself. 


All the more reason why Gunray was not quick to betray the Dark 
Lord, or doubt his power. If he could have Monchar dealt with, 
without a single lead or hint to go on, what hope did Gunray have 
against the long arm of Sidious? The man had great sway over the 
Senate. A place wherein they had been able to bribe or stall their 
way to success many times, but how easily could the Sith Lord turn 
that against them? Even that terrified Gunray; that the Sith Lord 
might abandon them, turn the corruption of the republic against them 


in full, and leave them without a leg to stand on. For who would 
believe cowardly, sleazy Neimoidians when they croak out tales of a 
mighty Sith Lord forcing their hands to work for him? A man whose 
identity Gunray didn't know, and so would have one more reason 
not to be believed. 


No, no, Gunray ran a hand over the molted skin of his forehead, and 
calmed himself. 


More likely, this enemy of Sidious had caused some minor problems 
on Coruscant, something that would keep Sidious and his agents 
from contacting Naboo. Gunray just had to wait, just had to finish 
putting this planet into submission, making the post-treaty works 
easier. 


Not to mention, the planet itself was an insurance of sorts. Given the 
character of the Queen, he had no doubt that the suffering of her 
people would eventually bring her back here. Even without the Sith 
Lord's intervention, it was all but guaranteed that the Senate would 
be of little help to Queen Amidala. So, what else could she do, but 
return here? 


And, on the bright side, Naboo was not a hard planet to hold. Its 
population was relatively small, just over a billion humans. Most of 
their cities were more built around aesthetics than defenses. They 
had no standing army, favoring diplomacy over all else, and their 
people were peaceful enough that a police force and guards were all 
that were needed to handle the enforcement of laws 


If not for the billions of Gungans lurking in the swamps and waters, 
Gunray would have seen the sheer amount of droids he brought to 
the planet as excessive. But he was willing to make deals with them 
if it meant making this situation easier. 


He shook his head, realizing he was thinking in circles now. That 
was the problem with being a Neimoidian; with nothing to do, and 
nothing he could do in a stressful situation, his anxieties and 
paranoia could truly consume him. 


What he wouldn't give for some delicious Mulch mold right now. 


"Viceroy." 


Nute Gunray turned his attention to the entrance, finding a b1- 
battledroid entering. That was... interesting. There were only a few 
reasons why a droid might be reporting to him instead of Rune. 
"Yes, what is it?" he demanded with a frown. 


"We have captured a member of the resistance,” the battle droid 
answered. 


"And?" Nute all but spat. "Just put him with the others." 


"He says he has information about the resistance, and the queen," 
the battle droid elaborated, Nute half-way leaping from his seat from 
that news alone. "He states that he desires to make a deal." 


Gunray smirked. "Bring him to me," he ordered, getting a salute 
before the droid left. It could be a lie, he Knew, some fool trying to 
con his way into getting out of imprisonment, but if it was true? "May 
my problems be at an end," he murmured. 


Minutes later, a human was walked into the room, being escorted by 
three droids. The man's hands were restrained in front of him. He 
looked fairly normal to Gunray, for a human. But then, most humans 
looked similar to most Neimoidians. 


"Greetings," Gunray said with thinly veiled insincerity as he rose 
from his seat, hands clasped behind his back. "| am Nute Gunray, 
and you would be...?" 


"Tor Zastall, Viceroy," the human answered neutrally. "I wish to 
make a deal." 


"So | was told, Tor Zastall," Gunray rebutted firmly as he eyed the 
human. Faces might be bland, but Gunray rarely forgot a name. 
"Tell me what this information is, and | will consider this deal." 


"The location of the Queen, and the resistance hideouts you still 
haven't found," Tor answered honestly. "In exchange, | want the 
safe return of my sister, and safe passage off Naboo." 


That was it? Aptitudes for diplomacy and haggling clearly were not 


always related. "That can be arranged. If this information is true." 


Tor smirked, just a small bit. "| had a projector on me, your droid 
here took it," he said, nodding to the tactical droid. "It'll show you a 
map to everyone, except the queen. Obviously | kept that one to 
myself. Would you like to see, as a... faith payment?" 


Gunray was almost amused. This Tor Zastall might be horrible at 
bargaining, but he was shrewd enough to not give away the prize 
without insurance. "Droids, the device? Is it as he says?" Gunray 
ordered. 


"Yes, sir. It appears to be just an ordinary hologram projector," the 
droid answered, holding up the circular device. "It has no explosive 
functions we can see." 


Good. The droids weren't always the smartest of Als, but certain 
precautions were inbuilt. "Activate it," Gunray ordered from across 
the room. Just in case. 


The droid obeyed, a blue image shimmering to life, prompting 
Gunray to cautiously approach. "Sir, this location is unknown," the 
droid stated as it observed the information. 


"Where is this, Tor Zastall?" Gunray asked with a frown as he 
peered at the display, finding it peculiar. 


"Some place called Mos Espa," Tor answered neutrally. 


"Hmm. | was not aware that Naboo possessed any deserts," Gunray 
remarked, stroking his chin in thought. 


*Kuuuuuuh Kerrr* 


The ominous breathing gave the Viceroy only an instant of warning 
before the image flickered, replaced by a dark figure. 


"It does not, Nute Gunray," Darth Vader said pointedly. 


Nute Gunray stepped back in shock, glaring briefly at the rather 
smug Tor Zastall before addressing the Sith Lord. "| suppose you 
are the one | am truly negotiating with, Darth...?" 


"Vader," the Sith Lord answered, his voice making the room colder 
even from a great distance. "And | am not here to barter with the 
likes of you." 


"Than what is this? Some blusterous threat?" Gunray challenged. 


"An offer. One that | would not give if this were my decision alone to 
make," Vader stated condescendingly. 


Gunray was about to question just whose decision it was to make 
before the Sith Lord stood to the side, disappearing as another 
figure took his place. 


One that wasn't hard to identify in her ornate clothing: The Queen of 
Naboo. 


"Ahh, Queen Amidala. | don't suppose that you are here to sign the 
treaty?" Gunray asked with hollow pleasantries. 


"Viceroy Nute Gunray of the Trade Federation,” the queen 
addressed formally. "In spite of your many crimes against my planet, 
| am here to offer you a chance to surrender and leave Naboo 
unharmed. If you refuse, we will end this occupation by force." 


"How bold of you to assume you could manage such a thing," 
Gunray spat, but eyed her pointedly. "But if you believe you could 
best our droids, why make such an offer?" 


"It has come to my attention that we have both been played by and 
become victims of another power," she said sternly, staring 
pointedly at the neimoidian. "Darth Sidious." 


Gunray could feel himself paling, his lungs working rapidly in 
response to his growing fear. "I fear that your life may be forfeit, 
knowing that name," Gunray warned in honest sympathy. Killing the 
queen was not unappealing, but the mercies of Sidious was not a 
fate he'd wish on just anyone. 


"You may have been right, in another time," she responded, tone 
softening ever so slightly. "Viceroy, Darth Sidious is dead." 


"And how would you know that? Did your own Sith claim to have 


killed him?" Gunray asked, not believing it still. 


"You would know if you had not blocked your communications," the 
Queen stated simply. "| do not believe you understand the extent of 
the treachery involved in this." 


"Just how do you imagine that?" Gunray questioned with a frown. 
"Darth Sidious was Sheev Palpatine." 


Gunray stilled. That was preposterous. The senator of Naboo, aiding 
them against his own planet? And yet... Gunray's mind wandered. 
Palpatine had a very average career at best as a senator. He knew, 
because he had asked Lott Dod for information on the man before 
this operation had begun. He flew very under the radar and had only 
gained his position after... the death of his predecessor. 


Palpatine was about the same age and size to be Sidious, and being 
the senator meant he'd be on Coruscant and thus not at risk during 
the occupation. The man would have the perfect cover to hide all his 
secret connections. 


But still, selling out his own planet? Gunray would consider doing it 
for less, but Neimoidians had little to no love for Neimoidia. Humans 
were often overly attached to their birth worlds if anything. Yet it 
certainly fit what he knew of Sidious, little as that was. 


However... 


"Your offer is too poor, Queen Amidala," Gunray stated with a glare. 
"If Darth Sidious is alive, death will be the least | fear for betraying 
him. But if he is dead?" he paused, clenching his fist. "If that is true, 
then | have invested far too much in this operation to end now. And 
my only recourse would be to ensure that you sign this treaty." 


"Viceroy-!" 


"If you refuse, it will be your people that suffer," Gunray promised. "If 
| must burn Theed to the ground to do so, then so be it." 


There was a brief silence, the queen's eyes wide in shock. "Does 
your greed know no bounds, Nute Gunray?" 


Gunray refused to answer that. 


"lf that is your answer, then very well. This matter will be settled by 
less civilized means," the Queen stated in finality before stepping 
away. 


Darth Vader reappeared, and it took all Gunray had not to flinch. 
Even without seeing his face, it was obvious that he had just earned 
this entity's ire. He stared, waiting for the Sith to say or do 
something, anything that would disrupt that nerve-wracking 
breathing. 


"Unlike the Queen, Gunray, | will take great joy in this. Just as | did 
in killing your master," Vader promised ominously. 


The hologram flickered away, leaving the room in silence. 
"| refuse to believe it," Gunray muttered to himself. 
"Reality doesn't care if you believe it." 


He turned his glare to Tor Zastall, who was still rather smug. "There 
is a Saying among some cultures: Don't shoot the messenger,” 
Gunray said pointedly. "Is there any reason | should honor that 
sentiment?" 


"Oh, | Know you will," Tor said with a smirk. "After all, if you kill me, 
you can't try and force the information out of me." 


Gunray felt like he might bloat and implode with rage. "Take him 
away! Secure him with the other prisoners!" he ordered. 


"Yes, Sir!" the droid answered, nodding to the other droids who 
turned to lead the human away. The tactical droid remained, 
however, holding up the projector. "But what should | do with this?" 


"Forget about that!" Gunray snapped, slapping it out of the droids 
hand. "Just go! Leave me in peace!" 


"Yes, Sir, but | have also just received an urgent report," the B1 
droid informed. 


Gunray sighed heavily, almost dreading this. "What now?" 


"The Settlement Officer has returned. He is badly wounded and 
receiving medical treatment." 


Gunray stopped, feeling his body grow numb as he failed to process 
that news. "Rune was injured?" he repeated hesitantly. 


The droid nodded dutifully. "Yes, Sir. It appears that he was 
attacked by the primitives." 


Gunray felt ice and rage in himself all at once. Rune would throw 
him under the speeder, but he would be the last Neimoidian to do 
so. And that meant something among their kind, where friend meant 
least-likely to betray. "Mobilize the droids! Ready them to be 
deployed near the swamp! If these creatures wish for violence, we 
shall generously trade our own with them!" 


"Yes, Sir!" the droid saluted. 


Gunray seethed to himself, pondering not for the first time when 
everything went so wrong. 


Meanwhile 

"We shall generously trade our own with them!" 

"Gunray has taken the bait," Vader answered, pocketing the device 
as they stared out at the edge of the swamp, gazing over the field 


where the battle will take place. 


"Making a projector function as an audial receiver even when it's 
turned off. Clever," Padme acknowledged, wearing her less 
restrictive clothing. "Do you think there was ever a chance that 
Gunray would have taken that offer?" 


"If so, he would have sued for peace himself," Vader countered 
knowingly. 


“Then what was the point in making it?" Padme questioned idly. 


"| felt it best to know where the Viceroy's mind is. Fear of Sidious, or 


fear of failure?" Vader explained. "Even in death, Sidious still 
plagues us." 


"What did Sidious do, to instill such fear and loyalty in him?" Padme 
asked, shaking her head with a sigh. 


"Imagine all the mystery and powers of a Jedi Master," Vader stated 
calmly. "Now imagine that used against you by the most corrupt and 
heartless being you can fathom." 


Padme pondered that for a moment. "I'd almost pity him, if his 
cowardly greed was not what led to the suffering of my planet,” 
Padme said coldly. 


Vader glanced to the Queen, and try though she might to hide it, he 
could see the trembling in her hand. Had she been this worried in 
the last timeline? Would he have noticed, so young and marveling at 
how green Naboo was at the time? Or had she just been able to 
hide it so well? 


If so, it said something that she let him see it, even if unintentionally. 
Her trembling ceased as he placed a hand on her shoulder. 


And he realized how blind she made him, even now. It was not fear 
that made her tremble. No, that was there, but it was not what shook 
in her bones. That was something else. Something he knew very, 
very well... 


"To be angry is to be human, Amidala," Vader said in understanding. 


Padme almost smiled at that. "Is that a Sith sentiment?" she asked 
with some empty yet appreciative humor. 


"No. Just the words of someone very wise." 
End of Chapter 


| had no plans to make this a Nute Gunray chapter, ubt I'm glad that 
| did. Gives me a chance to show the state of mind the Viceroy is in- 
which is to say, paranoid to the max. Which goes to show the grip 
Sidious had over people. Keep in mind, even in canon Gunray had 


no idea that Plagueis existed, and believed Sidious was always the 
top-sith. 


Still, changes to the timeline have made Gunray more afraid, and 
even considers allying with the Gungans to deal with this mess. 
Meanwhile Vader reminds us all he's a wizard with tech, and rigged 
the projector to work as a way to spy on Gunray. And he has a 
moment with Padme. Yes, he is quotes EP2 Padme to EP1 Padme. 
XP 


That's about it for this chapter. While it's not THE Calm Before the 
Storm, its deinitely Gunray's. Anyway, next chapter, shit hits the fan 
for the Federation. 
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Chapter 30 


Darth Vader: Hero of Naboo 
Disclaimer: | don't own Star Wars. 


PLEASE READ: In regards to my pat-reon, I've started it so that 
future chapters of certain stories can be veiwed 1-2 months in 
advance before they arrive here, including this one. 


Or more bluntly, chapters 31-32 are already up on my pat-reon. 
No, this isn't a paywall, this just means that these stories will 
get updates more regularly every month. All chapters get 
posted here. 


"Are you sure we can trust that Gungan of hers?" Sol Sixxa asked, 
walking alongside Vader as they made their way through a bustling 
host of soldiers within the forest. It was mainly Gungans, with their 
own Anti-Federation troops as well: Humans and Meres for the most 
part. Most of the Vulptereens were still in space, being the best 
pilots of the Anti-Federationists. 


"You refer to Jar Jar Binks," Vader noted neutrally, keeping an extra 
sense on the nearest pile of Gungan bombs. He had no desire to 
test how his upgraded, insulated cybernetics faired against those at 
the moment. Against most normal electric-based weaponry, he'd be 
fine. But Boomas were plasma-based and had other properties. 
They worked on General Grievous, so Vader took that as a reason 
to not assume himself immune to them. 


"That blasted fool nearly died five times the first day on the 
Clamator," Sol retorted in annoyance, looking over to see one of his 
fellow Meres instructing the Gungans on some of the weak points on 
a droid. The head was obvious, but several other points could 
quickly take a droid out of commission; Federation cheapness at its 
finest. Where to hit the tanks, now that was trickier. 


"Yet he did not," Vader reminded meaningfully. 


The amphibious humanoid eyed the Sith Lord and came to a halt. "If 
there's something important about him, I'd like to know it before we 
get into the thick of it," Sol stated pointedly. 


Vader stopped as well, turning to the rebel. "Jar Jar Binks is a 
very... fortunate individual," he said in a deliberately vague manner. 


"You mean he's lucky?" Sol asked skeptically. "| thought you Force- 
Types didn't believe in stuff like that?" 


"He somehow survived getting lost on Coruscant and encountered 
at least two other Sith Lords in the same standard day, and one 
assisted him in finding his way back to the Queen," Vader stated 
bluntly. 


Sol stared for a moment, looking just a bit unnerved. "Did one of 
those two cause the storm?" he asked carefully. 


"Indeed. It is almost as if he is so incompetent that he becomes 
competent by pure accident," Vader stated in complete seriousness. 
While he was stretching it a bit in regards to this timeline, he was 
convinced some aspect of the Force kept an eye on the Gungan 
because Jar Jar Binks had, somehow, survived the Emperor's rise 
to power. He had expected the Gungan to wind up dead within the 
month after the rise of the Empire, but no, Sidious deliberately let 
the annoying Gungan live... for no apparent reason. It bothered 
Vader more than it should. 


Both Sol and Vader looked over to see Jar Jar trying to mount a 
Kaadu... and somehow, he ended up sitting on it backward. "Oh 
no," Jar Jar moaned, trying to turn around before gracelessly falling 
off. 


"Luck it is then," Sol accepted, knowing better than to question some 
quirks of the galaxy. "The droid army may be efficient in mobilizing, 
but it will still need time to get here." 


"Will that be enough for your scheme?" Vader asked, his stare 
intense despite the mask blocking his eyes. 


"It should be. These droids aren't that smart. Honestly, if we had a 


bit more time, I'd try lining the entire hill with explosives," Sol stated 
with a gurgling sound, his kind's version of a hum, before taking a 
step closer to Vader. 


Vader was almost impressed by the Mere's lack of fear. 


"The Queen and the Duke want Gunray alive. For good reason, | 
know," Sol said lowly. "But Gunray is better dead than free." 


"Agreed," Vader answered, glancing to the side as she saw Padme 
discussing something with Gungans and humans alike. "I can sense 
your feelings, Sol.” 


The mere tensed, stepping back a bit. "So, those stories about Jedi 
are true as well," he said uneasily. 


"You believe she is too weak for this," Vader stated bluntly. 


"Too soft," Sol corrected meaningfully. "Gunray is weak. She's 
strong, coming back here proves that. She's just too... idealistic." 


"lam surprised you see a distinction,” Vader noted idly. "Gunray will 
leave this planet a captive or a corpse." 


Sol gave a small, dark smirk. "Glad we are in agreement." 
"Darka Vadal" 


Both glanced to see the approach of Boss Nass, prompting Sol to 
politely leave as the Gungan leader approached the Sith. Vader 
offered no reply, simply staring at Nass with what patience he could 
muster. 


"Jar Jar Binks tellen mesa that yous be berry bombad warrior, 
maken machineek boss a fraidee frog. That yousa like a Jedi, but 
not," Nass stated, sizing up the dark warrior. 


"Is there a question?" Vader inquired coldly, the air becoming frigid 
in his presence. Other Gungans shivered and moved away from the 
physical and spiritual chill, but not Boss Nass. Only he kept his 
composure. 


"Jedi mesa hear notta interfere mui. Day, um, peacamaken, deal- 
speaken. So why yousa hair?" Nass asked with a loud hum. 


"lam a Sith," Vader answered bluntly. "And | am here because | 
desire to be." 


The Gungan leader eyed him for a second longer before breaking 
into a boisterous grin. "Meesa just liken to know who wesa fighten 
wid," he said with a nod before moving past the cyborg. 


Vader remained unmoved as Nass walked by him. Vader could 
sense it in the Force, that Nass didn't trust him. That smile was for 
show. It didn't matter much to Vader, so long as Nass wasn't plotting 
to betray them in the midst of battle. And Vader knew the Gungans 
wouldn't. 


He made sure of that. 
Flashback 


Only hours ago, the Gungans had been far less welcoming to them, 
even in comparison to the original timeline. 


After all, Vader didn't remember the Gungans looking this ready to 
attack. Some of the warriors were giving Padme rather nasty looks, 
but they didn't attempt anything, so neither did Vader. 


Another interesting deviation, Padme opted not to hide behind her 
body double when they met Boss Nass. A move Panaka was not 
happy with but he did nothing to stop her. Nor did Vader, but he did 
keep a rather hawkish watch over the area for any attempt on her 
life. 


"Whysa me trusten you any more than the machineek boss?" Boss 
Nass asked, glaring at Amidala with his arms crossed. 


"| know that our people have been often at odds, Your Excellency," 
Padme said firmly. "But surely you know that this is a threat to all 
that call Naboo home?" 


"Yesa. Machineek will bad newsy for swamps, for all world. But 
wesa not fight just for Naboo to keep it," Boss Nass said 


unyieldingly. "Wesa take the moon, and let machineek boss take the 
Naboo." 


Padme narrowed her eyes. Boss Nass was willing to sell out her and 
her people for his own. She couldn't decide if she hated or 
sympathized with him in this moment. Was it possible to do both? 


Vader watched the exchange intently. There was something 
profound about this meeting for him, seeing such a stark difference 
in how events played out. True, there was everything on Coruscant, 
but this was different. This change wasn't something he had a hand 
in; it was a ripple effect from his actions. Gunray offered Boss Nass 
an olive branch this time, so the Gungan leader was even less 
inclined to help the humans of Naboo. A simple act of humility on 
Padme's part wouldn't be enough to sway him now. 


"Whatever deal you have made," Sol Sixxa said suddenly, stepping 
forward. "Is as good as shadow and dust." 


"Who this?" Nass demanded with a frown. 


"One whose planet is lost to the "Machineek Boss" as you call him," 
Sol said before turning to Padme. "Forgive me, Queen, but I've seen 
this too many times to be silent." 


Padme nodded, in understanding and permission. 


Sol turned back to Nass with a cold expression. "You think you're 
getting something out of this. All you will get is time. Time to see the 
Trade Federation betray you. Stab you in the back. Take everything 
that was ever important to you, everything you built, and watch as 
they grind it to paste and sell it for cheap." 


Nass glared at the Mere, looking over the non-human intently as his 
own warriors shared troubled murmurs. 


"Yes," Sol said suddenly, knowingly. "My world is as beautiful as 
yours; More so, perhaps. All of it is beneath the waves. And still, 
despite living in the depths, the Federation took my world." 


"And ours." 


Boss Nass turned to stare incredulously down at the smaller 
creature. "What disa now?" he asked, more curious than annoyed 
this time as the squat being made his way forth. 


"lam a Vulptureen, Boss Nass," Sod Gert greeted with a nod. "My 
world, too, was taken by the Trade Federations. But unlike Sol 
Sixxa, | have no hope to retake my people's home. It is ruined. 
Pollution and desolation rule there now, and | doubt it will ever heal 
from what the Federation has done to it." 


"Yousa say your planets taken. Easy to say. Yoursa say | should not 
believe Machineek boss, but your hooman boss?" Boss Nass 
retorted pointedly. 


"lam not their leader, Boss Nass, | am their ally," Padme denied 
simply. 


The Gungan remained skeptical, leering at them with mistrust and 
near hostility as his warriors looked tensed to strike. 


Sod Gert took a step closer, albeit slowly. "| understand, Boss Nass, 
the urge to mistrust humans. That is how the Federation came to us. 
They promised us prosperity and solidarity against humancentrism. 
We... | was young and foolish," Sod Gert said solemnly. "If you will 
not speak with the Queen of Naboo, | ask you to speak with me. As 
one leader to another, trying to make a place my people might call 
home again." 


Boss Nass studied the small alien for a long moment before 
nodding, croaking orders for his warriors to lower their weapons. 


Padme look to Panaka and noted the tension in his shoulders 
lessening as the Gungans became less hostile. He met her gaze 
before instantly looking just beyond her. She turned and scowled, 
seeing that Vader was no longer watching the event, but staring off 
into the forest, as if in deep thought... or deep concentration. 


End of Flashback 


Sod Gert and Boss Nass had been in a deep, private conversation 
by the time the news arrived that the Federation envoys had 


suddenly tried to attack the Gungan envoys. It had been enough to 
anger the Gungans into siding with them in wanting to throw the 
droids off this world. 


Manipulating on the political stage wasn't always his strong suit, but 
applying it to battle? He could manage to convince a faction to work 
against his enemies, for one battle at least. After all, it was rather 
easy to turn a negotiation into a firefight when a droid's finger 
"malfunctioned" on the trigger. 


He doubted any of his allies besides Padme would object too much 
to his methods this time around. It united the Gungans with their 
side and saved the amphibious natives of Naboo the fate of 
inevitably being turned upon by the Trade Federation. 


And if they did protest, it wasn't Vader's concern. He was an ally to 
this alliance, not a member of it. Still, he'd do everything within his 
power to evade becoming an enemy of Padme's new allies. After all, 
they were surprisingly competent. He wondered whatever happened 
to them in the past timeline. The best guess he could form was that 
they never had this opportunity, a moment they could seize and 
show themselves as a force against the Federation. In the ten years 
between now and the Clone Wars, they likely went their own ways of 
accomplishing their own goals. 


That, or Sidious had their group neutralized in some way. 


Vader almost hummed as he watched the army prepare. His 
understanding of the grand plan his old timeline's versions of 
Sidious and Plagueis created involved a lot of Palpatine smothering 
or eliminating many events that would have set off the powder keg 
too early. Because if it did, that meant Sidious couldn't control the 
war from all sides. 


But Sidious was dead. So even after they won this, how long until 
that bomb went off? How long could the Republic and the Jedi hold 
it all together? 

Not long enough, Vader was sure. Not nearly long enough. 


Meanwhile 


Daulty Dofine was often considered a coward even by his own 
fearful kind. In some ways, that had worked to his advantage. He 
had wormed his way into being a captain through his own groveling 
and brownnosing instead of relying on his family connections. 
Because, being the runt of the brood, he had no desire to owe 
anything to any of his relatives. Because they would collect in 
interest, just as he would in turn. 


But his fears could be conquered in the name of three things: profits, 
self-preservation, and his hatred for his enemies. He had taken 
many risks and made many enemies in his practices, giving 
exploitive fees and overcharging whenever he could, which led to 
the whole incident of Dorvalla. 


Fear did not cripple him from acting; it motivated him- if it was to 
save his own skin, at least. That was why he had always been so 
skeptical about working under this mysterious Sith lord, the cost of 
joining the Viceroy's inner circle. Oh, Dofine was under no delusion 
that Darth Sidious could and would have him killed, Hath had been 
proof of that, but the fear that motivated him to speak against this 
alliance was that his life was very low on the totem pole of concerns 
the Sith had. He'd be cast aside much more easily than he liked to 
think about. Rune was more valuable than himself in the grand 
scheme of things. 


But if there was one thing Dofine hated, it was humans....some 
much more than others. He had a general distaste for all non- 
Neimoidians. The galaxy saw them as cowards, as weak-willed 
creatures, yet they were the ones that commanded the Trade 
Federation! They were the ones that were bringing order to the 
Outer Rim! Clearly, his kind was superior to the foolish, "braver" 
races that polluted the galaxy. 


He could tolerate most other kinds, especially if it was to his own 
gain. But humans? He despised that many of them attempted to 
usurp the powers and influence the Neimoidians had gathered at the 
helm of the Trade Federation; Humancentrism. Just thinking of it left 
a rotten taste in his mouth. If anything, he was jealous. Humanity 
had the luck of being the most distributed creatures in the galaxy, 
breeding like an infestation. Enough to actually apply their 
humancentric desires on most planets. It was part of why he enjoyed 


swindling humans the most, reminding them they were not the 
masters of the galaxy. Perhaps one day, his kind would be though. 


All of this festered within him as he stewed aboard his ship. Despite 
detesting humans, he would admit that they had many good phrases 
for various situations, such as "snapping under stress" or something 
like that. And he was becoming convinced that Gunray had indeed 
snapped under the stress of this operation; or rather, the stress of 
fearing Sidious. 


Some great disaster had befallen Coruscant, something related to a 
storm. There had also been reports of a battle involving the Jedi, but 
none knew who against. Or at least, none knew before Gunray had 
ordered all communications to be cut off. It wasn't a... horrible 
decision, really. Gunray was Viceroy, but he could still be replaced if 
enough of his minions in the upper ranks of the Federation believed 
that Gunray had lost his mind. They were loyal to Gunray, ina 
Neimoidian way, but none of their kind would stay with the captain 
that refused to leave a doomed ship. 


However, Dofine conceded that Gunray wasn't insane for wanting to 
stay. He just feared Sidious more than whatever damage his 
reputation would take. But this "simple operation" had become 
something else. Even now, their droids were mobilizing on the 
planet to fight the non-human natives that the queen that somehow 
rallied to her side. He had all vulture droids on standby, just in case 
the request for air support came in. 


Still, there had been no communication with the Dark Lord. They 
were flying blind. It was time to concede that Sidious was dead, 
incapacitated, or otherwise had abandoned them. That this 
operation had failed. True, they could probably hold the planet, but 
was it really profitable to do so, now that the Naboo and the 
primitives were working together? If Rune wasn't injured and 
unconscious, Dofine would seriously consider a small coup against 
Gunray. 


The only reason he hadn't broached the topic already was that he 
was captain of the Vuutun Palaa . His life was not in any danger up 
here. What hope did these creatures have against a lucrehulk, let 
alone three?" 


"Sir! Incoming craft!" 


Dofine was shaken from his dark thoughts as the alarms blared over 
the command deck. "Naboo ships?" he questioned, wondering why 
they hadn't been alerted beforehand. They were monitoring the 
planet for any signatures of space vessels that weren't their own. 


"Negative, Sir!" a fellow neimoidian informed as the display turned to 
show the void of space. 


Or what should be the void of space. 


"What is that?!" Dofine demanded in surprise, anger, and fear; 
because he was clearly staring at a battleship, one almost half as 
large as a lucrehulk. There weren't supposed to be any ships like 
that involved in this operation. Naboo had only guards, not an army 
or navy! "Where did it come from!?" 


"Unknown, Sir. No clear known markings and they are refusing all of 
our attempts to hail them," the officer answered. "Readings suggest 
they have been traveling at sublight speeds to avoid being detected 
using hyperspace." 


Dofine didn't like this. But the odds were in his favor. This wasn't 
Dorvalla. They had better ships and weapons now. One clunky 
battleship wasn't enough to take on the Federation. 


"The unknown craft's weapons appear to be charging, and 
starfighters are disembarking from it, moving into attack position,” 
the neimoidian reported urgently, looking to Dofine for direction. 
"Orders, Captain?" 


"Send out the vulture droids," Dofine ordered grimly. "And send a 
report to Gunray!" 


After all, the Viceroy should know that they were no longer just 
facing Naboo and its Queen anymore. 


Meanwhile 


OOM-9 deduced that this operation was vital. 


While that could be said for all tasks, the Command Unit's 
programming lead him to believe that eliminating this army of 
organic primitives was a greater priority than simply occupying the 
planet. Why, he was not sure, only that the Viceroy's behavior spoke 
of greater urgency. 


Droids had varying degrees of awareness, but it was strange for 
OOM-9. He had originally been a regular B1 battle droid, just like 
one of the hundred he was commanding; nothing special or 
interesting about him. But they had upgraded him, gave him more 
advanced programming, and a different paint-job. Thus he became 
an Operational Overseer Manager unit, or an OOM for short. 
Obviously the ninth one, hence OOM-9. 


His increased awareness was dedicated to the tactical leadership of 
his fellow droids, along with security protocols that enabled him to 
attempt to adapt to a changing situation. 


OOM-9 dedicated spare subroutines to an unimportant question: 
Why him, instead of the other OOM-9, or one of the organic officers? 
Half of the answer was easy: the Neimoidians were an often a very 
fearful race, and thus his superiors sent out droids as they were 
more expendable and replaceable. But why him, over the other 
OOMs? Part of it was probable to just be a matter of chance. Some 
were out of the running due to known glitches. OOM-1, OOM-2, and 
OOM-3 couldn't coordinate plans involving droids in the triple digits. 
OOM-14 kept losing his ability to send out long-range transmissions. 
OOM-8 just had a horrible aiming malfunction. 


Droids with glitches and droids that failed were both tolerated until 
they were intolerable. Failure here would likely render him 
intolerable, with the assumption that failure did not lead to his 
termination by the enemy. 


An alert in his systems notified him that the enemy had been 
spotted. He opened the hatch of his upgraded AAT, rising to survey 
the situation with his binoculars. It struck him as inefficient that 
enhanced optics were not simply built into his head, but he didn't 
waste any processing power on that. 


The situation was very clear and simple: the organic army had 


gathered in an open field, surrounded by giant energy shields. No 
enemies were detected outside of the protective domes. His own 
forces were on a hill, giving them a minor terrain advantage. 


Objective: Neutralize the shield generators. 
Default Tactic: Overpower the shields. 


"Open fire!" OOM-9 ordered to the line of AATs, their cannons letting 
loose. The explosions rang through the air, and OOM-9 repositioned 
his footing to adjust for the minor recoil of his own AAT firing. 


He surveyed the assault for forty-seven seconds before concluding 
that this tactic was too inefficient. The shields showed no sign of 
faltering or straining. These shields were large, and there were four 
of them. Taking out just one with pure firepower would take time, 
and give his enemies a chance to counter. 


"Cease Fire!" he commanded with a wave of his hand. It was a 
needless gesture, as there were no organics in his forces, but such 
behaviors were built into his programming. That aside, he sent the 
signal for his fellow battle droids to emerge and activate. 


New Tactic: Attempt to penetrate the shield with infantry. 


Some shields prevented physical objects and energy-based 
projectiles from entering, but not all. If this one held off both then he 
would simply use the additional firepower of nearly two thousand 
blasters to wear down the shields. If it didn't prevent his troops from 
entering, this battle would end that much sooner. 


The sound of nineteen hundred droids activating and unfolding filled 
the plains. It was efficient and, according to his database, a terror 
tactic. Mass uniformity unsettled organics for unknown reasons. 


As they began to march forth, OOM-9 double-checked his 
estimation. The texture of the energy shields made surveying more 
difficult, but he estimated that the enemy troops were somewhere 
close to seven hundred. His troops had nearly three-to-one odds. 
Assuming that estimation was correct, he possessed the numerical 
advantage. 


As his troops closed in on the dome, the enemy forces suddenly 
began to charge. He focused his binoculars in to observe what their 
plan was. 


Whatever their intent was, OOM-9 deduced they had begun their 
operation too late, if only by a few seconds. His droids entered the 
domes and began to fire. However, he quickly realized the enemy's 
strategy. The Gungans were attempting to hold the line at the edge 
of the dome, using their personal shields and weapons to cut down 
the droids before too many could cross through. 


He scanned the shield and saw the defensive maneuver was being 
undertaken at all the shield. Better progress was being made on the 
flanks, but they would lose the numerical advantage if he kept to this 
tactic. 


He sent the signal for his troops to cease the advance, and hold at 
the shield, as he had a near-instant calculation in his head. He could 
not afford to send out the droidekas yet. They had a high probability 
of destroying the shield generators if they got inside, but the enemy 
wouldn't give them the opening. There were too few of them to 
waste. The STAPs were much more numerous, but their own 
minimal firepower and lack of defenses would just be sending them 
to become scrap. 


That just left one clear option. 
Precautionary Tactic: Call in Air Support. 


"This is OOM-9, requesting vulture droids at these coordinates," he 
sent to the Vuutun Palaa, the nearest lucrehulk in orbit. They didn't 
have bombers, true, but the firepower of vulture droids was not to be 
underestimated. 


"Negative OOM-9, we are about to engage with an enemy 
spacecraft of unknown origin." 


If OOM-9 was organic, that might have alarmed him. Neither the 
Gungans nor the Naboo had anything approaching a lucrehulk, and 
they had secured most of the Naboo starfighters. But OOM-9 was 
an Operational Overseer Manager, and this battle was his operation 


to oversee and manage. "Roger, roger. Inform if vultures become 
available." 


That left OOM-9 with none of the easiest solutions. So, that meant it 
was time to default to a more risky maneuver. 


Adjusted Tactic: Send in the Tanks. 
"Forward!" he called out, signaling the tanks to charge. 


lt was a minor gamble, the enemies taking out the tanks this early in 
the fight. However, they only needed one shot at each of the 
generators to bring them down. 


His processors almost rebooted for a second as he realized the 
shields were moving, the giant beasts carrying them letting out 
groans as they began to march back to the forest, the Gungans 
making great efforts to keep close to the edge of the shield without 
going past them; For every unlucky Gungan that did was quickly 
gunned down by the droids before they could get back to safety. 


This went on for a few minutes as the tanks closed the gap. While 

the large fambaas made the shields mobile, they weren't very fast. 
The tanks would outpace them soon, and his forces were matching 
the speed of the shields now as well. 


He went through his tactical programming, trying to predict the 
enemy's plan. The most obvious answer was just trying to protect 
the shield generators, give them more time and protection while 
forcing the droid army to move towards them. 


But something about that just didn't factor right to him. If he was in 
their position, he would have moved the shields closer at the last 
seconds, giving their ranged units additional time to fire at the 
incoming tanks. Was the ineptness in the enemy leadership? 


Or was this a trap? 
Cautionary Tactic: Halt! 


"Halt!" he called out again, causing his tanks to stop just behind the 
droids. 


The Gungan army stopped as well, albeit less efficiently as the 
fambaas grunted out their annoyance. 


OOM-9 came to the conclusion that they weren't trying to flee, they 
were trying to keep his army engaged, possibly lure them back to 
the forest where his droids would have a disadvantage. 


He didn't understand the tactic, but there was one bit of 
programming his maker had attempted to embed in him when it 
came to commanding battles, a logical way to predict traps: When 
you didn't know what the enemy is doing, do not follow their lead. 


"Fall back!" OOM-9 said as his forces began to retreat, the AAT 
moving in reverse. 


The Gungans took several shots at the retreating droids, taking out 
a few dozen units before the droid army suddenly stopped and faced 
them once more. 


"Fire!" OQOM-9 ordered again, every blaster and cannon opening fire, 
particularly on the right-center dome. 


Each rifle had five hundred rounds, and each MTT could resupply all 
the droids up to twice. Each AAT had fifty-seven rounds for their 
heavy laser cannons. He was prepared to expend up to a third of 
that ammunition on wearing down the shields before changing 
tactics. 


There was another reason too... another part of his programming 
that he had difficulty implementing: enemies under pressure can be 
prone to making mistakes. Despite his upgrades, OOM-9 only 
understood this concept in basic terms. But this seemed like a 
decent implementation. The Gungans could not emerge from the 
shield now with this heavy rain of blaster fire. So they either held 
their ground or tried something else. 


He could also theoretically request air support from one of the other 
lucrehulks. However, that did not seem needed. Progress may have 
been slowed, but the calculated odds were still in his favor. Leaving 
the other lucrehulks meant that they could deal with the enemies in 

space with greater speed, and not risk losing one of their capital 


ships. 


The only question was, would the organics attempt to flee before or 
after the shields fell? 


Meanwhile 


Nute Gunray knew something was wrong the moment he heard the 
explosions and felt the tremors shaking the palace. Far, far too close 
to be the battle against the creatures of this world. 


"Sir, an enemy ship entered the city's airspace and opened fire on 
our AATs. It has since docked in the palace hanger," OOM-4 
informed as the Neimoidian paced the throne room with an 
increasingly frustrated gait. 


"Why was it not shot down before it landed?!" Gunray demanded 
with a great scowl on his wrinkled face. "I put tanks there specifically 
so that no one could leave OR enter without permission!" 


"Viceroy, those AATs were the ones the craft destroyed," OOM-4 
explained as he observed Gunray. His capacity to read organic 
emotions and predict orders was more advance than other battle 
droids, but only barely. But it worked best on Neimoidians, so he 
could tell that the viceroy was attempting to hide fear behind anger. 
A standard psychological reaction from Neimoidians against a 
danger that was close but not imminent. 


"Useless," Gunray muttered darkly. "Have all battle droids within the 
palace sent to the hanger, deal with this pest! E-except those here, 
guarding me, of course," Gunray backpedaled, knowing the droid 
would leave him on his own if he didn't specify that. 


"Roger, Sir. Also, the Vuutun Palaa is now reporting they are under 
attack from an unknown enemy force," OOM-4 said as an update, 
knowing that Gunray would not be happy with this development. 


And indeed he wasn't. His mouth hung open in shock before his 
body began to tremble in terror and rage. However, confusion 
overshadowed them all a moment later, as a look of deep thought 
came over the leader of the Trade Federation. "How many?" he 


asked suspiciously. 


"At least fifty starfighters, along with one large vessel comparable in 
size to a lucrehulk. They approached the planet at sublight speeds 
while we were preparing to fight the organics," OOM-4 explained. 


"This is too much. Even if some of the Naboo resistance gained 
access to the other fighters on this planet, this planet does not 
possess such a ship," Gunray said, suppressing a tremor at the 
implications. "The queen has gained some potent allies in her 
absence," he conceded to himself. "How is the battle fairing in 
space?" 


"We possess the numbers in terms of starfighters, but neither of the 
larger vessels are taking significant damage," OOM-4 explained 
dutifully. 


Gunray was pleased to hear that at least. The lucrehulks were built 
to absorb damage, to be able to endure whatever was thrown at 
them until their defenses picked away at the enemy. Because there 
were very few in the galaxy with ships dedicated to destroying 
freighters. Raid, maybe, but actual destruction? Not so easy. But by 
that same token, neither were the Trade Federation ships. 


"Should | order the Fooni Tiina and the Krannut to move to aid the 
Vuutun Palaa?" OOM-4 asked as a suggestion. 


"Absolutely not!" Gunray said quickly, angrily. "If all three fall, you 
droids will be completely useless! No, | will not risk both of them. If 
they can barely handle one, they can't hope to deal with the final 
two, even if they succeed," Gunray stated firmly. 


"As you wish, Viceroy. What should | relay to Captain Dofine?" 
OOM-4 questioned. 


Gunray paused at that, considering what should be done regarding 
his fellow conspirator. "Tell him... tell him to deal with the situation 
as he sees fit. That we cannot put the other lucrehulks at risk while 
the planetary battle is still ongoing," he reasoned, trying to make it 
not sound like he was leaving Dofine out to die... because he 
wasn't, honestly. He didn't expect these fools to destroy a lucrehulk. 


But a lot of unexpected things had happened recently. 


"Roger, roger. Commands relayed. Is there any-" OOM-4 stopped 
suddenly. 


Gunray could feel the coldness spread in his body, wondering what 
it could possibly be now. But he dared not say anything, hoping it 
might just be a glitch. Droids did that, after all. 


"Viceroy, there are enemy forces in the city, approaching the 
palace," OOM-4 informed, something almost grave in his robotic 
tone. 


Gunray's eyes widened in terror before he almost fell back into the 
throne. "They're coming for me. How many!?" he asked urgently. 


"Current count is two, Sir," OOM-4 answered. 


Gunray didn't even need to ask, he truly didn't. "Should | assume 
one of them is Darth Vader?" he asked, his voice numb from how 
afraid he had been. 


"Yes, sir, but the other appears to be the Queen of Naboo." 


Gunray stared at the droid without comprehension. "What?" he 
asked, something approaching hope in his heart. If they got the 
queen, if they dealt with her, maybe, just maybe they could still 
salvage this! Or at least he could get away with his life. He didn't 
want to tempt Sidious's wrath, but he'd try to weasel his way out of 
that if it meant living another day. "Where are they now?!" 


"They are approaching the courtyard now, Sir," OOM-4 explained 
simply. 


Gunray stopped, realizing what that meant. "But that's where most 
of the droids still in the city are. Are you saying they have not been 
shot down yet?!" 


"Sir, |am reporting that they are taking heavy casualties." 


End of Chapter 


And thus the Battle for Naboo begins. And obviously, everytihng is 
going crazier than canon. Because, yes, they have more help, but 
their alliance with the Gungans is more shakey. While I'm sure none 
of you doubt who will win this battle, there will still be some surprises 
in how it unfolds. 


Oh, and Vader is marching on the palace. He does love to do that. 


Droids are a strange POV to consider, especially B1 units and 
related models from the Invasion of Naboo. Droids in SW are bluntly 
self aware, and there have been a few droid revolts. But B1 Battle 
Droids from this time are on the shallower end of this due to just how 
cheap their programing is. Tricky part is making clear that when a 
droid is thinking about what to do next, they're doing it almost 
instanteously. 


Anyway, hope you all enjoyed this. 
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Chapter 31 


Darth Vader: Hero of Naboo 


As a note to avoid some confusion, a lot of events in Chapters 
30 and 31 are basically happening at the same time. 


Also, due to me misremembering how big Lucrehulks are(I 
blame some of the perspective shots in Battle of Coruscant) | 
went back and changed the "mystery ship" to be almost half as 
big as a lucrehulk. I've honestly always thought that Lucrehuks 
were about the size of a Star Destroyer, if not a bit smaller, due 
to very few scenes of of them near other large ships. 


PS Reviews have officially hit 6K! Thank you all! 


Tor Zastall was led to the hanger by his droid escorts. He silently 
eyed the place, filled with Naboo that the droids were keeping 
prisoner, and a small fleet worth of fighter ships. It struck Tor as bad 
planning, keeping so many enemies in a bay filled with spacecraft. 
None of the ships even appeared to be tampered with or otherwise 
neutralized. For all of Gunray's paranoia, he hadn't taken much 
effort to deal with potential security problems. 


"The Viceroy wants this prisoner interrogated and processed for 
information," the lead droid said to a B1 command droid. 


"Roger, roger. A MED-47 is en route," the commander 
acknowledged, turning minutely to address the human. "You will join 
with the other prisoners for now." 


"As I've been told," Tor said with a hint of smugness, walking 
towards the group of captured humans, taking a seat among them. 


Most of the Naboo gave him brief looks, except for one next to him. 
"Who are you?" he asked in a low voice. 


Tor paused, looking almost surprised before chuckling under his 
breath. The man gave him a strange look for the reaction, prompting 


Tor to silence himself with a smirk. "Sorry. Just been a long time 
since someone didn't recognize my face," he stated idly. "Why are 
you all here?" 


"Gunray filled up all the cells with prisoners. Officials, their families,” 
was the answer given. 


Tor nodded in understanding before turning to look the man straight 
in the eye. "When it happens, it'll happen fast. Try not to get shot," 
he said lowly. 


The Naboo's eyes went wide, and several others stiffened, but none 
dared react more, lest they drew the attention of their captors. 


"Prisoner Tor Zastall," the B1 commander addressed, pointing a 
blaster at the man. "Cease your communications and move to the 
side." 


"Roger, roger," Tor grunted as he rose up, looking towards the 
entrance as another droid entered. 


This one was grey with a blue torso, and instead of legs, its bottom 
half had four wheels that allowed it to roll around. Its head had an 
antenna on one side with large silver spherical devices for eyes, 
each looking around independent of the other. It also appeared to be 
fitted with what looked like a breath apparatus over where its mouth 
should be. 


The MED-47 unit rolled up to the commander droid, one eye on Tor. 
"Is the subject requiring repairs or torture?" it asked, the hands on its 
skinny arms tinkering with a box that rested on a platform on top of 
the back set of wheels. 


"Torture, L47," the command unit answered. 
"Wonderful," L47 said with a hint of relish to its robotic voice. 


Tor looked almost amused by the sadism the droid exhibited, taking 
a seat on a cargo box as the droid approached him. "Do you even 
know what information your Viceroy wants?" Tor asked idly. 


"Unimportant. My task is to make you speak, via pain," L47 


explained, pulling out a syringe from the box beneath it. "My patients 
have reported that the sensation caused by this is akin to tiny vermin 
festering, breeding, and eating under your skin. Do tell me if you 
experience a differing result." 


Tor did not answer, nor did he resist as the droid took his arm and 
attempted to jab the needle through the sleeve and into his skin. 


Attempted being the key term. 
"Is there a problem?" one of the B1 battle droids asked. 


L47 cocked its head as it held up the syringe, showing the tip 
broken. "You failed to remove the armor on the patent's limb," it 
explained, its disapproval obvious as it pulled up the sleeve to reveal 
the steely metal covering the man's arm, extending from the wrist to 
near the elbow. "This will require removal." 


"Allow me," Tor said, casually removing his hands from the now- 
obviously broken cuffs. 


It took the droids about three seconds too long to realize what had 
happened. "Wait, what?" one of them said in surprise. 


"Blast h-!" the command unit tried to order, only for Tor to throw the 
cuffs at the droid, knocking its head loose as the machine fell to the 
ground. 


L47 tried to roll backward until Tor kicked it over and jumped to grab 
the B1 commander's blaster, barely avoiding several shots taken at 
him before he leaped and rolled over the cargo box before shooting 
two of the other droids nearest the prisoners. 


The captives took this as their own prompt for action, grabbing the 
weapons of the downed droids as several brave souls jumped at the 
distracted droids nearest them. The rest ran to cover before the 
other droids, too far away to be physically attacked, could fire on 
them. 


Tor watched this intently while pulling on the armguard, adjusting it 
so it was on the top of his arm instead of the bottom now, and 
covering the back of his hand. He leaned his head to the side to 


avoid a droid taking a shot at him, which he returned by blasting it in 
the chest. He paused, just for a second, as the blasters rang out 
from the other side of his cover. Five droids still, two further away. 
He eyed the droids in front of him. The Naboo had dealt with most of 
them, but he spied two unlucky fools that were wrestling with a 
droid, which still had its blaster in its free arm, having trouble angling 
it while the two tried to disable the droid without giving it a chance to 
shoot them. 


Tor decided to make it easier on them, shooting the blaster-wielding 
arm off at the elbow. Limb and weapon clambered to the floor as 
they now quickly and easily dealt with the droid. 


Down to four droids, his now-free allies had taken one out as well. 
Good, time for him to go to work. 


He raised his arm up, letting the blaster shoot the metal for a second 
before he rolled to shoot from out of the side of his cover. 


Three bodies went down, but he heard two more pairs of mechanical 
feet. Reinforcements, but just whatever had been right outside. At 
least there were no droidekas. 


He looked over to the nearest cargo crate, seeing the man he had 
been sitting next to, holding a blaster as well. Tor made a motion for 
him to pass him the rifle. The resistance fighter looked skeptical but 
ultimately slid the weapon across the floor, ducking back to barely 
avoid being shot. 


Tor reached forth and grabbed the second blaster, turning on his 
knees before taking a breath for an instant. With that, he sprung up 
above his cover and blasted three of the droids, before the fourth 
shot one of the blasters out of his hands. Tor was almost impressed, 
throwing the damaged weapon at the nearest droid, making it 
stumble while Tors used his armguard to block the other droid's 
attack. He shot that one before it could aim elsewhere, while the 
final droid righted itself. 


Tor was about to shoot it as well before another shot took out one of 
the droid's legs. Tor glanced back to his new ally, now wielding 
another blaster. Tor nodded, turning back to the droid that was 


struggling to aim from its spot on the floor, and promptly 
decommissioned it with a final shot to the head. 


"All clear!" Tor called over his shoulder. 


The organics promptly came out from their hiding spots, quickly 
gathering the weapons off the droids. 


"Sorry about that shot," the man said as he approached, obviously 
tired but trying not to show it. 


"You did good for a man I'd say hasn't slept in two days," Tor said 
with a nod. 


"Gavyn Sykes," the Naboo introduced. "What'd they say your name 
was?" 


"Boba Fett," the Mandalorian introduced. "How many of you can 
fly?" 


Gavyn snorted. "Me and a few others, as best we can still. | hear the 
droids learned after the queen escaped. Most of the pilots are in the 
cells," he explained, making Boba settle into an expression of grim 
thoughtfulness. "I don't suppose you're with the Republic?" 


"No, but my employer is with your queen," Boba explained. "Long 
story short, she found some fellow enemies of the Federation." 


"Please tell me none of them are Hutts," Gavyn said with a dark 
scowl. 


Boba almost answered before giving Gavyn a pointed look. "Are the 
Hutts involved in this too?" he asked, knowing that could be very 
dangerous. He didn't recall the Hutts having anything to do with 
Naboo, but then again, he never looked too deep into this incident. 
And Jabba wasn't the only Hutt to worry about, especially back in 
this time. 


"Just one trying to get some free labor off our suffering," Gavyn 
answered bitterly. "Last time | trust a Hutt Crime Lord." 


Boba had many questions now but decided they'd have to wait. 


"Well, Plan A is in the pits," Boba muttered in consideration. "You 
know these men, so I'll ask you. Do you think you could hold this 
hanger for an hour?" 


"What happens in an hour?" Gavyn questioned with a scowl. 
"We take back your planet," Boba answered factually. 


Gavyn gained a glimmer of renewed determination as he glanced 
around, plans sputtering through his mind. "| don't suppose you 
have any more of that?" 


Boba glanced down at the thin piece of spare beskar armor. For 
obvious reasons, going undercover was rarely an option for him. But 
he kept this around just in case he had a job that required him to go 
light. "None on me," Boba admitted, looking around as well. "If you 
can't hold them here, we need to disappear." 


Gavyn gave a tired smirk. "I think | have a few ideas. You mind 
lending a hand or you need to be elsewhere?" 


Boba paused, scowling in consideration. He was ahead of schedule. 
He thought he'd have to sneak and fight his way to the hanger, not 
be taken there as a prisoner. He listened closely, hearing no rush of 
clanking mechanical feet, so the droids hadn't managed to get an 
alert out. But if he sprung his end of things too soon, Gunray might 
recall part or even all of the droid army. 


"You got fifteen minutes." 
Meanwhile 


In the distance, the barrage of laser cannons and blaster rifles 
echoed faintly, like a distant storm on the horizon. 


"You got a clear shot yet?" 


"Not yet. The shields are just in the way of that command droid," Sol 
Sixxa grunted from his position in a tree. "This one is almost smart." 


"Just smart enough to know something is up," the voice over his 
communicator answered. "Still think me and the Havoc would have 


been better use up there." 


"I'd agree, if not for the seismic charges," Sixxa remarked. "What's 
the plan now?" 


"I'm having the Gungans retreat. Either the droids follow them or 
they don't. The trap should still work either way." 


"Careful, Nym. This droid doesn't need to be a military genius to 
screw us over," Sol cautioned. "Give me three minutes after the 
retreat starts again. I'm going to try and get a better angle on that 
droid. 


"You have two," Nym said as he looked out over the grassy plains, 
towards the battle. The Feeorin smirked to himself. He always 
enjoyed a good fight against Federation scrapbots. This wasn't 
exactly how he would have done things if he was running the entire 
outfit. But he wasn't, he didn't have the leverage here to be in 
charge of this group. Still, he and his Lok Revenants had opted to 
join this lovely group of Trade Federation enemies, if only for this 
battle. After all, it wasn't every day he got the chance to help take on 
the Viceroy himself. 


Other poodoo was going on, the pirate knew that. Flat out 
blockading and invading a planet like this, the stuff he heard about 
Coruscant, the Sith and the Mandalorian pair. Something big was 
going on, or had already happened. But he'd figure out what another 
day. For right now, he was just itching to turn these droids into spare 
parts. 


Granted, if he was being honest, what had surprised him the most 
had been one of the maids or whatever that followed the queen 
around. 


Flashback 


Like many people, Padme was shocked when she first met the 
infamous pirate Nym. Unlike most people, it wasn't the large, green 
male that left her speechless. It was his comrades. 


There was nothing particularly alarming about the Toydarian himself, 


but seeing one gave her flashbacks to Tatooine, to the shop owner 
that had owned Ani and his mother. That resummoned the 
disturbing memories of Vader putting Sebulba through an active 
engine, herself and Anakin watching on in horror. It was an 
unwelcome image, one she didn't need right now, and she quickly 
suppressed it. 


The sole human male of the group, however, truly shocked her. 
Because it was hard for her to not take notice of his uniform, that of 
her own security force. She studied his face for a moment, vaguely 
recalling a pilot that had just joined the ranks, who was thought 
dead. 


"Rhys Dallows?" she said in surprise. 


He looked to her in surprise, eyes widening minutely before 
regaining his composure. "Good to see you as well, Handmaiden 
Padme." 


Padme was stunned as well but did not show it. So surprised by this 
man's presence, she forgot she was currently in the role of 
pretending to be her own handmaiden. 


It was a precaution Duke Brummel agreed with, so she continued 
the act when not alone with the inner circle. As much as everyone 
here was united against the Trade Federation, one could never 
know when someone might turn traitor or secretly be a mole for the 
enemy. 


"Oh? You had a girl waiting for you back home, Dallows?" the 
female of the four asked with a smirk. 


"Nothing like that, Sage," Rhys answered good-naturedly. "The 
handmaidens are just as much part of the security force as | am." 


"Yes, which raises the question of how you ended up here?" Padme 
asked with a curious scowl. "Last | heard, you were considered 
killed in action, along with Essara Till." 


Rhys’s expression soured. "Essara... didn't make it," he said, giving 
a bitter yet grateful smile to the Toydarian. "| wouldn't have either, if 


not for Reti here. We've been giving the Trade Federation hell. | 
just... didn't think they'd go this far while | was gone." 


Padme nodded solemnly. "None of our worse fears approached this 
reality," she agreed, looking over the others. "| assume you all have 
your reasons for taking a stand here?" 


Nym nodded, having let the conversation draw out on its own. "We 
had our own plans too, but-" he paused, glancing around the 
hanger. "! couldn't resist taking a bigger bite out of the scraps." 


"So, do you Naboo-types just grow up really fast, or is there a 
reason your queen is barely a teenager?" Vana Sage asked 
tactlessly. 


"Sage," Rhys said in exasperation while Nym snorted with a smirk. 


"What? You wouldn't answer it, so | asked her," Vana said with a 
shrug. 


"She's right you know," Reti agreed with a chuckle. "If you wanted 
her to keep quiet, you should have just told her when she asked." 


"It is quite alright," Padme said with a patient smile. "Most people 
from other worlds wonder that. | suppose that we do mature 
mentally faster than other humans, in some ways. The Queen was 
governing the capital before her election." 


Reti gave a chuckle. "I'd almost think you lot thought politics was 
some kind of fun or something." 


Padme deigned not to elaborate on that topic. Every culture was 
strange to outsiders. The Senate had left a sour taste in her mouth, 
but her journey left her more aware that even the definition of self- 
interest differed from planet to planet, species to species. What was 
important to one society was a topic of humor to another. 


"On behalf of the queen, | offer you all the gratitude of Naboo," 
Padme offered, looking to Rhys curiously. "But I'm sure everyone 
will be interested to hear this story of yours Dallows." 


Rhys shrugged, trying not to seem too formal around someone that 


was just supposed to be a handmaiden and not the queen herself. 
"I'm sure there will be a lot of people with stories to tell when this is 
all over." 


On that, Padme agreed with earnest. The Invasion of Naboo would 
be something her people would tell stories of for generations to 
come, for better or ill. 


End of Flashback 
"It has begun." 


Padme was brought back to the present by the Sith Lord's voice. No 
one questioned how Vader knew this, accepting it as fact. The small 
group had managed to enter Theed unnoticed. They were mostly 
members of the Naboo resistance and Security Force, along with 
two Meres from Sol Sixxa. 


"Gunray kept back more droids than we expected," Panaka informed 
with a scowl as they gathered in an alley. "Getting closer to the 
palace won't be easy." 


Padme paused before looking to Vader. "How long until Boba Fett 
does his part?" 


"Minutes at most," the Dark Lord concluded. "But we may require 
another distraction with this many droids." 


"What do you propose?" Panaka questioned warily. He trusted the 
Sith to an extent, but Vader's plans often seemed dangerous from 
his perspective. 


"Do you trust me, Your Highness?" Vader asked simply. 
"Of course," Padme answered with a nod. 


"| wasn't addressing you this time," Vader said, looking to Sabe, 
dressed in a lighter attire, but still disguised as the queen with an 
ornate hairstyle and painted face. 


The body double raised an eyebrow, as everyone looked intrigued 
now. "The Queen trusts you, Darth Vader," she answered 


meaningfully. 


"Good," Vader said, raising his gaze to the sky, others following suit. 
Several explosions rang out in the distance, the Slave Il zooming by 
overhead. "The rest of you must wait until they're focused on us." 


"Vader, what exactly is the plan?" Padme asked, more concerned 
now that it wasn't her own life on the line. 


“That a Queen should not have to stoop to sneaking into her own 
palace." 


Sabe's eyes grew large for an instant before steeling herself, 
clutching the blaster tightly as she followed in Vader's wake. 


"I'm sorry, what is he planning?" one of the Naboo resistance 
members asked in confusion. 


"Something crazy," one of the meres retorted, watching as Vader 
and the false-queen walked down the alley. 


"... Any advice?" Sabe asked from behind Vader, trying to mentally 
prepare herself. 


"Whatever happens, stay behind me," Vader instructed, glancing 
down the street as droids began to filter into the palace. The S/ave I! 
had vanished from the skies for now. "This only works if you 
survive." 


"Right," Sabe accepted, trying to calm her nerves. She silently went 
through the breathing control exercises she had learned from her 
days learning to be a hallikset player. A strange smile came to her 
face, if only for a moment. It seemed like a distant memory when 
she first met Padme. What a strange string of events had unfolded 
since then. Just helping Padme adjust and prepare for being a 
young queen, Sabe thought that would be the toughest time of her 
life. 


How naive she had been. 


She was afraid, but she'd do this gladly for her planet, and for 
Padme; Her queen and her dear friend. 


Her only regret was that she might die today, never knowing for sure 
why this Darth Vader was so invested in aiding them, in aiding the 
queen. 


As if on cue, Vader stepped out of the alley and began to march 
down the main street of Theed, towards the palace. Sabe kept pace 
a small distance behind him, muscles tense as she waited for the 
droids to take notice of them. 


"By the depths, he is insane," the mere said, somewhere between 
awe and disbelief, the silence stretching out. 


And then the air of Theed was filled with blaster fire. 
Meanwhile 
The enemy was in retreat again. 


OOM-9 considered not pursuing them further. The distance would 
not affect the aim with targets so large. In fact, more range would 
allow more of his troops to focus on one dome at a time. The fallacy 
with that tactic was that he was sent here to eliminate the enemy 
forces, not just defeat them. The Viceroy did not want this army to 
regroup and return elsewhere. Thus his parameters were to 
eliminate at least a third of the army and take as many prisoners as 
he could if they routed. 


If the organics made it to the forest, many would escape once they 
created sufficient distance between the droids and themselves. 


Thus, he instructed his troops to keep pace with the shie- 


OOM-9 logic processors were suddenly screaming alerts to him. An 
enemy ship had made it to Theed and taken out two of the tanks 
before briefly docking in the royal hanger. It was departing now, and 
all reports said its trajectory was in this direction. 


His audio receiver detected it before his optics did, the sound of a 
starship's engines. Self-preservation protocols dictated he should 
retreat into his tank, and so he did. It proved to be the correct action, 
as several loud lasers shot off, followed by three explosions. 
Processing that he was not damaged, OOM-9 rose up instantly from 


his tank again. 


"Blast him!" he ordered, pointing up in the direction of the ship. The 
tanks began to turn and angle their cannons up while a few battle 
groups of droids aimed upwards for when the ship came back for 
another run. 


But the ship didn't. It ascended to the atmosphere, heading into 
orbit. If OOM-9's calculations were correct, it was heading to the 
battle against the Vuutun Palaa. 


"Continue the attack!" he ordered out, motioning to the shields 
again. The droid looked to the AATs, finding that three had been 
destroyed. That was a loss, but not a substantial one. Perhaps the 
ship was simply providing whatever support it could while it was in 
the area. 


If he was capable of it, OOM-9 would have scowled as he noticed 
something in the distance, movement in the plains beyond the 
battle. Pulling up his binoculars, he scanned the area, spotting 
several sets of large boulders covered in foliage. Snipers were his 
first suspicion. The structures were big enough to give organics 
cover while taking aim, but why hadn't any droid been attacked yet? 
Why hadn't he been targeted himself? Scouts then, relaying 
information? But there was nothing to relay. OOM-9 had his entire 
force in view of the enemy; there was nothing to observe that the 
Gungans couldn't see from the front lines. 


Then something computed. All of the stones were in sets of two, and 
each set looked identical. Rock formations normally weren't that 
symmetrical. 


He pulled the binoculars back in surprise as another great dome 
shield rose up in the distance... then another... and another. The 
organics had to have planted and camouflaged them with vegetation 
within the past thirteen hours. But the domes appeared to be empty. 
He gave no change in orders, not seeing any hint of even what the 
intent of this trap was yet. 


And then, from the far-off tree lines, a force of kaadu-mounted 
Gungans rode forth, charging into the dome, and then through it, 


emerging out and charging to the next. 


It was obviously a massive way to cover their advance, to prevent 
the droids from simply terminating them before they got close. But 
they had miscalculated, it appeared. The cavalry would not emerge 
close enough to the droid army to charge them without taking heavy 
fi- 


OOM-9 felt his processors stall as he plotted the trajectory of the 
charging enemies. They were not heading for his own army at all, 
but to the rear, to the hill... which would take them right into the 
MTTs. 


"AATs, target the cavalry! Battalions three, five, and nine! Fall back!" 
he ordered, sending the signal for the droidekas to activate and 
leave the MTTS as quickly as they could. 


The tanks were slow to move though. Not only did they have to turn 
around, but because the enemy was approaching from the side, 
they had to move out of formation to avoid firing at each other. And 
the gap between the shields was small. They had roughly thirty 
seconds now before the incoming force would emerge from the final 
shield, and they'd be two seconds from the MTTs. 


The droidekas were rolling out of the transports now. He'd likely lose 
them all in this attack, but losing their ammunition in the MTTs was 
not a viable option. He scanned back to the cavalry. They had taken 
hits from the cannon fire, but their force was still largely intact. The 
angle and curves of the domes were now blocking most of the tanks. 
He'd just have to eliminate the bulk of them before the charge made 
contact, then- 


OOM-9 let out an electronic groan as a bullet ripped through his 
torso and power pack. His body slumped against the tank as he 
processed that he had been shot. His systems were still operational, 
but only his reserve power remained. He'd be offline in fifteen 
seconds. 


Something hit his tank as it began to tilt and slowly spin. He was 
given a clean final view of the battle. Several of the droidekas were 
taken out by sniper fire. The Kaadu cavalry destroyed the rest with 


their spears and bombs, tearing into the MTTs as well. All the other 
OOM units were in those transports. With the command droids 
neutralized, the rest would only run on their basic commands of 
eliminating the enemy. 


His tank continued to turn, and he saw that the main Gungan force 
had ceased their retreat, the droid infantry passing into the dome. 
There, his fellow B1s were held back by the shield line as the 
organic rained their plasma-based bombs on them, short frying 
many of them. The tanks were still pointed at the cavalry, and would 
not turn to support the infantry. 


Finally, as his optics began to power down, he perceived one of the 
enemy dome shields falling as they rained more Boomas on the 
distracted AATs. 


He gave one last command while he had the chance: 
Charge into the shields. 
Meanwhile 


Boba Fett was no stranger to dogfights, or large-scale battles in 
space. He grew up in the Clone Wars, and the Age of the Empire 
had its own fair share of conflict even before Yavin. 


Thus, he scanned the battle almost instinctually; Vulture droids filled 
the space like a protective swarm around the lucrehulk. They were 
trying to fight off the Anti-Federation Interceptors while the Clamator 
took shots at the Vuutun Palaa from across the vacuum. 


lt was a rather clumsy contest between the two larger ships. The 
Lucrehulk obviously wasn't as weaponized as it would have been in 
the clone wars, but the Clamator was still just a prototype of the 
earliest republic warships. Compared to those, this was like 
watching two Hutts racing. 


That said, the starships were performing vaguely better, despite the 
lack of experience on the part of his allies and the droid-ships being 
as cheaply programed as possible while still being useful. Vultures 
attempted to outmaneuver the interceptors with numbers, but the 


Vulptereens were excellent pilots, each easily worth at least three 
droid ships. 


Now it was time for him to even the playing field. 


"Attention all friendlies, this is Slave // entering the fray," he informed 
over the communications. 


"They hear you, Slave Il,” Cifo Klatt informed. 


Nothing else was said, nothing needed to be. All of the Anti- 
Federation pilots were briefed on what his arrival to the battle meant. 


He swooped into the fray, weapons hot as he blasted several 
vultures off the tail of an interceptor, heading closer to the lucrehulk. 
He expertly dodged and evaded their torrents, his raider warning 
him that he had more and more on his tail... just as he wanted. 


He flew down, under the large freighter with enemies pursuing him. 
He dived up inside of the ring of the cargo ship, depositing a seismic 
charge right before accelerating over the top. 


The space was filled with a giant blue wave within the lucrehulk that 
expanded out rapidly. It tore through the vultures like a lightsaber 
through glass. All of the interceptors were prepared enough to 
dodge it, minus one attempting to lead his own tail of enemies into 
the shockwave. 


"Mirhs is down!" 


Boba Fett ignored the exclamation over the comms, focusing his 
attention on the shields of the lucrehulk. They rippled blue from the 
bomb but didn't fall. "Figures. The one thing they didn't skip credits 
on was the shield generator," Boba murmured. He wasn't surprised, 
just disappointed. 


"Fett, be careful," Cifo's voice came in as a warning . "The 
Neimoidians on the Lucrehulk were spooked by that. They'll 
probably start prioritizing you when you set another one or two off." 


"Thanks for the heads up," Boba said neutrally, weaving between 
more enemies. He already expected as much. Slave / or Slave II, his 


ship often stood out. "Any sign of their reinforcements from the other 
freighters?" 


"Negative. Wait a minute," Cifo answered, his scowl audible through 
the communications. "Never mind, they're coming now." 


"We have five minutes," Boba predicted gravely. Luckily, being in 
the pre-war era, the droids didn't have any dedicated bomber ships. 
They didn't need any, not yet. And the way the Clamator was, they'd 
just have to focus fire on it long enough to overpower the shields. 


Taking out this lucrehulk just became a priority. The droids would 
win a battle of true attrition and they knew it. Luckily, unlike the 
droids, they actually did have some ships retrofitted to be bombers. 


"I'll buy time, the rest of you get that shield down," Boba instructed. 


He had eight more of those charges, which should be enough to 
clear out a large chunk of their enemies. He was still trying to shake 
the instincts that told him a lot more droids were coming. Because 
the lucrehulks he knew carried at least a thousand vultures each. 
But it looked like these ones were fielding only a hundred. And three 
hundred was manageable. 


He set off another charge and was almost caught in his own blast 
when he had to make an emergency turn to avoid collision with 
some vulture debris. The Slave II could have tanked the hit, but 
avoiding collisions was a pilot's first instinct, and not one easily 
ignored. 


He watched his radar as the enemies vanished, dropping like flies. 
No friendlies went down this time. Good. 


He had a few other tricks he was saving for the other lucrehulks. He 
could take this shield down now already, but he wanted to get more 
rats in one nest- his charges were definitely hurting that shield. 
Besides, the capital ship gave his allies some cover to hide behind 
when the bombs went off. If this dog fight was done in the open 
space, he'd just be getting more chances for friendly fire. 


After all, it was bad for business, being a bounty hunter with a 


reputation for friendly fire. 
End of Chapter 


And you all thought it was Padme marching to the palace with 
Vader. But no, Vader decided to make a statement while making 
use of Sabe. In writing this, | dived into a lot of the expanded lore 
behind other things that went on during the Battle of Naboo. True, 
most of them were from games that might have been made for for 
entertainment than to be in line with canon conituiting, but its still 
interesting when you take them all ito account. Soldiers from Naboo 
got involved with pirates and even Hutt Lords! Despite lots of 
tagedy, it seems like everyone has stories to tell the next genertaion 
about the Federation Occupation. 


And as a reviewer opointed out, its important to keep the point of 
view of non-force users into view with these events. Yes, Vader has 
no doubt they'll scceed, but everyone else is fighting, not knowing if 
they'll survive to see if they win or lose, and the droids are an 
overwhelming threat to anyone that isn't A. A Sith or Jedi or B. Very 
prepared to fight them. 


Oh, yeah, and Tor Zastall was Boba Fett the whole time. Could he 
have killed Gunray last chapter? Eh, probably, but not without 
getting mowed down by the droidekas all aroudn the throne room. 
But he's now back in his Slave II, wreeking havoc on vulture droids. 
And | find it hilarious writing Boba some times, because he 
instinctively assumes there will be more because he's the time 
traveler whose not adjusting to the temporal shift that well. 


Anyway, hope you all enjoyed that and had a happy Easter! 
Early viewing of chapters 32-33 avaliable on my pat-reon: 


p atreon. com (slash) akumakami64 


Chapter 32 


Darth Vader: Hero of Naboo 
Disclaimer: | don't own Star Wars. 


Rune Haako stared listlessly at the ceiling while lying awake on the 
comfortable, reclined seat the droids had placed him on. The 
medical droids had patched him up as best they could. The 
Gungans had struck him with a spear in the arm. Thankfully, it was 
the left arm. He hid it well these days, but his left side was basically 
useless. A disease from his youth saw to that. So it was of little 
concern- losing the entire arm would have been no great loss really. 
If anything, he'd be relieved not having to hide and compensate for it 
constantly. 


He kept playing it over and over again in his mind. The negotiations 
with the Gungans were going well, or as well as they could. The 
natives were bitter about the idea of abandoning the planet for the 
moon, and Rune doubted that this Boss Nass could truly convince 
the entire population to go along with the migration attempt. But they 
were not hostile, and there were some shared jabs made at the 
expense of the Naboo humans. And he had made some 
concessions that would realistically cost the Trade Federation 
nothing. There were no set plans for what they'd do with Naboo 
once it was theirs, so the Gungans would have plenty of time to 
settle their issues, and the Trade Federation would supply the 
transportation. The droids would avoid the swamps as much as 
possible, and the Gungans would drive out the resistance that 
attempted to hide there. 


It was all going so easy. Then the blaster went off. 


The Gungan emissary had been shot, and the Gungans quickly 
turned hostile, stabbing him before he could attempt to defuse the 
situation. Both sides tried to kill each other while dragging the 
negotiators away. Rune wondered, did that Gungan live? Maybe. He 
didn't have the slightest idea about Gungan biology. They weren't as 


hard to kill as Hutts were, allegedly. 


But what had set the droid off? Had it just been a defect in the droid 
or the weapon? It wasn't impossible. Accidental firing was the thing 
they tried to iron out the most when they gave the droids any 
updates, but it still happened sometimes. And on occasion, those 
were very bad times to have a blaster go off by accident. 
Realistically, it had to happen eventually, a droid shooting someone 
on accident during this operation. This many weapons and organic 
involved almost guaranteed it. 


So why did it feel too perfect of a time? 


The Gungans would likely sever all attempts to talk with them. 
Maybe he could salvage this eventually, if Gunray hadn't already 
made the situation worse, but that would be too long to get their aid 
in dealing with the current situation. By then, they'd either have 
Naboo secured or their enemies will have forced the Federation off 
this planet. It was unlikely but possible, their own defeat. 


After all, Sidious was dead. 


Or as good as. Maybe the Dark Lord lived and plotted, maybe he 
didn't. Either way, if this operation was still viable or important to his 
plans, he would have contacted them or sent some enforcer to make 
sure they knew they still had to finish dealing with this world. Dead 
or alive, it didn't matter. Something had happened on Coruscant, 
something terrible. If Rune had to guess, this "Darth Vader" had 
outsmarted Sidious in some way, and Sidious in turn unleashed 
some final trap to make any victory against him a bitter one. 


That sounded about right for Sidious. 


Unlike Gunray, Rune's mind didn't latch onto the worst possible 
scenario. As it stood, the most likely scenario was that Sidious was 
indeed dead or in hiding. And Gunray, having dismissed most of the 
blockade, had them all fluttering in the solar winds with what forces 
they had left. More to the point, Rune decided he'd fear the Sith Lord 
he knew was coming rather than the one that was currently missing. 


So, Rune began to ponder what was most important now: Not how 


to secure this planet for the Trade Federation, but secure his own 
life if the situation turned against them. 


Explosions rocked the palace, and the sound of a ship soring by at 
high speeds could be heard. 


Rune was more tired than afraid as he registered this, sitting up with 
a frown. That wasn't a vulture droid. He wasn't a mechanic by any 
means, but he had heard their engines often enough that their noise 
was distinct to his hearing; Which could only mean that not only had 
the battle begun, but it had been brought to Theed. 


He stood, instinctively masking his limp as he made his way to a 
window, peering out at the courtyard from the side. 


There was a small army of B1 Battle droids out there, maybe a 
hundred, along with four AATs. More than enough to hold off any 
force the resistance of Naboo could muster. 


If only that was what they were facing. 


All the droids were firing blast after blast, all the bolts flying down the 
main street. It was enough blistering fire to pin and wear at almost 
any foe. 


There before them, in all his dark glory, was Darth Vader. He was 
walking, just walking towards the droids as if they were no threat at 
all. And for all their firepower, they weren't. Every bolt, every streak 
of energy was deflected away by his red lightsaber. As steady as 
Vader's pace was, Rune could barely perceive the movement of the 
blade, moving with such precision and speed to intercept every shot 
that would have hit him. 


Hit him, or the Queen trailing in his shadow. 


Rune could hardly believe it. Was Darth Vader so powerful, and 
confident in that power, that he thought he could protect the Queen 
of Naboo from every attack? It would only take one to kill her, one 
time he would need to miss. 


But Rune soon realized that the one shot needed was a remote, 
almost improbable occurrence. Vader didn't falter, didn't hesitate, 


and he didn't miss a single attack aimed for the Queen. How, Rune 
didn't know, didn't understand. He barely could understand the Jedi 
and their abilities, let alone a Sith's. 


Still, there was one hope left. The closer Vader came to the 
courtyard, the more accurate the droids would become. And once he 
got close enough, the AATs could open fire. A lightsaber could not 
block an AAT's cannon. 


Yet, faintly, he wondered, what was the point of this risk? Was this 
just a way of showing them his might, how outclassed they were? Or 
was Vader playing at something else? 


The AATs took aim, and Vader came to a halt at the entrance of the 
courtyard. The blaster rifles continued to fire, the tanks opened fire, 
Vader raised his hand, and... 


They stopped. 


Rune nearly fell backward in shock, unable to comprehend what he 
was seeing. But he looked again, and reality had not changed from 
this impossible sight before him: The rounds of the repulsor tanks' 
heavy lasers were frozen in midair, like long red neon lights, 
surrounded by the equally frozen rounds of the blaster rifles. If he 
didn't know any better, he would have looked at it as some strange 
artistic display, the streaks of red growing thicker and thicker, held in 
place by nothing. 


Nothing, but the will and power of Darth Vader. 


With a swipe of his hand, Vader sent the energy attacks flying back 
in reverse, like a swarm of hellfire on the battle droids. They were 
slaughtered in an instant. There were two, maybe three dozen 
droids left. One of the tanks exploded, two of the others were too 
badly damaged; only one had not been struck down by its own 
cannon shot. 


If those droids were capable of imitating fear, Rune was sure they 
would have fled from the sheer devastation of their numbers. 


"Sir." 


He turned, seeing a battle droid, a command unit at that, with two 
droidekas. He didn't respond, simply waiting for the machine to 
explain itself. 


"The Viceroy has ordered us to move you to a safer location," the 
OM droid explained. 


"How consideration, "Rune said, more numbly than scathingly. "But | 
can escort myself just fine, OOM-2. You are better use elsewhere." 


Battle droids weren't programmed to disobey orders, but in some 
cases, being dismissed was considered an order fulfilled. "Very well, 
Sir. | should inform you that the hanger is not secure, and the area 
should be avoided." 


Rune just nodded absently as he walked by the droid, limping as he 
went. 


Meanwhile 


Darth Vader deflected a blaster shot right back at a droid with almost 
casual ease. 


They were at the steps of the palace now, and Sabe didn't know 
how she managed to keep her legs moving forward through that 
entire ordeal. The blare of blaster rifles, the boom of the tank 
cannon. She wasn't a coward, but this felt suicidal, facing all of that 
head-on. And yet, Vader did so, without letting her die. It was 
increasingly unnerving, standing so close to someone beyond all 
previous definitions she had of the word "power." 


She had managed to shoot her blaster off a few times, if only to give 
the image that the Queen was fighting alongside Vader. She had no 
idea if she actually shot anything; it was too hard to focus through all 
the bright streaks of enemy fire. 


Her eyes scanned to the lone AAT still in the courtyard. It was 
aiming at them, circling to the side almost like it was wary of them. 
Vader paid it only a glance, as if debating how to finish what was a 
minor annoyance to him. He was saved the effort, as the final AAT 
exploded, courtesy of the cannon atop of a modified patrol speeder. 


She sent a regal nod to the men around the corner before climbing 
the stairs with Vader. 


The Dark Lord paused at the entrance, regarding Sabe for a 
moment as he unignited his lightsaber. "If you need to vomit, now 
would be the time," he informed bluntly, as if knowingly. 


She hated that on some level, that he could see through all masks 
and efforts to hide her weakness and see them plain as day. Just 
saying it was almost enough to make her guts empty on the palace 
steps. She paused, swallowing it down with a breath, before giving a 
determined nod. "I'm fine." 


If he was impressed or not, Vader simply entered the open archway. 
"The rest of the droids in the city should be easy to deal with." 


"But most of the ones in the palace will be between the others and 
the hangar," Sabe responded, scanning the halls as Vader marched 
through purposefully. If she didn't know any better, she'd think he 
had been here more than once. 


"Unless Gunray has recalled more to protect himself," Vader pointed 
out. 


Sabe turned silent as she understood Vader's intent. Either all the 
droids would be in one place to deal with, or it would be easier to get 
through to the hanger. It put a moderate amount of risk to Padme, 
but she knew her queen would have it no other way. Besides, she 
trusted the others to keep her alive. Especially the Meres, they 
seemed more than prepared for this kind of conflict. 


Vader paused suddenly, drawing her worry. "Gunray left the throne 
room,” Vader explained. 


Sabe said nothing, recalling that Vader had some listening device 
smuggled in before the battle started. "Is he trying to escape?" 


"Unlikely. He's a coward, but not unintelligent enough to attempt to 
leave the planet with a space battle occurring above Theed,” Vader 
answered. 


Sabe frowned. "Is it still occurring?" she asked grimly. If either of the 


battles failed, and this soon, then this entire mission could go up in 
smoke. 


"Yes," Vader answered instantly, beginning to move again. 


Sabe followed. They were still heading towards the hanger, so she 
assumed the plan was unchanged for now. Still, she understood the 
concern. Gunray on the move meant his protection was on the 
move. And given all she had heard of the viceroy, she expected to 
find many of the best droids surrounding him, which could be trouble 
for anyone besides Darth Vader. If the Sith was wrong, if Gunray did 
try to flee, he'd be heading to the hangar. And if he did... that could 
mean Padme's group would be pincered between two groups of 
battle droids. 


Her dark musings came to halt as she noticed how silent it was. Too 
silent, she realized, regarding Vader oddly as she realized his iconic 
breathing had been silenced. But he gave no other sign that 
anything was wrong. That only made her grip the blaster tighter as 
they continued walking. He was up to something, but what? 


She held her breath as they passed a hallway with no less than 
twenty droids patrolling it, and just happened to be marching away 
from them. She did everything possible to not make extra noise as 
she crossed the gap. Vader stopped just past the corner and she, in 
turn, stopped just behind him. 


He glanced back to her, and Sabe just knew that she wouldn't like 
whatever they were going to do next. 


Meanwhile 


"Sir! The repair teams report that the shield generator cannot be 
repaired!" 


Dofine felt his terror and anger growing at the report from his fellow 
Neimoidian. "| want all weapons aimed at those bombers! And that 
ship with the charges!" 


"But sir, seventy percent of our weapon system is already-!" the 
officer reminded urgently. 


"Just do it!" Dofine ordered again, turning to another as he hurried 
along the command deck. "What is the integrity of the Vuutun ?" 


"Not good, Sir, but we should last long enough for reinforcements," 
she answered frantically. "But if an explosion ruptures our reactor, or 
causes a reaction with the ammunition..." 


Dofine grunted uncomfortably as he moved away, trying to ignore 
the sounds of the battle. 


lt was a rather peculiar thing to learn, that there should be no sound 
in space. Most people didn't question the sounds that could be 
heard in a spaceship, as most people learned about the logic of 
sound not traveling in a vacuum after they had already sailed in a 
ship. The truth was far simpler than others realized: Ship sensors 
were designed to interpret and simulate their surrounding in an 
atmosphere, and amplify the existing sound if in a thinner 
atmosphere. It was something developed long, long ago to the point 
where every ship had this basic technology built into them. 


In some ways, Dofine hated that aspect of the sensors. He might 
actually be able to suppress his fear better if he couldn't hear the 
explosions, the bursts of lasers, and the whirling of the starfighters 
zooming by. Then again, he heard absolute silence in space battles 
made people turn insane from stress. Perhaps it was a no-win 
scenario. 


He barely saved his footing as he felt the lucrehulk lurching under 
him. That wasn't good. That couldn't be anything but terrible news, 
hearing the distinct sound of the seismic charges echoing in his 
ears. 


"Report!" he barked. 


"Captain!" one of the Neimoidians cried out in alarm. "The sphere 
has been compromised!" 


Dead silence rang in the air, just for a second. If the sohere was 
compromised, they might be trapped on the command deck, but 
also... "Status on all systems!?" he demanded quickly. 


"Only one has been affected so far! But it's the temperature control!" 
came the explanation. 


A soul ignorant of spaceships, especially something as big as a 
lucrehulk, might think this to only be a minor inconvenience. But it 
wasn't, oh it wasn't. Between the massive heat created from 
generators and engines, and the vast coldness of space, the 
temperature control systems were all too vital. 


"Back-up systems!?" Dofine barked out. 


"They'll keep us from freezing, but they were never tested for a 
situation like this!" 


Dofine shivered. Of all the ways to die, burning up was low on his list 
of acceptable ends. 


The only way to stop this, the only way to survive was to stop the 
enemy from attacking. And wiping them out wasn't working. Even if 
the reinforcements arrived, the Vuutun Palaa might be destroyed still 
and them with it! 


Luckily, their own starfighters were all droids, so he didn't have to 
worry about them disobeying orders of a more... self-sacrificing 
nature. 


Meanwhile, Boba Fett flew watched the smaller explosions on the 
lucrehulk's hull, noticing the lights flickering on several parts of the 
ship as it tried to compensate and relay power accordingly. 


The good news was that the shields were down. Even better, the 
Vuutun Palaa was basically a floating target now; nearly all turrets 
destroyed, the hangars were compromised. They could blow it up 
pretty easily now. 


The bad news was that the rest of the vulture droids had just arrived. 


The Anti-Federationists had only lost a fifth of their own fighters now, 
but Boba didn't like the odds at this rate. At least the Clamator was 
holding up pretty well. No serious attempts had been made on th- 


Something exploded on the Clamator . 


Boba knew instantly that those weren't bombs. The droids would 
have sent them out already if they had any. So that just left... 


" Clamator, this is Slave II. Are they suicide-bombing you?" Boba 
asked with a frown. 


"As much as a droid can commit suicide, Slave ||. They're getting 
desperate, but | don't know how long the shields can hold against 
this kind of attack," Cifo answered grimly. 


"Not long," Boba said knowingly. It might be for a battleship, but that 
shield generator wasn't built for the intention of wartime. "You have 
an escape option?" 


"That's not concern | hear, Slave ||. What are you thinking?" Cifo 
inquired sternly. 


"Just thinning the numbers where | can," Boba answered cryptically. 


He rushed into the fray, shooting down two, three vultures diving for 
the Clamator before heading towards the thick of the enemy. 


"Slave Il, what are you doing? They're not going to follow you this 
time!" Cifo reminded. 


"| know," Boba said as he released another charge. 


"Spawn of a-!" Cifo cursed out as the edge of the wave crashed over 
the Clamator. "Are you trying to kill us now?" 


"Calm down. The shields actually held," Boba pointed out, observing 
the enemies. The droids were getting smart though. That had barely 
taken out two dozen. It should have taken out three or four with how 
grouped up they were, but the droids had learned to take proper 
maneuvers the instant the explosions went off. Strategist, they 
weren't, but the vultures at least knew when to try and dodge. "We 
need to finish up h-" 


Boba was interrupted as the Vuutun Palaa groaned and shuddered 
before it started to implode, ruptures along the sides forming and 
spreading along the ring and spreading. 


"Everyone, move!" Boba and Cifo both called out. 


Everyone, droids included, vacated the space around the lucrehulk 
as quickly as possible, as the internal explosions spread the core at 
the center, destroying the entire ship and leaving it a wreckage. 


"Slave Il, you still with us? We lost two more in that explosion, three 
are returning for repairs," Cifo reported. 


"I'm fine," Boba reported gruffly, observing the wreckage briefly. 
Something exploded on the inside to start that. Probably some 
ammunition dump. He faintly wondered in the back of his head, if the 
cheapness of the Federation in the pre-Clone Wars even had 
precautions set up to try and prevent accidents like that. 


Time travel led to some very strange questions forming in his mind, 
at the strangest times. 


"We can't take on the other two until we got everyone ready. We'll 
just have to thin them out here, while they... ," Boba started, 
narrowing his eyes as he looked at his radar. " Clamator ?" 


"| see it too," Cifo answered grimly. "The vultures are retreating." 


Boba frowned. Why would they retreat? They were already worn 
down. Even if he and the others managed to destroy every droid 
ship, it was still the best time for the Federation to keep striking, to 
wear them down as much as possible. 


"Just what the hell are you clankers up to?" Boba murmured. 


"| think | know," Cifo said with a hum. "Neimoidians will do anything 
to preserve their own lives." 


Boba chose to ignore that Cifo himself was a Neimoidian. "What's 
your point?" 


"That most "captains" in the Trade Federation got there by 
bootlicking and bribing. So, if one lucrehulk fell, what is the most 
basic strategy for the other two to win short of fleeing?" Cifo 
reasoned. 


"... Sith shit," Boba said with a frown. "They're going to bring both 
ships together, aren't they?" 


Meanwhile 
Blaster fire whizzed by as Padme hid behind a pillar. 


"I'll be honest," Brannder Keat said as the mere reloaded his rifle. "| 
expected more of them," he finished, leaning out to fire into the 
hallway filled with droids. 


"Don't complain," Panaka called over, taking his own shots out as 
well. 


"I'll complain when the rest show up at a bad time," Brannder 
countered as he pulled back behind cover. "| saw two droidekas 
rolling from their rear! Permission to wreck the palace some?" 


"Granted," Padme answered with a determined frown. 


Brannder shared a savage look with his fellow mere, switching a 
button on his rifle before taking aim again. "Take cover!" he yelled 
before there was a launching sound and he pulled back as well; two 
seconds later, a large explosion filled their ears. 


Padme poked her head around and frowned. "You missed," she 
informed, seeing that many of the droids were blown into scrap 
metal, but the droidekas were unfolding. She took one quick shot 
before their shield went up. She didn't destroy either of them, 
unfortunately. 


"Damn, thought they were closer," Brannder grunted, looking 
vaguely surprised as he watched the blaster fire hurling by. 


"What is it?" the other mere, Rellen Jotta, asked idly. 


"She actually knocked out one of the blasters," Brannder answered, 
looking to Padme with a smirk. "Nice shot." 


"Not the time," Panaka remarked stiffly, eyeing the rapid-fire warily. 


"Don't worry, we were saving some ion grenades just for something 


like this," Rellen assured, pulling up a grenade off his belt. Tossing it 
in the air experimentally, to test the planet's gravity, he pressed a 
button to activate the explosive before hurling it down the hallway. 
There was another explosion, quieter and with the sound of static in 
the air. 


"Shields are down!" Brannder declared as they all began firing 
again. The droidekas fell in short order, the few remaining B1 droids 
following suit. 


"And you didn't use that sooner?!" one of the security officers asked 
in relief and surprise, getting a scolding look from Panaka. 


"Only got so many of those, and | don't know how many rollers the 
Feds have in this place," Brannder explained absently, scanning the 
area carefully for any droids that were just pretending to be out of 
commission. It was rare, but some of them were smarter than the 
rest. "Clear. Let's move up." 


Padme and Panaka were at the head of the group. They had started 
off with about four dozens, but a quarter had split off to help secure 
the city before they entered the palace. Not too small to be 
ineffective, and not too many for the close-quarters combat they'd 
have to take part in. 


Both of them lingered slightly over the scorched walls and broken 
pieces of art. Padme knew she'd have to fight for her planet one 
day, but she never imagined it'd be as a soldier. Or that the battles 
would be in these hallowed halls. It was so symbolic at that 
moment... their ideals and democracy, tarnished by this war. 


Padme couldn't help but feel that this was her failure as Queen. It 
was her job to protect and lead Naboo; the people had trusted their 
future to her. And that had led to this. In her mind, she knew it was 
beyond her, that this was part of something that had been set in 
motion long before she was even born. That did not quiet the storm 
in her heart. But she resolved herself. Regardless of who was at 
fault, it was her duty to end this crisis. 


However she had to. 


They marched on down the hall, stopping at the next turn as the 
meres took up forward positions, Brannder glancing around the side. 


He was silent for far too long. "What do you see?" Panaka asked 
quietly. 


The mere refused to answer for a second longer. "... | think Darth 
Vader somehow got here first," he answered vaguely, pushing off 
the edge and rounding the corner with much less caution than they 
expected. 


While a bit hesitant, the rest of the armed group followed suit, 
looking down at the battle droids standing down the hall at the 
entrance to the hanger. 


Or lack thereof, as it were. 


Padme couldn't fault Brannder's hypothesis. Around the closed 
doors of the hanger, there was a great collection of broken and 
shattered B1droids. There were even more droidekas, all destroyed. 
She could hardly tell how many there might have been with how 
badly they were obliterated. Such a whirlwind of destruction would 
typical of Vader, but... 


"This wasn't a lightsaber," Panaka observed, voicing the thoughts of 
many. "Something blasted these droids. Something big." 


Padme frowned as she eyed the very large scorch marks and 
craters where the surfaces of the floor and walls had been destroyed 
and warped. Judging by their positions, she had a good idea of 
where they came from. 


"Your-What are you doing?" Panaka called after her, barely resisting 
the reflex to call her by her title. Padme said nothing as she moved 
to the control panel on the wall, the large doors opening with a hiss. 


An unnerving silence rang over the hall as they all moved closer to 
the wall, to avoid being shot at through the door. 


"If you're not droids, speak up now!" a voice called. 


Panaka and Padme shared a look of surprise at the voice while 


Rellen put his hand to his mouth. "We're friendlies! Captain Panaka 
can vouch for us." 


"Panaka?" the voice repeated in surprise. "That really you, Sir?" 


"Yes, it is. Is that you Lieutenant Sykes?" Panaka called back. "You 
retook the hanger?" 


"With some help from your friend. Scary guy called Boba Fett?" 
Gavyn called back. "And he left us some help." 


"Took you all long enough to show up." 


Padme smiled in relief as several in the group relaxed at the sound 
of that voice, especially the meres. They made their way into the 
hanger, seeing it protected by a small group of Naboo resistance 
forces, who let out a small cheer at their return. 


"Nice to have a warm welcome," Brannder murmured, getting a nod 
from Rellen. 


Panaka allowed his stoicism to drop as he caught sight of Gavyn's 
approaching form. "You bastard, | was beginning to think you got 
blown up in space," Gavyn greeted as they shook hands. 


"It's been a long journey here for all of us, | imagine," Panaka stated 
sympathetically. 


"Long enough to meet a Hutt and get stabbed in the back," Gavyn 
agreed, getting odd looks from several of the humans. 


"So, what, half a day?" Rellen asked with a smirk. 


Gavyn didn't look too surprised by the non-humans in the group. 
"Yeah, that's what your friend over there said," he said, jabbing a 
thumb to the side. 


Everyone turned and Padme blinked as she realized how they had 
been defending this hanger: Some of the ships had been angled and 
repositioned to be aiming towards the doors, allowing them to blast 
any intruders. 


And climbing out of the ship was a rather short non-human. 
"Welcome home, humans of Naboo," Sod Gert greeted kindly, 
standing with one foot on the edge of the cockpit. 


"Thank you for the distraction, Patriarch Gert," Padme said, drawing 
the attention of Gavyn, whose eyes widened minutely in recognition 
of who she was, getting a slow nod from Panaka. 


"Think nothing of it. Using that Firespray was a treat for this withered 
soul," he assured with a smile on his long face, cocking his head to 
the side. "But where is Darth Vader?" 


"What's a Darth?" Gavyn murmured. 
"Scary friend of the Queen,” Brannder summarized with a smirk. 


"Who he is currently escorting," Padme answered with a scowl, 
looking to the doors before looking towards her group. "We'll deal 
with the rest here. Everyone that can fly, go and help the battle in 
space." 


"I'll just be borrowing this then," Sod called as the Vulptereen sat 
back down in the ship. 


"We've found some interesting allies," Gavyn remarked with a tired 
smile as the pilots started rushing to the N1s. 


"Lieutenant, are you well?" Panaka asked in concern. 


"The Neimoidians weren't stupid enough to leave me in the hangar. 
They've been keeping me from sleeping for days now. | can still hold 
a blaster, but | don't trust me in a cockpit right now," Gavyn 
explained in apology. 


Padme nodded in understanding. "Our job is to find and capture 
Gunray." 


Gavyn suddenly stood a bit straighter at that news. "Well, | definitely 
have enough juice left to help with that," Gavyn assured. 


"If | had to wager, I'd say Gunray is in the throne room," Padme 
stated. "If not, he might try to escape through the hangar, which 


would lead him right to us anyway." 


"We should be careful. He might have an ambush waiting for us," 
Panaka cautioned. 


"You're right, I-" 


"Attention, all enemies witnin the palace!" a voice boomed over the 
palace communication system. 


"Gunray," Padme muttered knowingly, glaring towards the ceiling as 
the voice continued. 


"This is Viceroy Nute Gunray of the Trade Federation!" 


"Strange," Gavyn murmured to himself. "He's never really used that 
before." 


"All of you stand down this instant! Your battle is lost! | have your 
Queen captive, and the one known as Darth Vader has fallen to us!" 


Absolute silence enveloped the hangar. 
End of Chapter 


So, yeah. One Lucrehulk down, and Gunray is claiming that Vader is 
dead... yeah, I'm not even going to pretend any of you'd buy Vader 
dying to B1s, but it is a mystery as to what the hell is going on at 
Vader's end. 


And we got a peak at Gunray's righthand, Rune. Doesn't get a lot of 
attention in the fandom, but he was probably one of the main 
reasons Gunray didn't do too many stupid things. Also, yeah, guy is 
kind of crippled on one side. Was an interesting fact, so | brought it 
up. 
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Chapter 33 


Darth Vader: Hero of Naboo 
Disclaimer: | don't own Star Wars 


NOTE: Thank you all! THis is officialyl the top SW story in all 
categories! Favorites, Follows, and Reviews! This has been a 
wonderful trip with you all. While Sidious was the main course, 
| hope the Gunray-Desert is enjoyable by the end. 


"Well, that's definitely a lie," Branndor remarked bluntly before 
turning to the pilots, paused in the midst of starting up their ships. 
"All of you, go! We have a battle to win!" 


"Are you certain Gunray is lying?" Gavyn asked skeptically. 


"If he's not, he merely believes he's telling the truth," Padme 
remarked, turning to Panaka. "Which means he believes he has the 
queen." 


"| don't see Vader letting her being stolen so easily," Panaka agreed 
grimly. 


"But why does Gunray think he's dead then?" Gavyn remarked. 


"Who knows," Padme said. "It's not important. What is important is 
capturing Gunray and putting an end to this." 


"She's right," Panaka agreed, even if he was confused by this turn of 
events, watching as the last of the Naboo Starfighters left the 
hangar. "We need to move out, now." 


"But where to?" Rellen asked pointedly as he looked between the 
humans. "This is your palace, where would he be? The throne room 
still?" 


"He is not." 


"Fucking Moons!" Gavyn yelled as everyone turned their blasters on 


the robotic voice. 


Fortunately, or unfortunately, it was not a battle droid that was still 
operational, but L4¢7. The medical droid lay on its side, tilting its head 
to look at the organics. "The Viceroy has left the Throne Room." 


They all exchanged wary looks as Padme eyed the droid. "Why 
would you help us?" 


"Simple, Fleshling," L47 answered flatly. "The damage has caused 
my loyalty programs to malfunction. Thus, | am controlled only by 
my self-preservation protocols. The Viceroy sees me as disposable. 
You, however, have a need of me." 


"Why should we trust you?" Gavyn asked skeptically. "For a droid, 
you seemed very eager to torture us." 


"By design, yes. | am program to both heal and torture, human," L47 
reminded. "Do you wish to know where the Viceroy is or not, 
Fleshlings?" 


Panaka shared a look with Padme, who nodded slowly. "How do 
you know this anyway?" Panaka questioned. 


"Medical droids like me are independent of the Lucrehulk control. 
Neimoidians are rather fearful of medical issues," L47 explained 
simply. "But | am still connected to their communications. The 
Viceroy is heading to the rearmost watchtower of the palace, the 
one most isolated." 


"He's hoping he can hold up there," Branndor remarked knowingly. 
"It'll be tough getting in there." 


"He has not arrived there yet," L47 stated as a warning. "The viceroy 
is making an unknown detour. It does not specify where or why. 
Only that all remaining droids in and around the palace are to gather 
at that watchtower immediately." 


Padme contemplated the information for a moment before nodding. 
"If we survive this, | will ensure your own, Droid." 


"My designation is L47, Fleshling," he corrected. "But your 


assurance is appreciated." 


"We're not helping you until the battle is over," Panaka warned. 
"After all, your loyalty programs are damaged." 


"This is fair," L47 granted, allowing his robotic body to go limp, 
almost as if he was offline. 


"... Are you playing dead?" Gavyn asked in surprise. 


L47 either couldn't hear him or simply refused to acknowledge the 
question. 


"Leave him be," Padme said firmly. "We'll have to move quickly to 
cut Gunray off. Everyone, grab whatever equipment you can. We're 
leaving now" 


Panaka turned with her as they started walking to the main doors of 
the hangar. "Do you trust that droid?" Panaka asked skeptically. 


"No, but in case he's reporting to Gunray, | want them to think we 
believe it," Padme answered simply. 


Panaka nodded in acceptance, but both of them knew each of them 
was more focused on the bigger question at hand. 


Just what was Vader doing? 
Meanwhile 


Vader's collapsed body lay limp against the wall, his body unmoving 
and his breathing silent as smoke rose from where the blasters had 
scorched his shoulder. The only sound in the hall was the fading 
clank of droid feet. 


It wasn't until the droids were out of sight that Vader reactivated his 
breathing, rolling his shoulders before rising to his feet again. 
Playing dead wasn't a tactic he was fond of, and it felt almost 
insulting to use it against a group of B1 battle droids. 


But then again, he was mildly sure that the B1s of this era were 
among the only droids stupid enough to fall for his attempt at 


pretending to be dead. 
He didn't like it, but it was unfortunately necessary. 


Not because it gave him the element of surprise, or because the 
droids holding Sabe would lead him directly to Gunray. He didn't 
need any of those advantages. No, there was something much 
odder about this situation that warranted his attention. 


Why had the droids been here at all? 


This hadn't been a mere patrol group, this was three dozen droids 
guarding one hallway. Gunray had to have already known by now 
that the palace itself was under siege, by a Sith Lord no less. The 
droids should have been running off to either fight him or guard 
Gunray. 


It was only by sheer luck and terrible programming that none of the 
droids had remained behind to keep guarding it. The Queen of 
Naboo was a top priority to them, after all. 


But what was their priority here, in this hall? 


lt was a matter Vader would have put little thought into, deeming it 
unimportant given the situation they were in, except... 


Except that the Force was calling to him, drawing him to this spot. 
And he could feel the Dark Side calling him towards something... 
something alive. 


The Palace of Theed was filled with many secrets. Every Monarch 
had built another tower or building onto it and made their own... 
internal additions. According to Padme, there was once a book 
passed down to the Monarchs of Naboo, detailing every secret in 
the palace's designs. It was little surprise that Gunray might have 
found a few extra hiding spots. 


And that was his first instinct, to assume that Gunray was here, 
hiding in some secret chamber. Or another Neimoidian perhaps... 
whoever it was, they were very afraid. 


He reached out with his hand, sending the Force over the surface, 


rippling across it like a gust of wind, before it ceased at a segment in 
the wall, completely plain and bare to better appear unassuming. 


He stood before the area, staring at it intently. There was some 
hidden way to open it, Vader knew, but he didn't care. 


Without even a gesture, he forced the secret door to snap off its 
locks, cracks forming on the ends of the door and wall. It slid open, 
revealing a dark room. 


Vader expected a few things; A few droids or even a droideka, 
Gunray sniveling for his life, even just some servants or children that 
had hauled up in the room for their own safety. 


Therefore, he wasn't surprised to see the trembling blaster aimed at 
him. 


But he wasn't expecting to see who was holding it. 


"W-what are you?" she asked in fear. Despite that fear, she stared 
him down, determined not to die defenseless. "Some droid designed 
to torture us?" 


Vader decided the best response was nonverbal; his lightsaber 
leaped into his hand and ignited, illuminating the dark room in the 
red glow. 


"A Jedi?" she whispered as she tensed, but didn't fire. 

"An ally of your queen, Sola Naberrie." 

Meanwhile 

"Oh, Rancor balls," Nym grunted as he took in the situation. 


The plan had been working wonders, thanks in no small part to the 
droids being predictable and uncreative. Presented with an enemy 
on open fields, the droids were bound completely focus on the 
enemy in front of them, especially with the giant shields to deal with. 


And even though the OOM droid obviously was smart enough to 
know something was up, the plan still worked more or less as they 


wanted. True, they wanted to get the droids closer to the forest, but 
the distance created between the army and their MTTs had been 
more than enough for Nym and the kaadu cavalry to make their 
charge. 


He had to hand it to the Gungans, their dome shields worked rather 
well. And despite the issues with the technology needing two pieces 
to function, they had lined them up just right so that the shields had 
created a proper path to the hill they expected the droids to be. They 
almost ran out of time though, even half an hour earlier and they 
wouldn't have had time to camouflage the shield generators. And 
even the droids wouldn't be stupid enough to ignore unhidden shield 
generators lying out in the fields. 


Even with the droidekas emerging, they hadn't been fast enough to 
make a difference as Nym and the Gungans poured over the nigh 
unguarded MTTs. 


Taking out them was more vital than the Gungans could understand. 
The amphibians weren't stupid, but they had no idea how important 
the OOMs units could be in a fight. Without the yellow stripped 
droids, the B1s would lose whatever sense of strategy and tactics 
the scrapbots could muster. Clearing out the MTTs removed them, 
the droidekas, and extra ammo for the droids. 


Not to mention, it was necessary for the larger strategy. With the 
droids surrounded, they were free to strike at them with a pincer 
maneuver, pinning them between the shields and the cavalry. Then 
the cavalry could regroup inside the shields, and decide the best 
course from there. 


There was only one problem. 


One of the command droids either survived or sent out a last minute 
order to charge the shield. Why, Nym didn't understand, nor did he 
care. All he knew was that the battle had turned into a complete 
mess. 


The droids had rushed through the shields, blasters blazing. The 
Gungans had been surprised by the sudden change, and suffered 
for it. Even with their personal shields, the droids had still manages 


to make several holes in their lines. Close range gave the Gungans 
an advantage with their spears, but it also meant that the droids 
didn't have to worry about accuracy. When they shot, they always hit 
either a shield or Gungan flesh. 


More worrying were the ATTs. They had rushed through and 
immediately fell under focused bombardment of the Boomas. But 
before most of them went down, their main cannons managed to fire 
at the shield generators. Two of the shield generators were 
destroyed, leaving only two domes left. 


One, actually, as the Fambaas carrying another set fell with a loud, 
dying groan from being shot at by droids. 


Four ATTs were left, three on one flank and one alone on the other. 


"Whatsa we do, General? Oursa in there too!" one of the Gungans 
asked in alarm. 


Nym frowned, readying his blaster as he held the reigns of his 
kaadu. "Follow my lead. We're going to attack where the droids are 
thickest, and try not to trample any of our own," he ordered sternly. 


The Gungans looked a bit uneasy about the idea, but when Nym 
began the charge, they followed all the same. 


Nym let out a great war cry as he began to fire at the droids, the 
Gungans roaring with him. Some of the droids began to fire at them, 
but the tanks were too preoccupied to be bothered to fire at them. 
Still, that didn't stop the blaster fire from killing many of the cavalry. 
It only took one shot to kill a rider, or the mount go tumbling from a 
sudden wound. 


It was risky thing, riding cavalry against weapons like these, but it 
wasn't the first time Nym had to charge through a firing squad of 
droids and it won't be the last, he knew. It probably wouldn't be the 
last until the Trade Federation was dismantled for good and maybe 
not even then. That sort of clarity was something he only got in the 
rush of battle, in the moments before the attack truly began. 


Perhaps he never wanted it to be the last time. He wasn't sure how'd 


he fit in a galaxy devoid of enemies to fight. 


With that final thought, the charge impacted with the droids. Droids 
were sent flying or ran over, those that survived left easy picking for 
the Gungan warriors. 


Nym turned his kaadu around as he came to a halt, scanning the 
battlefield quickly. The situation wasn't horrible, not by a long shot. 
The left flank was a wash, as that was where the three ATTs were. 
One more had been destroyed, but the droids and the two other 
tanks were clearing through the Gungans over there. The middle 
was mosily intact now that the charge had dealt with the major 
breach. The right flank was the only place with a shield generator 
still operating. The final ATT there was disab- 


*BOOM!* 


-stuck, the final one was evidently somehow stuck as its front end of 
its bottom was embedded into the dirt, but its guns were still firing. It 
was just outside the shield, which was ironically protecting it from 
the Gungan Boomas now. 


More importantly, there was no new coordination or anything among 
the droids, just blindly shooting at the nearest targets. Still, about 
half of the droids were destroyed now. If they kept this pace, they 
could just destroy every single piece of federation scrap. But that 
would be very costly for the Gungans. 


Thus, his next move was somewhat easy to make. 


"Sol!" he called over his communicator. "I'm calling for a withdrawal! 
If you webbed bastards got any rounds for taking out ATTs, now's 
the time." 


"Roger that. Try not to die out there," Sol answered back dryly. 


With that, Nym turned his attention back to the battlefield. "Retreat! 
Back to the forest! Retreat!" he bellowed, several Gungan blowing 
war horns to spread the message. With that, the Gungans began to 
disengage and flee towards the forest. 


"Binga!" he called to the Gungan that stuck closest to him this entire 


battle, the actual leader of the Gungan kaadu cavalry. "We're going 
to stall them while the rest get to the forest! Between us and the 
shield generator, they'll have enough time to get to cover!" 


"Okey! Wesa with yous!" Binga called back, nodding with a brave 
look on his face. 


Nym grinned savagely as he let out another war cry, gathering the 
kaadu-riders to him once more. 


This battle was going their way, but it wasn't over. 
Meanwhile 

Not by a longshot. 

"How long do we have?" Boba asked sternly. 


"The good news is that we have one, maybe two hours before those 
two lucrehulks can gather at the closest location. Assuming they're 
both moving to a half-way point between each other," Cifo 
responded grimly. "The bad news is that the Clamator won't reach 
either of them in time." 


"And fighting both of them at once would be almost impossible,” 
Boba summarized grimly. "| have some tricks left; | can definitely 
take out one of them. But that final one is the real problem." 


"Well, we have support coming in from the surface. The Queen and 
Vader are handling their end well, it appears," Cifo commented. 


"That might be enough," Boba mused, thinking it over in his head. 
His charges would clear out more of the vultures, and their fighters 
should be able to handle the rest. "It doesn't matter which we go 
after first, just that we-" 


"Attention Enemy Forces!" a voice rang over an open channel. "This 
is Captain Etrid of the Fooni Tiina! | wish to negotiate! Please, 
respond!" 


Boba was neither moved nor impressed by the pleading voice 
invading his ship. "Are they begging or stalling?" he questioned idly. 


"Both in all likelihood," Cifo remarked in distaste. "But there is no 
reason we can't advance and hear them out at the same time." 


Boba supposed that was true, sending the signal to the others that 
they should aim course towards the Fooni Tiina. He switched his 
frequency, to hear how these "negotiations" played out. 


"What do you want, Captain?" Cifo asked with distaste. 


"Who are you all?! Identify yourself!" Etrid demanded, trying and 
failing to cover his fear with anger. 


"Enemies of the Trade Federation. Again, What Do You Want?" Cifo 
pressed mercilessly. 


Boba granted this, Cifo wasn't anywhere as cowardly as the average 
Neimoidian, but he certainly had some of their crueler traits. 


"W-we wish to negotiate for a truce! Gunray has clearly gone mad! 
My crew and | can be part of this scheme no more!" Etrid declared, 
as if his life depended on it. And, to be fair, it did. 


"You mean, you want to save your own skins," Cifo countered 
coldly. "What are you offering, besides your surrender?" 


"I-l can convince the captain of the Krannut that this is a lost cause! 
With both of us in agreement, we can shut down the droid army!" 
Etrid offered quickly. 


Well, that was a tempting offer if Boba ever heard one. The trouble 
was, could they trust the Neimoidians to not backstab them and 
reactivate the droids when they were vulnerable? Not really. 


"Contact your fellow captain. Let us hear what he has to say before 
we agree to anything," Cifo instructed. 


Boba wondered now if Cifo himself was just stalling as they flew 
towards the Lucrehulk. 


"O-of course, right away!" Etrid answered, barking orders to his 
command officers in Pak Pak. 


"He's telling the truth," Cifo murmured while Etrid was distracted. 
"How can you tell?" Boba retorted, only vaguely surprised. 


"Because he's talking about needing to get the other captain to 
agree to this," Cifo answered with a snort. 


Right, Cifo knew the native language of his kind. Boba knew 
enough, but he could hardly hear Etrid'’s words on his end. "You 
think we can trust them?" 


"There is no profit in backstabbing us, only more risks," Cifo mused, 
grunting to himself. 


"lam Captain Rorn of the Krannut. To whom am | speaking? Are 
you the enemy leader?" a new Neimoidian voice called. 


"I'm in charge of deciding if we blow you out of space, you'll have to 
settle for that," Cifo answered bluntly. 


"I'm... not convinced | can trust any deals made with you, an 
unknown enemy," Rorn said defensively. 


"Rorn, for the love of all the money in the galaxy, don't be stubborn 
with our lives!" Etrid insisted, pleaded to his fellow captain. 


"That procedure was only to be used in case the droids stopped 
responding! Not as some mass surrender!" Rorn protested. 


"Because we do not have a procedure for surrendering!" Etrid 
pointed out. "Rorn, you know that this is fruitless. Why else would 
Gunray cut off all communication with the rest of the galaxy, 
including the rest of the Trade Fe-GAH" 


His ranting was cut short as the sound of blaster fire filled the 
communications line, along with the screams and cries of those 
being attacked. Boba frowned, his head having snapped to the 
audio that indicated either a problem, or a very, very bad problem. 


"lam designated as OOM-8 of the Trade Federation," a droid's voice 
spoke up over the silence. "| am assuming command of the 
Lucrehulk designated as Fooni Tiina." 


"... May | ask, droid, why you just gunned down every Neimoidian 
on the command deck?" Cifo asked, trying to maintain his calm, but 
clearly not expecting this... development. 


Meanwhile 


Plagueis was very meticulous and very careful when he felt the 
situation warranted it, as a Sith and a Scientist. 


Disposing of Sidious's body was one such situation. 


It had nothing to do with the exposure of Sheev Palpatine being a 
Sith Lord. No, that cat was out of the bag. His primary concern was 
the virus he had infected Sidious with. True, yes, he had engineered 
it to target Sidious, and Sidious alone. But that was before his 
former apprentice had literally torn open a hole in space-time and 
unleashed a Force Storm, flooding the planet with the Dark Side; 
The planet and his body. 


The Dark Side promoted change, adaption in all who used it. It was 
not unquestionable that the virus could have mutated from such an 
unexpected event. Or even still be mutating. Death of the host did 
not mean death of the disease, after all. 


Still, he felt safe in his belief that the virus had not spread to anyone 
as of yet. He checked his midi-chlorian levels thrice daily now, and 
kept Sidious's body contained: Both with the Fore and with 
technology. It wasn't the first time he had to use the Force like a 
decontamination field, and it likely wouldn't be the last. 


Now Sidious's corpse and head lay in a sealed incinerator. It was a 
private little lab of his on one of the Moons of Muscave, a gas giant 
in the Coruscant system. Close enough to be able to sense 
Coruscant, far enough away that the Tear in the Veil didn't leave him 
exposed. As long as he didn't do anything overt with the Dark Side, 
the Jedi wouldn't be able to notice his presence. 


He would have done this days ago, but he had a more important 
task: Sleeping for a full twenty-four hours. 


He had been using the Force as a substitution for sleep for far too 


long. It was a mundane addiction he had fallen into, the allure of not 
needing to slumber for a third of a day; An appeal to every mortal 
with such cycles, to have more time in the day. But even the Force, 
even the Dark Side had limits to how well it could be used like that 
without detrimental effects... side effects like his stamina, or lack 
thereof. Without willing the Dark Side to keep his body awake and 
moving, he had essentially gone into a coma. 


His first thought was, did the Light Side have a similar detriment for 
such a use, or did it simply not work as a multi-day sleep- 
replacement? 


Obviously, the scientist in him had awoken before the Sith. 
His second thought had been: Where Was Darth Vader!? 


Because he was clearly gone from Coruscant. Not dead, he realized 
quickly. Vader was somewhere out in space, but he couldn't guess 
where. The chaos of gathering the Dark Side to Coruscant, letting it 
flow away, ripping the Veil, and the Force Storm? The Force was a 
mess around Coruscant. Plagueis had no idea how long it would be 
like this. The Dark Side would undoubted hold strong on the Works, 
where Sidious had died. But how much would that fade, and how 
fast? 


An interesting thing to study, for both himself and the Jedi, but not 
important. 


No, what was important, was again, where was Darth Vader? 


That cyborg had needed more than just repairs, he needed healing 
and rest, much of it too. He needed a dedicated medical center to 
treat the many problems going on beneath that suit. But he was 
definitely not on Coruscant, which meant that he left. And he wasn't 
dead, so he had found medical aid elsewhere. 


Found, or been found? 


Plagueis wasn't surprised by the possibility, likelinood even that 
Vader had more allies in wait. But where was he going? 


It took Plagueis another day to figure that out, but mostly because 


he was making sure that Sidious's corpse wasn't about to turn into a 
Force-killing plague on the galaxy. Between scans and careful 
testing done on the body, Plagueis kept tabs on Coruscant. 


Naturally, his agents- as in the actual people in the legal employ of 
Hego Damask- had already been offering sympathies and aid in his 
name. Which was good, he paid them to make him appear as an 
upstanding citizen with a great deal of wealth. He went the extra 
miles of keeping said employees rather happy and well paid. After 
all, the best lies were the ones spread by people who fully believed 
them. 


Through them, he learned of the aftermath that resulted from 
Sidious's Death. Everyone knew Palpatine was involved, but 
everyone was focused on rescue efforts right now. There were 
plenty of people in the levels just below the Works that had been 
trapped by cave-ins. Not to mention the Force Storm had played 
havoc on the Weather Control Systems. 


Naturally, very few were still talking about the Crisis on Naboo, or 
that the Queen had left in the wake of the disaster drawing the full 
attention of the Senate. 


In other news, the vote of no confidence against Valorum had been 
postponed indefinitely due to the emergency. With his end of term 
soon in the future, it was unlikely they'd bother to go through with 
the vote. It was a mild problem in the grand scheme of things now. 


But if Vader had left, and the Queen had as well? That certainly 
made the mystery much less mysterious. The Sith Lord had gone off 
to help the Queen retake her home world. 


It was just as well, Plagueis decided. Gunray had been Sidious's 
puppet. Severing the strings and cutting his loses with the Viceroy 
was for the best for now. He'd scheme and manipulate the Trade 
Federation later. 


And thus, with all his tests and musings done, Plagueis found 
himself starring through the safety glass at the corpse of his former 
apprentice. So much time and energy, wasted. If only Sidious could 
let the Rule of Two go. Immortality could have been theirs. 


Now it would only be his. 


Pressing a button, he watched dispassionately as the body was 
reduce to ashes, and even those were being incinerated and 
cleansed to the point that no one would even be able to tell the 
remains had ever been of a lifeform. 


It was a strange time right now. 


Vader had "officially" ended the war between the Sith and the Jedi. 
Not that Vader had any authority to really do so, but it was a novelty 
in itself. Yes, he could continue his plans, he could just keep on 
plotting to kill all of the Jedi, but... 


He glanced out and away, through the walls and into the Force. 


He was a scientist at heart, and a scientist loved to see interesting 
situations play out, to see questions answered. 


And it was a very interesting question to test: Just how long could 
any kind of peace exist between Jedi and Sith? How long until the 
Neverending War began again? 


It'd be a bit boring if the answer came from his own plots against the 
Jedi. 


Besides, even the Sith in him was wary of such a move, if only 
because of a very important factor: 


Just what was Vader plotting, now that Sidious was dead? What 
were his goals for the galaxy? 


Well, there was only one way to find out... 
End of Chapter 


And there we go. Yes, Vader played dead and look who he found. 
Meanwhile, the droids killed all the organics on one of the 
Lucrehulks. Not a lot else to say. Everything is progressing with little 
turns and twists as both sides struggle to come out on top. And, to 
top it all off, a little mention of Plagueis, who obvious had to carefully 
dispose of Sidious's corpse, while musing about the future and 


things to come. 
Early viewing of chapters 34-35 avaliable on my pat-reon: 


p atreon. com (slash) akumakami64 


Chapter 34 


Darth Vader: Hero of Naboo 
Disclaimer: | don't own Star Wars. 


Cifo was no coward. He made a point of never becoming like the 
simpering, fearful lot his kind usually were. But he knew he wasn't 
alone in being unnerved by what was going on. 


"... May | ask, droid, why you just gunned down every Neimoidian 
on the command deck?" Cifo asked, eyeing the screen showing the 
command deck, droids removing the dead Neimoidians to take their 
seats and resume operations of the Lucrehulk. 


Of all things occurring on this assault, a droid uprising was not one 
of them. 


"lam replacing captain Etrid," OOM-8 informed, his organic 
predecessor right at his feet. The droid was staring at a static 
screen, Cifo knew, as their visual communications were only one 
way. "He was designated a traitor by parameters set by the Viceroy. 
Until such time as a loyal captain is appointed, | am to take 
command of the Lucrehulk designated as the Fooni Tiina." 


Okay, not a droid uprising. That was... better. Unexpected still, but 
bettter than that. 


"Should | assume that you are retracting Captain Etrid request for a 
cease-fire?" Cifo asked grimly. 


"Your assumption is correct," OOM-8 answered, turning his censors 
to the display showing the other captain. 


"I-| of course refuse as well," Rorn said quickly. "You will find no 
surrender from the Trade Federation." 


Cifo couldn't help but note the resignation in Rorn's voice at that. 


"| can see that," Cifo said before frowning. "May | inquire something 
of you, OOM-8?" 


"You may. Answering is my own prerogative," OOM-8 granted. 


"Why kill every Neimoidian? Why not kill only the captain?" Cifo 
inquired. 


"... This inquiry allows for a response," OOM-8 decided. "The 
Viceroy's orders were to purge the organic crew if they attempted to 
abandon their post, or similar treasonous parameters were met. He 
did not stipulate it should only be those committing treason." 


Rorn inhaled sharply while Cifo nodded. "Very well, Captain. To 
battle it is," he said before cutting the transmission. "Well, a rancor 
just shit in my breakfast." 


"Agreed," Boba responded over the coms. "There isn't a chance 
Gunray was just stupidly rash in that programming, right?" 


"Unlikely," Cifo admitted with a frown. "This is a desperation play. 
And | don't like it." 


"Neither do |," Boba agreed. 


"If the Federation finds out he did this, they'll turn on Gunray faster 
than you can destroy a vulture," Cifo remarked. "I don't think he 
intends to let Captain Rorn live, or any other Neimoidians on those 
ships." 


"... He's not stupid enough to crash a Lucrehulk onto the planet, is?" 
Boba asked grimly. A ship that size, falling at a terminal velocity? 
The devastation to this verdant planet would be nigh world ending in 
scope. 


"No, that is a line | think Gunray is too afraid to cross," Cifo 
remarked with a sigh. "If he did, the Trade Federation would bear 
the blame, and the Trade Federation would blame him. Not to 
mention he'd be too fearful of it coming down with him still on the 
planet." 


Boba hummed. That was at least one possible problem he didn't 


have to worry about. The worrying question, however, was what line 
Gunray was prepared to cross? 


Meanwhile 
"Does... does Gunray have the Queen?" 


Vader gave Sola a glance. "Your sister is not captured," he 
answered meaningfully. 


Sola let that line settle for a moment before nodding, quickly 
accepting that Vader knew who she was, who Padme was. 
Pretending was a waste of time. And they didn't have any. "Is there 
anything you can do?" 


Vader fell silent before turning his attention to the subject of her 
inquiry, the other living beings in the hidden room. 


Living, for the moment. 


On the floor were the bodies of two adult humans, a man anda 
woman. Both had blaster wounds in their torsos. They had been left 
in here to die, slowly. The male was already passed out from the 
pain, while his wife held his hand and silently wept. 


"No, there isn't," Vader answered solemnly, allowing his rage to 
swell a new as he looked down upon their faces, and knew their 
names well: Ruwee and Jobal Naberri, parents of Sola and Padme. 


In another time and another life, his in-laws. 


The sister of the queen inhaled deeply and choked on a sob, hand 
over her mouth as she leaned against some old, ornate table in the 
room. 


"lam sorry." 


Vader was very aware that he had never uttered those words, to 
anyone. Not since he became a Sith Lord. But he would say them 
now. 


Was this the price for his machinations against the old timeline, for 


changing history? A ripple effect, a distortion that spread from his 
return to the past? Or was this something more personal and 
twisted? Was this the trade he had unknowingly caused? That in 
saving his own mother and sparing his younger self of seeing her 
die, he now must watch as Padme was forced to endure that same 
agony? 


He felt the Dark Side come to him in answer to his ire, as he peered 
into it with all the fury of a krayt dragon denied its prey. And yet, he 
did not feel its influence in this. If this was the Will of the Force, it 
was not the Desire of the Dark Side. 


He shunted this aside and returned his focus to the present. 
"Remain here, try to keep them stable. | will send aid once | am 
able." 


Sola said nothing as the cyborg left the hidden chamber, still numb 
as her last hope for her parents crumbled before her. 


Vader remained in control, contained for half a minute as he 
marched down the fall. With every step, statues and paintings shook 
with his rage, cracks forming in the more fragile displays of art 


He was failing her. 


He was not delusional; he knew that Padme would never get 
through everything without scars, physical or emotional. Surviving 
things like this is what made people stronger for it. But she was 
already losing something in this timeline she had never lost in his 
native time; her parents. 


And why? He couldn't clear his mind to reason through it. Why did 
Gunray leave Padme's parents to die a slow death? Was it cruelty 
for the sake of spite? The viceroy was certainly capable of that, 
Vader knew. Perhaps it was some twisted logic of a merchant, killing 
all but one member of the family to... increase Sola's value to 
Padme? 


Panes of glass shattered as he passed, the Force rippling with his 
wrath while he followed the path to Gunray, led by Sabe's fear. 


It didn't matter why Gunray did it, just that he did. And that he paid 
the price for it. 


But that price was no longer his alone to extract. 
Meanwhile 


"Hm. Somehow, | knew you'd be foolish enough to try a daring 
rescue.” 


Sabe kept her face stoic and passive, eyeing Gunray like he was the 
insignificant roach they both knew he really was. She didn't know 
what he was talking about but decided that the more Gunray ran his 
mouth, the better. 


They were walking through a hallway, a sizable force of droids in 
front and behind them, with two droidekas rolling at awkwardly slow 
paces. Gunray was pacing too fast for them to waddle about on their 
legs. 


"It would seem your desperation and overconfident fell this false-Sith 
for me," Gunray said smugly, holding the blaster they had 
confiscated from her. 


Sabe raised a regal brow at that. "And what exactly would you know 
of True-Sith, Viceroy?" she inquired coldly. 


She saw him shiver. Good, she wanted him afraid and 
uncomfortable. 


"Because | have felt the ire of a true Sith, Your Highness," he said, 
spitting the title like dirt. "And a Sith would not be felled so easily." 


Well, he was right about that, Sabe decided. 


"Your fellow Naboo still fight, along with your new allies," Gunray 
noted with distaste, a distant sound of fighting being nearly drowned 
out by the steps of battle droids. "You will sign this treaty so that we 
might end this folly, once and for all." 


"| say it once more, Viceroy: | will sign no treaty," Sabe said with no 
fear. 


The droids suddenly stopped. And over the cacophony of their 
march, she had failed to notice Gunray had abruptly raised his arm 
and pointed the blaster at the side of her head. 


The royal makeup hid her paling expression, but she was sure 
Gunray saw the widening of her eyes. She stared at the Neimoidian, 
his face a gnarled mess of frustration and fear, his body trembling 
with too many emotions. 


He wanted to kill her, Sabe could tell. He was terrified out of his 
mind and blamed the Queen of Naboo for making this invasion turn 
into a disaster. 


Sabe considered signing it. Not out of cowardice, but to buy time. 
She was the queen's double, not the queen herself. Her signature 
was distinctly different from Padme's own, and would not match 
even slightly. But that would just give the Federation more time to 
pretend there was any legality to this mess they had started, and 
cause more suffering for her own people. 


Still, it was a tactic she considered if only to stall Gunray long 
enough to help to arrive. 


Finally, Gunray seemed to regain control of himself and smirked. It 
was disgusting and made Sabe feel uneasy about what the Viceroy 
had up his sleeve. "| believe | have a way of making you see matters 
in my perspective, Your Highness," he said with thickly feigned 
civility as they continued on. 


Unnerved, Sabe had no choice but to follow as the droids started 
moving again, taking a staircase down to the lower levels. 


Her heart grew heavy with suspicion. The detainment area, the " 
dungeons " as younger minds thoughtlessly nicknamed it. 


"Sir, OOM-3 is not responding," The command droid informed 
Gunray as they approached the final door. 


The viceroy gave something between a growl and hum before 
snapping. "Bring two lines of droids with us. The rest remain here. 
And shoot her legs if she tries to escape!" Gunray ordered the 


droids as he moved to the sealed door. A few codes into the panel, 
and it slid open. 


The Naboo were dedicated to a sense of democracy and fairness. 
Even their prison cells were humane in design, each being small but 
with two small beds that were lightly padded and could slide into the 
wall. The cell itself was of reinforced glass. Enough to hold most 
sapient lifeforms on their own, but wouldn't last very long against a 
blaster. 


"WHAT?!" Gunray roared in rage as they walked in, and found all 
the cells appeared to be empty. He stocked forward, looking over 
the inactive droids that lay scattered about, and saw no one in sight. 
"Check them all!" he snapped to two droids. 


"Sir," they acknowledged before walking into the detainment area, 
checking every cell. 


"Something the matter, Viceroy?" Sabe asked, truly confused but 
almost smirking all the same. 


Gunray turned his gaze upon her with narrowed eyes. "Very clever. 
You managed to free the prisoners before going on to save your 
family.” 

"..." Sabe kept her face from reacting, but only barely as a cold 
sweat came up her spine. Padme's family? He was bluffing, he had 
to be. Padme changed her last name for just this kind of situation. 


"| thought seeing the suffering of your people firsthand might 
persuade you. But | am more than willing to resort to rather uncivil 
methods to gain your cooperation!" he warned fiercely. 


"Sir, there is no sign of any prisoners," the battle droids reported as 
they returned. 


"Grrr. A waste of time, coming here," Gunray muttered darkly. 
"We're leaving, to the tower. So long as we have the queen, they 
wouldn't dare risk losing her." 


Sabe watched as Gunray stormed by her before she was forced to 
follow. 


But as she left, she couldn't help noticing something peculiar. 


The detainment area was free of organic bodies. In fact, it was free 
of any signs of any weapons being fired at all. The droids 
themselves looked perfectly intact, with no marks on them. 


Gunray, in his anger, had been too busy to notice this, but Sabe did. 
Just what had happened here? It wasn't Padme and her group, and 
it definitely wasn't Vader. Had Vader's Mandalorian managed this 
somehow? Or was there another element at play, some part of the 
Naboo Resistance that had been waiting for a chance to strike? 


She didn't know, but whoever it was, she was grateful they managed 
to spare more suffering on the souls that had been kept here. 


Meanwhile 


Sixxa grunted as he crept through the forest, sprinting from tree to 
tree while keeping his eyes and ears open. 


The droids had taken the bait. Nym had managed to distract the 
main army long enough for the Gungans to make a full retreat into 
the forest, and once the cavalry departed into them, the clankers 
had pursued them all into the forest. With more of their command 
units destroyed, they wouldn't be able to engage in complicated 
tactics. The droids were now just seeking out enemies to kill, with no 
regard to the fact that the Gungans now had the advantage in this 
territory. 


He could hear them in the distance: war cries, blasters, spears 
meeting metal, but nothing close. 


His fellow meres were traveling as a group, clearing droids as they 
went, sniping them from between the trees and hidden in the foliage. 
He had elected to break off. They were capable and experienced; 
they didn't need him here for this. This front was a grind, but it was 
all but won now. 


He had no way of helping the battle in space so that just left Theed; 
AKA, where Gunray should be. 


It wasn't that he didn't trust Vader to ensure the Viceroy was taken 


dead or alive, but that didn't mean Sixxa didn't want to be a party to 
that event. After all, taking Gunray was about more than Naboo. It 
was about the Trade Federation and every other planet in their grip. 


He came to a halt as a noise invaded his earhole. It was a distinct 
mix of buzzing and whirling of a repulsor-craft; small and fast by the 
sound of it. 


He came to a stop at a tree, bringing up his rifle and scanning the 
direction he heard it from. A smirk formed on his scaled face as his 
sight confirmed his assumption: A droid atop a STAP, Single Troop 
Aerial Transport. Not as fast as a speeder, but it'd do the job. 


Focusing on his target, he waited and timed the speed of the craft as 
it weaved between the trees, and pulled the trigger. 


The droid fell off the vehicle. Sixxa waited for an instance, but 
nothing moved as the STAP hovered where it had stopped. 


With that, he ran forth, keeping his head low in case another droid 
was in the area and noticed him. He slowed as he came to his prize- 


A blaster rang out, very close. 


Sixxa ducked by the trunk in an instant. He didn't hear any impact 
though. He glanced out and saw nothing. He flinched back as he 
heard another bolt, but witnessed no flash or light from a blaster. 


He ran forward more, and several more shots rang out. He ducked 
over, but never saw or heard any impact near him. He finally 
reached his prize, turning all about once to survey for any droids. He 
found none, save the rider he had shot from the STAP. He looked 
down at the fallen B1, noting that he had blown the head clean off. 


But it was covered in a lot more blaster shots. 


He looked down at the ground, seeing the footprints on the muddy 
ground... small ones. His eyes followed it to the bushes and held his 
gaze there for a second. 


"Be careful with that blaster," he said before turning to the STAP, 
climbing up it as he strapped his rifle on his back. As he mounted 


the vehicle, he looked down and saw exactly what he expected. 


A small, young Gungan; A teen in their years, perhaps. He wasn't 
sure, but he believed they had been crying. They looked up at him 
with a guarded look while Sixxa just had a knowing expression. 


"It'll burn your hands if you fire it too often," Sixxa warned knowing 
from experience how the Trade Federation used their droids' lack of 
pain to make their weapons cheaper and unsafe for organics to use. 


The Gungan youth didn't reply, just watching in awe as the mere 
rode away on the STAP. 


Sixxa cleared the forest line soon enough, looking out over the 
battlefield as he soared by it. 


Corpses of dead Gungans and destroyed droids littered the place, 
with the burning wreckage of the droid vehicles leaving small 
columns of smoke. One of the fambaas was still half alive, 
somehow, and trying to limp away; either to heal or just somewhere 
better to die. 


Sixxa pitied the poor bastard, but sped on over the hill, towards the 
capital of Naboo. 


Theed looked... good, really. The place wasn't on fire or anything. 
Most of the fighting seemed to be near the palace. From the little 
time he spent with the Queen, he was sure she wanted it like that, to 
decrease the chance of civilians caught up in this. 


He reached the city before dismounting the STAP. No need to run 
the risk of friendly fire with someone mistaking him for a droid. 


"Sixxa! Sixxa!" 


"Shit!" he cursed, jumping behind a wall as he pulled out his 
communicator. "Nym, what is it?! You trying to give me away!?" 


"Something is going on. The droids are retreating from the forest. | 
think they're trying to head back to the city!" 


Sixxa stopped at that, scowling. "Either Gunray is getting worried or 


one of the command units in orbits realized they were losing down 
here," he said with a frown. "Doesn't really matter. Can you deal with 
them, ?" 


"Not really. All our beasts are pretty much dead, and the droids are 
surprisingly good at shooting while walking backward," Nym 
answered. 


"Well, the good news is that I'm here. How many of them are left?" 
Sixxa asked pointedly 


"Not a lot. Less than five hundred, I'd say," Nym answered. "We'll 
whittle them down, but once they get over that hill, it'll be hard to do 
much against them on our end." 


Sixxa nodded absently. "It'll take them a while to walk here. Link up 
with the meres, and do whatever you think is best. I'll see if | can get 
some kind of defense ready here." 


"Good luck, Sixxa." 


"| have a sniper rifle. | don't need luck, just a good perch," Sixxa 
retorted with a smirk. 


"Ha! Then good shooting.” 
Meanwhile 


Captain Rorn eyed the OOM battle droid like it was a bomb. And, 
apparently, it was. Not literally, just in the sense that it would kill him 
if he said the wrong word. Oh, and kill his entire crew too, that was 
important. 


The tension aboard the command deck was thick, but luckily, the 
droids were incapable of noticing that. All of them knew what 
happened on Etrid's ship, how the battle droids turned on the 
organics because of Gunray's command. 


The implications were simple but bone rattling: they probably 
wouldn't survive this, even if they won this battle. 


Perhaps he could buy his own life by ordering the droids to dispose 


of the other Neimoidians. After all, it would help whatever story 
Gunray would try to sell if he had a survivor to back up the story; a 
witness to whatever "tragedy" befell the officers of the lucrehulks. 


He'd have to be careful though. Gunray was unusually paranoid 
right now, even for a Neimoidian. 


But that was assuming they won. He had to figure out a way to 
survive if they were unable to defeat these enemies of the Trade 
Federation. 


It wasn't a problem yet. They were attacking the Fooni Tiina now. 
The droids might not be great military thinkers by even the barest of 
levels, but they should be able to grind away more of their foes. 


Lucrehulks didn't have a lot of weapons, but they soaked up a lot of 
damage. Whatever that ship was, it was unlikely it could outlast all 
three of the carriers- 


Rorn hummed as an idea came to mind. "Get me the captain of the 
Fooni Tiina," he ordered. 


"Umm, you mean the OOM droid, sir?" one of the Neimoidians 
asked skeptically. 


"Yes, the droid, just do it!" he snapped in frustration. 


His crew got to work and he could feel his own OOM droid glancing 
at him. It might as well as aim its blaster at him. 


"You requested communication with me, Captain Rorn?" OOM-8 
questioned. 


"Indeed. | believe there needs be a change of plans, OOM-8," Rorn 
said sternly. 


"Elaborate," OOM-8 requested. 


"We only require one Lucrehulk to keep the droids operational, 
correct?" Rorn pointed out. 


"This is accurate," OOM-8 accepted. 


"That battleship appears to be the main threat to our Lucrehulk, 
besides the Firespray," Rorn pointed out. When he received no 
response, he continued with explaining his plan. "I believe it would 
be in our best interest if the Fooni Tiina rammed the enemy craft." 


Silence rang over the command deck as the droid calculated that 
plan. "The Fooni Tiina has a 40% of surviving such a plan," OOM-8 
pointed out. 


"And what are the chances that enemy craft survives?" Rorn 
challenged. 


"The ship's capabilities are unknown. But judging by the size, 
conservative calculations are at 30% in their best case scenario," 
OOM-9Y acknowledged. 


Rorn nodded meaningfully. "And even if not, they will be heavily 
damaged, easy for us to finish the job," he reasoned. 


Their droids were expendable and cheap. In the context of a suicide 
mission, they had no programming to prioritize their own survival. 
They would readily do something they had no chance of surviving. 
The only trick for Rorn was making the OOM-8 droid see the logic in 
the plan, to get it to agree with him. 


After a moment that felt like it stretched out for an hour, the droid 
finally answered. "I concur with this plan, Captain Rorn." 


Rorn could hear several of his comrades letting out breaths of relief. 


"However, this plan hinges on the Fooni Tiina being able to hold out 
until the enemy ship arrives," OOM-8 pointed out. "And that it does 
not attempt to maneuver away." 


"No plan is without failure being possible," Rorn stated with a shrug. 
"Is there nothing else?" 


"Negative. Fooni Tiina ending transmission," OOM-8 answered. 


"Sir, we're detecting more ships entering orbit from the planet," one 
of the Neimoidians informed, urging him over. 


"Hmm?" Rorn moved over to observe the screen. And yes, it did 
show signs that several more starfighters had taken off from Theed. 
But also... 


‘If the FT is compromised, should we hack the DCPs?' 


That was the text typed at the bottom of the screen, the Neimoidian 
eyeing him nervously... as were those nearby. 


Rorn thought fast to understand just what the officer was really 
asking. These weren't official acronyms, he was sure. The droids 
would recognize that and figure out what was going on. FT was 
Fooni Tiina. DCP? Droid... Droid Control Protocols. They were 
asking to hack the systems that controlled the battle droids if the 
Fooni Tiina was destroyed. 


If they tried it right now, the Fooni Tiina's own control systems would 
take over from their "compromised" systems and just get them killed. 
But if they were the only system controlling the droids, there was 
nothing to rule it as compromised. 


He nodded while humming. "Yes, yes," he answered before adding 
on, for show. "But the Fooni Tiina should be aware of them already. 
No need to report to them and distract their planning." 


The droids did nothing, they suspected nothing. Even the OOM 
droid wasn't watching him. Good, good. That might just keep him 
alive through this disaster, no matter who won. 


Granted, the only reason he didn't consider ratting out this 
Neimoidian was that the droids would probably just kill him either 
way. 


Gunray had essentially made the droids trigger happy with how he 
phrased that instruction. The first moment they thought any of them 
were "traitors" they'd shoot them all. 


Strange. Rorn never imagined he'd be so afraid of his own droids 
since becoming a captain. Perhaps he should have, perhaps they all 
should have. 


He almost snorted. If he could he'd be tempted to make the battle 


droids designate Gunray himself as a traitor, let him enjoy feeling his 
own blasters turn against him. 


Still, Rorn would settle for surviving at this point. 
End of Chapter 


And there's the new chapter. Hope you all ehnjoy it. So, yeah, nota 
Droid Uprising, just moreo f Gunray being Gunray. But Rorn is trying 
to slither his way out of this, annnnnd Padme's parents are dying. 


Yeah, obvioisly not everything is going to go perfect and there are 
some bad side effects. Gunray, in canon Ep |, was at least confident 
in his droids and in Sidious's planning. Here, he's a paranoid, 
terrrified mess and he's decided to get as much leverage over 
Padme as possible. 


Oh, and Sixxa had a smaller encounter with a Gungan child. I'm 
sure you all aren't as interestied in scenes like them, but | do enjoy 
writing them. 


Hope you all enjoyed this, until next time! 
Early viewing of chapters 35-36 avaliable on my pat-reon: 
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Chapter 35 


Hero of Naboo 


AN Sorry for the delay! | was going to post this days ago, but 
FF had some site issues that just cleared up. 


Padme was fully prepared to discover they were too late to reach 
the tower before Gunray, though she was hoping otherwise. 


But they were all caught off guard when upon reaching the elevator, 
they found Gunray's escort of droids using it to go up in groups. 


The surprise didn't stop the droids from taking aim at them. 


"Porepiss!" Brannder yelled, shoving one of the Naboo behind a 
pillar as he ducked for cover. 


Others weren't so fortunate, three of their group falling as blaster fire 
hailed down at them. 


"We're too far to run to the walkway," Panaka realized bitterly from 
behind a stone pedestal. 


"Captain!" Padme explained, staring at his shoulder. 


Panaka followed her gaze and he couldn't see it, but he could smell 
the ozone and burnt fabric of his uniform. Was he hit? Being hit by a 
blaster was hard to miss, but sometimes, it happened and people 
were numb to it for a few seconds. 


"You lucky spawn-leech," Rellen said with a laugh from behind 
them, peering at the supposed wound. "Don't worry! It just grazed 
the clothes." 


Panaka relaxed mildly as Padme let out a sigh of relief. 


"Can't say the same for my rifle," Rellen mustered, inspecting the 
scorch mark on the side of the damaged weapon. "Yeah, this thing 
is scrap now. So, anybody have an idea?" 


"What about your ion grenades?" Padme reminded. 


Brannder peeked his head out before jerking back in to avoid a shot 
to the face, "Hard to throw it far enough without getting hit!" 


It went unsaid that if the grenade was dropped here, many of them 
would be injured if not killed. lon grenades were best against 
electronics, but there was still enough concussive force in them to 
be dangerous to organics. 


"Hmm," Rellen said, giving a reconsidering look to the rifle before 
looking to Padme. "We still have permission to wreck the palace?" 


Padme gave a pointed look in response. 
"Just checking," Rellen said, "Brannder!" 


Without hesitation, Brannder threw his rifle across the gap to Rellen. 
It fortunately dodged the incoming blaster fire. 


"Queen, you're going to want to cover your breathing holes," Rellen 
warned as he fiddled with the rifle and loaded the launcher, before 
reclining back and aiming the rifle high. 


"What are you doing?!" Panaka asked in alarm. 


"Probably something stupid," Rellen answered casually while 
angling the rifle, carefully. 


An explosive launched from the weapon's under-barrel, heading for 
one of the archways at the ceiling before bursting in a hissing pop. 


"You missed!" Gavyn yelled from the side. 


"No, he didn't," Brannder said as the droid fire appeared to lessen, 
despite being just as loud as before. Taking the chance, Brannder 
hurled an ion grenade as far down as he could before pulling back. 
With the detonation echoing in the halls, Brannder took out a pistol 
to take shots from a distance, the Naboo following his lead as the 
Droids thinned from the grenade. 


"They're thinning!" Gavyn called, ducking down- and grimacing as 


he realized the security officer next to him was now lying dead from 
a blaster shot to the neck. "But so are we." 


"Hey, did any of you see that elevator go up since they started firing 
at us?!" Brannder called out to everyone, right from behind his 
hiding spot. 


Padme watched as negative responses were called out. "Gunray's 
already up there," she deduced. 


"Most likely," Rellen agreed solemnly. "But he'll have less droids to 
hold up with like this." 


"And he'll have no place to run once he gets to the Watchtower," 
Panaka pointed out. "Even if we can't reach him, we'll have him 
trapped." 


"Assuming he doesn't have reinforcements coming," Brannder 
muttered. "And where the depths is Vader!?" 


"Probably murdering a tank or ten," Rellen commented, his scaled 
brow furrowing as he quickly peak out and shot another droid. "We 
have about a dozen left." 


"Ahh, to hell with it, I've saved these enough," Brannder said, 
tossing another ion grenade down the hall. 


The streaks of red lines whooshing through the halls decreased to a 
much less intimidating degree. 


"Three, no, four left!" Gavyn called out. "Everyone fire!" 


And so they did, cutting down the surviving droids with merciless 
quickness. 


Silence came as they all waited for an instant, eyes keen for any 
sign of movement. 


Sparks jolted from the back of a fallen droid, causing several to fire 
at the downed droid. 


"... Okay, we're clear," Rellen said, quick scanning with the scope of 


the rifle. "Watch them though; they sometimes come back online." 


"Wonderful," Gavyn muttered as they all paced forward, watching for 
any sudden movement as they approached the elevator. "So, what 
was that back there, with the smoke bomb?" 


"Droids are predictable without a commander," Brannder answered 
with a shrug as he retook his rifle from Rellen, who picked up his 
damaged one. "They're programmed to recognize an enemy taking 
cover and focus fire on it. That includes smoke bombs. They just 
don't always realize that we can't walk on walls." 


"So even when they're smart, they're stupid," Gavyn said with some 
relief. 


"The terror of the droids is in their numbers. They're basically just 
walking turrets. Which sounds insulting to them until you see a 
squad of them coming towards you, blasters ready," Brannder 
mused with a distant look. 


..." Gavyn and the other Naboo wisely didn't pry into the Mere's 
past, nor whatever trauma the Trade Federation had left on him and 
his people. 


*BLAST!* 


Everyone turned, grips tight on their weapons, to see Padme 
pointing her blaster at a droid. Her face was calm but suspicious. 
"I'm sure | saw one of them move," she said with certainty. 


"Let's get out of here then. Even if a couple of them can still shoot 
none of them are getting back on their feet without repairs," Rellen 
suggested. 


Padme nodded as she approached the panel, Panaka guarding her 
as she punched in the codes to open the elevator... one step closer 
to ending this. 


Meanwhile 


"Alright, this all of you?" 


Sixxa looked over the six militia with critical eyes. It hadn't been hard 
to find the main group of them, working their way through the 
streets. They almost shot him too. But after some quick, rapid 
explanations, he got the message delivered: the remainders of the 
droid army were coming and he needed some help taking some out. 


"Yes, Sir... Sixsa?" one of them asked in confirmation. 


"Sixxa," he corrected idly. "Okay, you two have some skill with 
snipers, so you're with me on top of the walls. Now, they don't have 
tanks, so they can't just blow us up, but don't get cocky. Keep your 
head down, don't waste shots, and take out as many as you can. 
You three are down at the gate with the ride, and the last one is the 
pilot." 


He paused, glancing at the hovercraft, modified with a turret on the 
end of it. 


"Take shots at them when they get too close, but you're mainly here 
so we all have a way out here. That craft won't take too many 
shots," Sixxa explained. "Any questions?" 


"Sir, | heard that the Gungans are helping us?" one of them asked 
hopefully. 


Sixxa nodded grimly. "They did. They're why you're facing less than 
five hundred instead of over a thousand with tanks," he explained. "I 
already asked. They're spent and licking their wounds. Even if they 
wanted to, they're scattered from leading the droids into the 
swamps." 


They all looked rather uneasy at that, not liking the odds they were 
facing. If they couldn't escape fast enough, they'd probably all die. 


"Look," Sixxa said with a sigh. "You're scared and I'm some stranger 
from another planet. But let me put this in context. Forget about the 
city for a moment. If that army gets through to the palace, it'll give 
Gunray the chance he needs to escape. Your Queen is fighting, 
right now, within the palace to capture him and end this once and for 
all," he encouraged strongly. "Trust me, as someone that has been 
fighting the feds for years now. This is the closest to victory we've 


ever gotten." 


The six humans slowly gained more determined, stony faces as he 
finished his speech. 


"Alright, good. Let's get going,” he said, turning to run up the stairs 
ascending the walls, the two humans following him with their own 
sniper rifles. They weren't as good as his, but they'd do. 


They crouched down on the wall, getting themselves prepared, 
aiming their scopes at the horizon. There, in the far distance was a 
marching army of droids approaching. Even with the scopes, they 
looked far away. 


They'd have to wait a bit longer to get good shots. Three-hundred 
fifty meters was the maximum effective range of his rifle. Any further 
and the bolt would rapidly lose its potency. 


"Can | ask a question?" the Naboo to his right asked. 
"Fire away," Sixxa quipped dryly. 


"What's your stake in this?" she asked curiously. "The goodness of 
your heart? Your planet back? Revenge?" 


"First and last. Getting Mere back isn't that simple, not yet, but 
denying the Trade Federation another planet is a victory in my 
book," Sixxa remarked. "Though..." 


Both of his new allies glanced at him curiously. 


"That's not why I'm up here with you two," he explained, something 
approaching a primal sneer on his amphibious face. "I'm here 
because if we get Gunray then maybe the next Viceroy will get the 
message. Maybe even think twice before stepping out of line. Maybe 
| won't end up on another planet like this too soon." 


Both Naboo snipers shared a look before nodding in agreement, 
refocusing on their approaching targets. 


"Just wish | brought some explosives," Sixxa muttered to himself as 
the droids marched ever closer to being within their range. 


Meanwhile 
“Thanks again for letting me fly that beast of yours, Fett." 


Boba refused to comment on the Vulptereen Patriarch's remark. 
Letting Sod use the Slave II was something he had done with bitter 
reluctance. But he agreed to infiltrate the palace, and Sod gave her 
back in the same condition, so he'd let it go this time. 


Sod Gert chuckled at his silence. "| understand. | respect a pilot that 
respects his ship," he assured. So, how did we fare against the first 
one?" 


"Adequate," Boba answered. "You Vulptereens know how to survive 
a dog fight." 


"High praise from a Mandalorian," Sod said with amusement. "But 
that's not what | meant." 


"| have a few more tricks and plans for this second one. It's the last 
we have to worry about," Boba warned. 


"Good. Then | can find out how these Naboo ships handle in the 
meantime," Sod said before the radio went silent. 


Boba idly noted the one yellow ship moving a bit erratically. He'd 
almost think it was a rookie pilot. And in a way, Sod was. A rookie 
with these ships at least. Every starship model was unique and took 
some getting used to. There were universal normals and 
conformities to certain setups. After all, one didn't need to be an 
expert for casual flying or even for hyperspace travels. But 
something as intense and deadly as starship combat, one needed to 
get well suited to whatever model they were in, to understand every 
trick and quirk of its design so it might be used to its maximum 
potential. 


It was part of why he never gave up the Slave l, er, Slave Il. Besides 
being his father's ship, he had already known and memorized most 
of it before his father died on Geonosis. He could fly just about any 
ship he had to, but he was at his best on this ship. 


" Slave Il, report. Any sign of the vultures?" Cifo's voice called in. 


"Negative," Boba answered, watching his radar for a second, but 
only found friendlies. "They're going to try and wait us out." 


"Hmm?" 


"It'll take a little bit for you and the Clamator to catch up to us and 
join the fray," Boba elaborated. "We won't be able to retreat for 
repairs, but they wi-" 


"What is it, Fett?" Cifo called with concern. 


"Nothing, just a thought. Do they even repair the vultures?" he asked 
idly. 


"| wouldn't be surprised either way," Cifo remarked. "| see your point 
though. You'll be cut off from the cover this ship can provide, while 
the vultures will have the support of the Lucrehulk." 


"The droids are playing this better than the Neimoidians," Boba 
summarized. 


"Do you want to change plans?" Cifo inquired. 
"No. If we need to disengage, | have a plan," Boba answered flatly. 


"Right. By the way, is Sod Gert's ship damaged, or is our radar 
malfunctioning?" Cifo asked in confusion. 


Boba glanced to the ship in question, watching it swerve around with 
the graceful precision befitting an ace pilot. "He's fine. Just getting a 
feel for a new ship." 


"I'll take your word for it. You're approaching the enemy craft now. 
Contact me if there is any new development," Cifo instructed. 


Boba just hummed as he studied the enemies. They were circling 
and swarming around the Lucrehulk in ominous rings, obviously 
waiting on them. "Everyone, brace yourselves. The moment we're in 
range, break off and attack. Protect the bombers, they're your 
priority. Bombers, take out the turrets first, we can't afford to lose too 
many ships." 


"What about you, Fett?" Sod questioned, coming up beside his ship. 
"I'm the distraction,” Fett answered bluntly. "Now... here we go." 
Meanwhile 

"If he's here, Gunray's an idiot." 


Padme glanced to Brannder with an odd look. "Not to disagree, but 
why?" she asked as they crossed the room. A room filled with 
books. Not holobooks, but physical, paper books. 


The Library of Ars Veruna, one of the only good things she could 
say about her predecessor. On Naboo, there was no greater deposit 
of Naboo's culture and history. While digital copies were of course 
made, there was a sense of history by keeping these ancient 
records preserved or copied as authentically as possible. Not even 
the Royal Academy could match the breadth and depth of wisdom 
here. 


It was somehow fitting that this tower was the only way to reach the 
watchtower. Only by history and wisdom might one survey against 
future threats to the people. 


"He didn't break the elevator after he realized we were here," 
Brannder mused, glancing up the curved stairway suspiciously. "And 
we've had to climb two staircases so far." 


"This is the last," Padme assured, holding his blaster at the ready. 


"Not what | meant," Brannder responded, holding up a fist to order 
them all to hold at the halfway point. He crept up the rest and 
vanished for a long moment before hurrying back down. "There's 
been no droids to slow us down. These libraries and staircases 
would have been perfect for ambushing." 


"Would he even think to attempt it?" Panaka retorted meaningfully. 


Brannder muttered to himself. "Maybe, maybe not. But something 
feels off." 


"He might not even be here," Rellen pointed out. "| mean, did you 


see the rugs in these libraries?" 


"Rugs?" Padme questioned as she glanced down at the carpet, 
many of their party looking baffled. 


"A small army of droids, marching through a room? Unless it's 
empty, there's usually going to be a sign," Rellen pointed out with a 
shrug. 


Brannder hummed. "Okay. Me and Rellen are going to scout out the 
bridge to the Watchtower. You all stay here, watch the stairs," he 
said, looking to Padme. "Unless you have a problem with that?" 


"Don't take any risks," Padme said with a nod. 


"None that we haven't before,” Rellen assured with a small smirk, 
heading up with his comrade. 


"There is another idea," Gavyn spoke up as they descended back to 
the penultimate level. 


"And what's that, Lieutenant?" Panaka inquired idly. 


"Gunray realized it would take a while to get too many droids up 
here, between the elevator and the stairs," Gavyn reasoned. "Unless 
he bothered to come back here at some point, he wouldn't know 
exactly what getting to the Watchtower is like." 


"You believe he changed paths?" Padme inquired. 


"It depends on how scared Gunray is," Gavyn mused with a scowl. 
"But he thinks he has the queen, right?" 


"That's right," Padme said thoughtfully. "And if he's not just lying, he 
thinks that Darth Vader is dead." 


"So he's confident if anything," Gavyn continued to speculate. "And 
a confident Neimoidian is an opportunistic one." 


That ominous idea floated through the air until the silence was 
broken by the sound of blaster fire, making them all flinch and point 
their guns towards the staircase. 


Suddenly, the Meres came running back down, Brannder standing 
on the staircase with his rifle pointed to the next floor while Rellen 
nearly fell down the last few stairs. 


"Okay, bad news? | was wrong about the rugs, they're more droids 
in the watchtower," Rellen informed, catching his breath, holding up 
his damaged rifle, with more scorch marks on it. "And somehow, this 
rifle insists on acting like a very good shield." 


"Worse news? They have droidekas there, hence why we retreated," 
Brannder explained, nodding to the stairs, which the rolling droids 
would have an issue coming down. 


"Did you see Gunray?" Padme inquired with a frown. 


"Didn't get a good chance to peek inside," Rellen answered with a 
sigh. "But with that many droids, where else could he be?" 


"Attention!" an unwelcome voice called over the communication 
systems . "/ am addressing the fools still fighting at the watchtower! 


"Is he watching us? Are there cameras in here?" Rellen asked as he 
looked around the room, but was ignored for the moment. 


"The elevator has been disabled." 


"Shit," Gavyn cursed, racing down the stairs to check on said 
elevator. 


"And you are now trapped. If you wish to live, come to the east end 
of the library's tower and prepare to surrender. None more will be 
harmed if you comply!" Gunray commanded. 


"Well, | doubt he's serious about not hurting us," Brannder 
remarked. "What the hell happened? Did that droid lie to us? 


"Perhaps not," Padme said with a grimace as she looked up the 
stairs, "There's a balcony just behind this tower. Gunray likely saw it 
and realized that it'd be safer to try and trap us in here than just 
fortify himself in the watchtower." 


"Opportunist," Panaka remarked in distaste as Gavyn reentered 


their floor. 


"He's right, the panel isn't working," Gavyn informed with a frustrated 
look on his exhausted face. "We're trapped like rats." 


"Could we hold out?" one of the officers suggested, motioning to 
Brannder and Rellen. "They said these were perfect for ambushing." 


"And they'd be open targets on that bridge. It's long enough we'd 
have time to dwindle them down and retreat," Rellen remarked 
optimistically. 


"Even if we killed every droid, we'd still be stuck here," Brannder 
reminded, a thoughtful and gurgling growl in his throat. 


"Not necessarily," Padme informed, looking around the library. 


"You have a secret passage in the library, don't you?" Rellen 
guessed. "I've always wanted to see one of those opening, false- 
wall things." 


"Focus," Brannder reprimanded neutrally. 


"There is one, somewhere," Padme remarked, looking between 
Gavyn and Panaka. "Captain, Lieutenant?" 


"The floor below us," Panaka remembered thoughtfully. "| can find it, 
Your Highness." 


"That's all well and good, but where does it lead?" Rellen 
questioned. 


"Just down the hall from the base of the elevator," Panaka 
answered. "But it's only big enough for us to leave one at a time." 


"That's not a short walk and Gunray isn't a patient sapient," 
Brannder pointed out. "He'll send the droids in eventually and realize 
we're gone. Can we catch him before he makes a run for it, or 
rejoins the droids?" 


"Possibly. That area isn't isolated like this one," Padme answered, 
cupping her chin. 


"Some of us need to stay and distract him. Or, worst comes to 
worst... let him think he's won, one way or another," Rellen said with 
a grimace. 


Silence rang over the room as Padme looked at the face of every 
officer and resistance member in their group 


"Well, we're staying," Brannder remarked with a sigh. "We're the 
best here for dwindling down the droids. Some of you stay to make it 
look convincing while the rest take the Queen out and-" 


"| have no intention of abandoning my men to run away, Brannder 
Keat," Padme said firmly, frowning at the Mere. 


"Queen, the safest place for you-" Rellen tried diplomatically. 


"Is here," Padme answered with certainty. "Once Gunray realizes 
who | am, he'll either come to me or bring me to him. And that isn't a 
short walk, between the balcony and here." 


"And he'll have to activate the elevator either way," Brannder 
remarked. "It's smart. Assuming he doesn't just kill you." 


"He has the "queen" remember?" Padme pointed out. "He still needs 
me for the treaty.” 


"Your Highness, you can't use yourself as bait," Gavyn discouraged 
carefully. "If you're captured-" 


"Gunray has already lost this battle, he just doesn't realize it," 
Padme said solemnly. "Even if he kills me, that will not destroy 
Naboo nor make it his own. He's lost too much now to hold the 
planet." 


And Vader would see this through. She didn't say it, but she 
believed it. She believed that dark, wrathful Sith would see Gunray 
fall before the day was done. 


So lost in her thoughts, Padme missed the looks of respect and 
admiration she had gained from her fellow Naboo. 


"Okay, you're staying," Brannder accepted, turning to Panaka. 


"Captain..." 
He narrowed his one eye at the scaled humanoid. 


"They need someone to lead them, who knows this castle," 
Brannder reminded, nodding to the other soldiers. "Sky looks ready 
to collapse, so not him." 


Panaka grimaced, seeing the point yet hating it. "Very well. But I'm 
trusting her life with you two." 


"Don't worry. Sixxa would have our hide if she got shot on our 
watch," Rellen pointed out. 


"Not to mention Vader," Brannder remarked under his breath. "Okay, 
we need just four or six of you to make this look convincing. Figure 
out who you're taking, Captain-" 


"You have ten minutes to comply!" Gunray's voice barked over the 
speakers. 


"And do it fast." 
Meanwhile 


The good thing about sniper rifles was that they had an incredible 
range. More than triple the range of a B1's rifle. That meant there 
was a large gap between when they could start firing, and when the 
droids could start firing. 


The problem was that sniper rifles were not rapid fire. They could 
only take out one or two targets per shot. Not to mention, no sniper 
was perfect, just better than others. 


Thus, Sixxa could practically hear an imaginary timer in his ears, 
ticking away the seconds before the droids would be close enough 
to start firing back; Two hundred meters. The speed of the droids 
walking gave them three minutes, tops. Between the three of them, 
they had shot down at least fifty droids. 


About a tenth of the army coming to them. 


He froze as the first bit of returned fire started to aim at them. 


"We need to fall back!" Sixxa yelled over the sniper shots, as one 
red shot of plasma became two, then four. 


"We can hold them off," one of them called back. 


"Forget dying a hero, you roats! We fall back, we can keep withering 
them down until we're out of ammo!" Sixxa ordered, pulling them 
down by the back of their clothes. "Look, that ride of ours gets shot 
down, we think about making a final stand. Now? We fall back and 
do this again. Got it!" 


The two shared a look before nodding in agreement. 


"Good, now get down there. | have to confirm something real quick," 
he ordered, waving them to the stairs. He didn't even watch them 
leave as he held up his rifle again, tensing as he scanned the droids 
while enemy fire rained around him. 


"Sixxa! Come on! You don't get to die a hero either!" the Naboo 
called back up to him as the transport and the other soldiers fired 
their own weapons at the approaching army. 


"Go, go, go!" Sixxa called as he ran down the stairs, leaping down to 
the street. The hovercraft was already moving as he ran to catch up 
to its held pace, jumping on the side to ride with the humans. He 
braced himself as he felt the vehicles lurch under him, accelerating 
down the street. 


"What was that about?" the female sniper asked with a frown. 


Sixxa grunted as he idly reloaded his weapon. "| was checking the 
droids; see if they had a command unit or anything else special we 
had to worry about." 


"Are the command units that much of a problem?" one of the others 
asked curiously. 


"It's the difference between fighting a mindless horde and a slightly 
coordinated horde. So, yes, it makes a huge difference," Sixxa 
answered with a sigh. "None out there though." 


"You don't look too relieved about that," the soldier observed with 
curiosity. 


"This battle is dragging on," Sixxa remarked. "And I'm beginning to 
worry how the other fronts are doing." 


End of Chapter 


Well, Padme walked into a last minute trap by Gunray. Actually had 
to do a fair bit of research for this chapter alone- the building nearest 
the watchtower, the range of a SW sniper rifle vs the range of a SW 
droid's blaster, how fastthe droids march, etc. Was honestly fun. 


But despite things dragging out- and that's by design, the droids are 
not each to get rid of- they're steadily coming to a close. You all 
know that Gunray is going to lose, but the question is, how much is it 
going to cost everyone by te end. 


Early viewing of chapters 36-37 avaliable on my pat-reon: 


p atreon. com (slash) akumakami64 


Chapter 36 


Darth Vader: Hero of Naboo 


AN To people who don't remember: Yes, its Boba Fett, not 
Jango. He traveled back in time, same as Vader. 


"No luck with this one either?" Nym called up with a frown, muscled 
arms crossed over his chest. 


"We're not exactly engineers,” one of the Meres called from on top 
of a droid tank. "We can drive these things, but don't expect us to fix 
them." 


"Great," Nym grumbled, scowling towards the hill, and the city that 
was beyond it. 


He had hoped that they could help deal with the remaining droids, 
but they couldn't get in range without the droids potentially turning 
around and marching on them. And they'd be caught out in the open 
with very little cover to work with, a perfect killing ground for the 
droids. 


So of course his first and best hope was to see if any of the AATs 
could still be useable. 


But as smoke fumed out of the tank and a Mere lunged out of it with 
a coughing fit, that hope was quickly dying out. 


"We could always take some of those riding beasts," the Mere 
suggested. "Go around the droids, get into the city and link up with 
Sixxa." 


"That's assuming that the Gungans are willing to give up more of 
those things," Nym retorted with a scowl. "Besides, we'd have to 
double back all the way to their Boss's camp and then ride out. We'd 
probably make it to the city on foot by the time we might make it with 
those things." 


The Mere made a growling sound, one Nym had learned meant they 
were thinking, not trying to intimidate someone. 


"There-" the Mere in the tank said, pausing to cough half of his 
respiratory system out. "-is another idea." 


"I'm listening," Nym grunted. 


"We-gack!- follow the droids. Don't shoot. Just tail them. To the city. 
Get cover. Shoot them from behind,” the Mere explained between 
breaths and coughs. 


"We stick out of range, they'll never notice," the first Mere agreed, 
patting his comrade on the back. 


Nym hummed. It wasn't a great plan, but it wasn't horrible. Droids 
were stupid enough that they could be tailed for miles without 
noticing. "Alright, we're doing that," Nym agreed, frowning as the 
Mere kept coughing. "You stay here." 

"I'm fine,” the Mere protested. 

"I'm all for some bravado, but Sixxa might try to shoot me if | made 
one of his soldiers die from breathing in too much smoke," Nym 
remarked with a smirk. 

"No, he'd try to drown you." 

Meanwhile 

"Here, here, stop here," Sixxa ordered with a grunt. 


"The archway?" one of the soldiers asked, looking up at the stone 
structure. 


"Good a cover as any," Sixxa said. "This will probably sound 
horrible, but I'm used to fighting in places with a bit more collateral 
damage to use as cover." 


None of them responded to that rather morbid notion. 


"Okay, you two," he said, looking to the two without sniper rifles. 


"You go with the one in the hovercraft. Find out where everyone else 
is, and let them know the rest of the droids are here. They'll swarm 
blast over anyone they catch off guard." 


"What about you three, Sir?" one of them asked in concern. 


"We have enough alleys and streets that we can run off before they 
get too close," Sixxa assured. 


There was a brief pause before the hovercraft fired the mounted gun 
on its front, blasting down at the droids. With that, it turned and left 
with the soldiers on top of it. 


"What was that all about?" Sixxa asked in surprise. 


"| think he just wanted to shoot the thing once, Sir," his sniping 
companion said with a small smile. 


"| will never understand the fascination with cannons," Sixxa 
remarked as they took positions and began shooting as they peaked 
out from behind the base of the archway. 


It was only a minute or so before the droids we firing on them as 
well, their blasters now in range of them. 


"Dammit, do they ever run out?!" one of them yelled. 
"Of ammo or droids?" the other called back in forced amusement. 
"Yes!" the first answered in frustration. 


"Keep calm," Sixxa advised sternly. "If you don't, you'll just miss 
more. Don't let it get to-" 


The Naboo fell to the ground. 


"Toals!" the Naboo sniper called out as Sixxa quickly leaned down, 
checking the soldier. 


It was a testament to how many corpses he had seen, that Sixxa 
didn't react beyond a scowl when he saw the scorched and burst 
flesh around the side of the head. "He's dead!" he called over grimly. 


"Shit," the survivor cursed, leaning against the archway. 


Sixxa glanced back down the road and leaned back behind safety 
quickly. "They're getting too close. We need to make a run for it," he 
said, motioning to the street to the side. 


The Naboo glanced at the dead body, a grimace on her face anda 
hard look as she tried to hold back tears. 


"Trust me, he wouldn't want you joining him on the ground!" Sixxa 
barked loudly. "Now move!" 


That got her moving, both of them running down the intersecting 
path. 


"W-where now?!" the soldier called as they got away from the 
blaster fire. 


"Another spot. An alley ideally," Sixxa suggested. 
"What... what about the rooves?" she questioned. 


"Unless we try roof hoping, we'll get pinned up there if the droids 
come after us," he warned knowingly. "Come on, over here!" 


They ran between two buildings, Sixxa staying at the side to look 
down the street. He pulled back most of the way as the droids came 
into view. "Some of them are looking down here, but most of them 
are marching towards the palace. We'll have to be a bit-" 


He stopped as he turned to the female Naboo and realized she 
wasn't listening. She was standing there, grasping her head with her 
eyes shut. 


"... First time losing one of your own?" he asked in understanding. 


"No. First time seeing them die in front of me like that,” she 
answered, taking a deep breath. 


Sixxa nodded. These weren't battle-hardened soldiers and this 
wasn't some cesspit planet that made law enforcement just as jaded 
as war veterans. "I get it. But | don't have time to talk you through 


this. So either pull yourself together or hide out in one of the 
houses." 


She looked at him in surprise. 


"I'm not judging. | don't know your name, so | couldn't say you 
deserted even if | wanted to. I'll just say you got lost, you make it up 
from there,” Sixxa offered sternly. 


"... My name is Setyn,” she responded with a frown. "I just need... to 
ask a quick question." 


Sixxa nodded. 
"Is it better to vomit or just hold it in?" she asked with a grimace. 


"I'd hold it in. | don't stop if | start," he answered honestly, glancing 
back to peek out down the street. "None of the droids are coming 
this way. We need to move." 


Setyn nodded silently, gripping her weapon firmly with a deep 
breath. "How many are left?" 


"The three of us took out a hundred. That's still over three hundred," 
Sixxa remarked as he moved down the alley. 


"Dammit, where is Vader?" Setyn whispered as she followed after 
him. 


Running across the street to the next alley, Sixxa eyed the line of 
droids marching down the main road. "He was supposed to deal 
with the army if it returned," Sixxa said in agreement. "He's not 
dead, I'm almost sure." 


"Why?" Setyn questioned. 


"Because I'm sure he'd have a very loud and noticeable death," 
Sixxa answered. "So, | can only assume and hope they're closing in 
on Gunray and unable to assist here." 


Setyn nodded absently before both of them suddenly ducked as 
they heard someone firing as they got to the alley. 


"That wasn't at us," Sixxa realized with a frown. 
"How can you tell?" Setyn asked, back to the wall. 


"| know what it sounds like when blasters are being shot in my 
direction, and when they're not. Those weren't," Sixxa explained as 
more shots rang out. 


Glancing down the street, he quirked his head as he realized 
someone was shooting the droids from the rear, the droids turning 
around to fire at the unseen enemies. 


"Hm. Looks like we have friendlies," Sixxa remarked, getting an 
idea. "One moment." 


"What are you doing?" Setyn asked as Sixxa pulled out a 
communicator. "| thought they were jamming communications?" 


"Just the long-range stuff. If you have the right communicators, their 
jamming doesn't work so well on the local level," Sixxa explained as 
he activated the device. "Nym, this is Sixxa." 


"Bit busy here, what'd you need!?" Nym's voice hollered back over 
the line. 


"Is that you shooting at the rear of the droids?" Sixxa asked. 


"Who else would it be?! 1 brought your Meres with me too,"Nym 
answered. 


Sixxa could feel the savage grin in his voice. "We're nearby. We'll try 
to link up with you." 


"Always happy to have more bodies to shoot at the scraps!" Nym 
called back as the line was cult. 


"He enjoys this way too much," Sixxa grumbled to himself. 
Setyn didn't say anything but silently agreed. 


Meanwhile 


Panaka took his duty very seriously. It didn't matter if he agreed with 
the Monarch of Naboo, just that he kept them safe to the best of his 
abilities. Unlike some, he took no issue in being "shown up" at his 
job; which was fortunate he knew, as it was clear that the Jedi and 
Vader had been doing much of the work. How Naboo got so 
entangled in an ancient quarrel among wielders of the Force, he 
might never grasp. 


That said, it still rankled his sense of responsibility to be leaving the 
Queen behind, even if she was in arguably better hands and a safer 
situation than he and his followers were. 


Even as he descended the steps, he knew all that it would take was 
one word from Gunray to have the droids trying to kill everyone in 
that library. All it took was one person being too slow to push the 
Queen out of the way. 


If he were a man of lesser training, he might have slammed into the 
secret door at the bottom of the hidden steps, so fast was his 
descent. He stopped, looking back over his shoulder to see his 
officers were right behind him, ready to go. Carefully, quietly, he 
opened the passage. 


Or tried too. 
"Sir?" the one behind him asked when nothing happen. 


Panaka frowned, pressing the button on the terminal again. When 
that failed, he grasped the latch, the secondary method to open the 
door. But still, it didn't budge. 


"Did the droids find out about this?" someone asked as they all 
started to mutter. 


Panaka stood there for a moment before using to himself. "By the 
moon," he murmured. Of course, the one hidden door they needed 
to work on was the one known for being faulty. "The door is 
malfunctioning. It won't open." 


They all turned grim at that. 


"Can we force it open?" someone suggested stubbornly. 


"No, too much noise, we'd just get into another firefight and let them 
know we're up to something," another reminded in defeat. 


"We're heading back up,” Panaka said firmly. "The Queen has to 
know that the plan won't work." 


"Last Stand," one of them said with a snort. "There is something 
poetic about it ending in a library, but for the life of me, | can't come 
up with anything." 


Panaka allowed a bitter smile as tired chuckles came from his fellow 
officers. Without another word, they began to head up the stairs. 


"Sir?" the one right in front of him asked, whispering as the others 
chatted amongst themselves. 


"Yes, Cadet?" Panaka answered grimly. 
"Did Vader abandon us and the Queen?" 


Panaka frowned at the question. "Who knows? Vader's interest in 
Naboo is a mystery, but it's not his only priority. Perhaps one of his 
own enemies showed up. Or maybe he's already up those stairs, 
ready to end Gunray." 


"That'd be nice," the cadet said with a sigh. 
Meanwhile 


Brannder and Rellen walked forth with guarded looks, Padme and 
Gavyn tailing them with the troops they had left. They circled around 
the tower, slowing their speed and gripping their weapons tightly as 
they eyed the droids down the bridge. Once they passed, they 
headed to the side, where a balcony looked down at the tower. They 
all shared a look before approaching the edge, peering up at the 
perch. 


There stood Gunray, in all his fearful ego. Standing next to him was 
the "Queen of Naboo" along with four droids and two droidekas. All 
of them had their guns aimed down at them, save one battle droid 
pointing it at Sabe. 


"Lower your weapons, all of you! Or | will order my droids to open 
fire!" Gunray warned, his voice hot with rage but strained from the 
pressure the day had brought to his mental wellbeing. 


They obeyed, making a deliberate effort to place their rifles and 
blasters on the ground as slowly as possible. Though, the Naboo all 
silently noted that both Meres had blaster pistols secured on their 
backsides at the waists. 


Prepare for everything in a fight, Padme mused to herself. 


"You are not Naboo," Gunray called out, glaring at Rellen and 
Brannder. "Or Gungan!" 


"How perspective of you, Viceroy," Brannder called back snidely. 


"You are from Maramere!" Gunray recognized before turning to 
Sabe. "So, this is the rabble you plead to for help?! Raiders and 
pirates!" 


"We raid and pirate only when it comes to your greedy skins," Rellen 
remarked with a smirk. 


"Do you want me to silence you for good, sea-dweller?!" Gunray 
shot back. 


"Rellen, control yourself," Brannder scolded evenly. "You might give 
him a heart attack with all this stress." 


"| should be so lucky," Rellen said in amusement. 


Gunray bristled at the insult, but Brannder interrupted any more 
insults that might be hurled. "Gunray, say what you want." 


"What do | want?" Gunray repeated incredulously. "| have captured 
the Queen! My army is in the city! | have killed Darth Vader! | have 
won you fools! There is no further point to your resistance!" 


"Are you sure about all of that?" Rellen asked coolly. 


"If you don't surrender, it will be the Queen that suffers!" Gunray 
said, motioning wildly to the droids holding Sabe at blaster point. 


"Yeah, well, she's not our queen," Brannder reminded evenly. "Our 
human friends here might have to stand down, but we don't." 


"You are two outlaws, far from home!" 


Padme watched the exchange silently, knowing the Meres were 
putting up an effort to stall. Stall for Panaka and the others to get 
out. 


Or, that had been the plan. 


Gavyn made a low ticking sound, grabbing her attention. He nodded 
past them, down the curved hall. There, Padme scowled in dismay 
as she saw Panaka just in sight with a grim, apologetic look. Those 
that had gone with him were just behind him, staying close to the 
wall and out of sight. The secret passage had failed, for whatever 
reason. 


Time for Plan B. 


"-and if you continue your petty assault, | will have the droids fire 
upon everyone in the palace!" Gunray roared back in frustration. 


"Enough, Viceroy!" 
Everyone froze as Padme stepped forth, glaring up at the Viceroy. 
"If you wish to make demands, here | am," Padme said boldly. 


"And who are you?" Gunray asked in confusion. "A handmaiden? 
Here to plea for the Queen? Or some noble house of Naboo?" 


"| am Queen Amidala, Monarch of Naboo," Padme answered firmly, 
chin raised and eyes defiant. 


"What?! But that's..." Gunray said, glancing to the "Queen" he 
possessed. Sabe tried not to smirk at his sudden doubt. "You're... 
you're bluffing! Trying to confuse me!" 


"Gunray!" Padme shouted authoritatively. "Do you think Vader really 
walked up to the palace alone with the Queen?" 


Gunray opened his mouth before closing it. 
"This was all part of our plan, Viceroy," Padme said sternly. 


"| don't believe you," Gunray said stubbornly. "| have the Queen! 
You are just a decoy, a body-double! Vader died protecting her!" 


"Did you see the body?" Padme countered with a raised eyebrow. 
Gunray felt the silent ominously. 


"Viceroy, regardless if you believe Vader is alive or not, you need 
me," Padme reminded firmly. "Either as a bargaining chip for your 
life or to sign your treaty. You need the real queen for that. After all, 
you no longer have Palpatine helping you." 


"What?" Gavyn muttered in surprise, the other resistance members 
equally confused, while those that had been with the Queen to 
Coruscant looked grim. 


Gunray frowned. "Again with this?” 


"You don't believe me?" Padme challenged pointedly, but also 
curiously. 


"It doesn't matter who Sidious is or isn't, Your Highness," Gunray 
countered. "What matters is that | don't believe he is dead." 


Padme stood there and realized her and Gunray were in the exact 
same situation, in this one regard: both told by their enemy that their 
sith ally was dead, both having absolute certainity that the other was 
wrong or lying. 


That made her wonder. She knew Gunray was wrong. But than... 
could she be wrong as well? Could Vader be wrong, and Sidious- 
Palpatine, whatever his name might be- had survived? That was 
cconcerning, considering what happened on Coruscant. She never 
really had the time and place to truly question Vader on the 
certainity of the treacherous senator's demise. 


But that was for another time. 


Gunray balled his hands into fists, glancing between the fake queen 
and the real queen. "! should just kill you all and be done with it. Say 
the Queen of Naboo never returned, that she abandoned her people 
or was otherwise lost to the stars." 


"You could do that," Padme acknowledged. "But even if she's not 
the real queen, all the people saw Vader leading her to the palace's 
front door. You think the people will want to believe otherwise?" 


Gunray seethed, not wanting to admit that she had a point. 


"What is your decision, Viceroy of the Trade Federation? The Queen 
of Naboo is right before you. Isn't my capture what you've been 
wanting this whole time?" Padme pressed. 


Her people and the Meres looked on with admiration. It was easy to 
forget that Gunray had started as the one making demands. One 
would be forgiven for thinking that Padme was the one holding 
Gunray's life in her hands, not the other way around. 


Gunray trembled as if fighting with some decision within himself 
before forcing himself to come to a decision. "I-!" 


"Orders, sir?" one of the battle droids inquired. 


Padme frowned as Gunray's words suddenly died in his throat, the 
humanoid standing there with a perplexed and frightened look as he 
reached for his throat. 


Gavyn raised both eyebrows at the scene. "What is he...?" 


A rattling sound brought them all to silence, their eyes shooting 
down... down to their weapons, now shaking on the ground. 


"Earthquake? Theed's never had those...?" Gavyn remarked in 
surprise. 


"No, this is something else," Rellen said, looking to the stone railing, 
watching as the very dust seemed to rise off the surface. 


"He's here," Padme said stoically. 


Gunray continued to choke and wheeze, trying to gesture to the 
droids to help him, or to open fire. But the droids themselves began 
to tremble, their metal bodies groaning as some invisible, terrible 
might began to twist their bodies. 


*Kuuuuuuh Kerrr* 


Even with his oxygen cut off, Gunray froze in terror at the sound, 
that terrible sound. 


Then, without warning, he was lifted into the air, his feet kicking and 
thrashing as he was turned around. 


There, at the entrance to the balcony, stood Darth Vader in all his 
glorious wrath, hand outreached with a grasping gesture. He stared 
into Gunray's horrified eyes for a moment before raising him up him 
and flinging him down, sending the Viceroy hurtling into the floor. 


It was not Gunray alone that his wrath was unleashed on. The 
machines were flattened and mangled by the force, the droidekas 
forced back into spheres, their shields flickering away as they were 
pressed smaller and smaller, far beyond what they were supposed 
to be, until they were not but balls of scrap metal. 


Sabe breathed a sigh of relief. "| was beginning to worry you were 
actually injured." 


Without a word, Vader approached the balcony, looking down at the 
group. 


Or rather, at Padme. She wasn't harmed and that was his only 
concern right now. 


"About time you showed up!" Rellen called up with a grin on his 
scaled face. "Hey, we're a bit stuck down here. Don't suppose you 
can fix the elevator?" 


"Stand back!" Vader ordered sternly and- 


They could all feel a rush over the air, something heavy about them 
as they instinctively stepped away from the edge. Without warning, 
the parapets on both buildings cracked and broke, large sections 


floating. 


To their disbelief, the debris floated forth and started to forma 
floating staircase, leading up to the balcony. 


"Or he can do that, apparently!" Brannder remarked, shaking his 
head in bemusement. 


"Everyone, move," Padme ordered as they all retrieved their 
weapon. "Captain!" she called to Panaka, waving him and the others 
over. 


Everyone began rushing to the "steps" with the two Meres at the 
front. They hesitated only at the first, making experimental steps on 
them. Finding that they weren't going to suddenly buckle under their 
weight, they headed up more confidently, with the humans following 
up after them. 


A blaster bolt fired out at them. They all ducked, and one of the 
soldiers almost fell. Vader glanced to the side, glaring at the droids 
marching down the bridge and firing from the side. 


"Move, move!" Brannder yelled urgently, pulling them up, the Naboo 
rushing as the enemy fire became more intense, several of them 
trying to shoot back. 


"Do not bother engaging them, just step away from where they can 
attack you," Vader instructed. 


The blaster fire hit one Naboo near the end, sending him tumbling 
and knocking two more off the edge, including Gavyn. 


Or, they would have, if they weren't held up by Vader's power. Being 
the only ones left, Vader hurled the steps aside, striking at the 
bridge and disrupting the droids while he floated the three humans 
up onto the balcony. 


"Lieutenant, are you alright?" Panaka asked as he helped Gavyn sit 
up. 


"| should be," he said as he sat up, looking over to the soldier that 
was shot. "What about her?" 


"She is unconscious, but she should live," Vader remarked, looking 
to Padme. "Apologies for the delay." 


"At least you didn't intend to take so long then," Padme said in 
acceptance, looking over to the wheezing, coughing Gurney. 


"| never thought I'd see this day," Brannder remarked as he stepped 
forth, towering over the downed Neimoidian. "I'd say good day, 
Gunray, but you're obviously not having one." 


"You... |..." Gunray tried to speak while cowering before them, 
attempting to get back to his feet. 


"No, no, just stay down," Rellen said, kicking him back down. 
"It's over, Gunray," Padme said sternly. "You've lost." 


The defeated Neimoidian just glared up at her weakly... or, more 
accurately, at the Sith Lord over her shoulder. 


End of Chapter 


There, Vader's back and Gunray is more or less defeated. As you all 
expected, the fight ended the moment Vader stepped in. 


Not much else to say on this. | was honestly surprised by the dislike 
for the Battle for Naboo Arc. | did my best to make it different based 
on ripple effects of Vader's actions, so that it wasn't just a repeat of 
EP1. But apparently some people felt it somehow got too slow or 
stretched out. 


| can't really say I'm sorry as | honestly had fun writing this mini-arc, 
the Anti-Feds getting a chance to help Naboo push back against the 
Trade Federation, exploring what battles against droids are like for 
the average person, etc. And | felt the arc was important in its own 
way. 


Also, Hero of Naboo is nearing its end- it'll end in two, three 
chapters at most. Then it'll be time to ready the sequel. Bit too soon 
to be saying this but thank you all for being along this ride with me. 


Early viewing of chapters 37-38 avaliable on my pat-reon: 


p atreon. com (slash) akumakami64 


Chapter 37 


Hero of Naboo 


"It's over, Gunray," Padme said as Gunray glared up at her. "You've 
lost. Now, deactivate the battle droids." 


Something was different about Gunray to Vader. Oh, he could still 
feel the fear, the cowardice beneath the surface, but the Neimoidian 
was holding to his anger instead of begging for his life... for now, at 
least. Time would tell how long that would last, but it was already 
longer than Vader expected. 


The Viceroy might have smirked, but it just came out as a bitter, 
pained snarl as he sat up, his back against the parapets. "So sure 
you've won, your majesty? So sure that | have nothing left?" 


There was a brief tension in the air. One Vader vanquished, as he 
would Gunray's hopes. "Does anyone present have medical skills?" 


There was a start through the group, all giving Vader uncertain 
looks. "I can't do anything for a human," Brannder answered simply. 


"But we know a bit about Neimoidian if you need to rough him up 
some more," Rellen offered, nodding to Gunray. 


He flinched under the implication of torture, but Vader shook his 
helm. "It is not for the Viceroy," he answered ominously, turning to 
Panaka. Wordlessly, a few of the Naboo slowly raised their hands. 


"Vader, what is it? Are you injured?" Padme asked in bewilderment. 
The Sith certainly looked well to her eyes, but she knew from 
experience how well Vader could hide how injured he was. 


Vader ignored her, for the moment. That was surprising enough to 
Panaka and even the Meres. The Sith turned his gaze meaningfully 
to Sabe. "There is a secret room in the hallway. You know which 
one. Gunray hid important prisoners there, in critical condition," he 
informed pointedly. 


Her eyes widened and in that moment, Vader knew that she 
understood what was going on. "Follow me," Sabe said before the 
false Queen quickly left with an impromptu rescue team. 


Gunray scowled. "So, you were faking death, just to save them? 
How unexpect-Guh!" 


Many flinched, glancing uneasily between the choking Viceroy and 
Vader, whose hand grasped at the empty air. 


"Vader." 


Vader released his victim, Padme's voice every bit the queenly role 
she had mastered in her short reign. 


"What is going on?" 


There was a brief silence, as if Vader wouldn't answer. That wasn't 
true, of course. He just wasn't sure how to tell her. Perhaps it was 
best if he just did. "He captured your family," he answered, allowing 
the silence to engulf them. "Your sister lives. Your parents were 
wounded, left to die." 


Padme hid her emotions well, as all eyes fell on her. Besides the 
distant look in her eyes and slight trembling in her form as she 
processed what she just heard, one might have believed her only to 
be in deep thought. But Vader was of the Force. He could feel it... 
hear it even; her shock, her denial, her rage, and her sorrow. A 
thousand and one mental curses flung at the Trade Federation, at 
Gunray, as she came to grips with what Vader had just said. 


Gunray smirked, of all things, smirked from behind the queen. 


Padme suddenly turned about, pointing her blaster pistol at 
Gunray's head. 


No one spoke for a moment, Gunray flinching back. His breathing 
grew heavier as his fears shined through the cracks of his anger. His 
mouth moved, but he couldn't bring himself to speak. 


Most of the Naboo looked shocked, conflicted even. But none, not 
even Panaka raised a voice against the potential execution in front 


of them. Brannder and Rellen actually looked pleased by the 
prospect. 


Vader stared at her back and wondered, should he stop her? The 
Padme of his timeline would never have killed a defenseless 
prisoner, even one like Gunray. But he had no reason to try sucha 
thing. If it was anyone else pointing the weapon, he might even be 
encouraging them to take the viceroy's life. And who was he to rob 
her of vengeance? 


"D-d-d-deadman! Deadman switch!" Gunray finally blurted out. 


That certainly had everyone's alarm and attention. Padme was still 
holding him at blaster point, but her finger was off the trigger. Vader 
narrowed his eyes. He didn't sense any danger from Gunray. Was 
this a bluff? 


"T-the droids! I-l have platoons in e-every major city!" Gunray 
explained, voice trembling despite his attempt to act brave. "I-if | 
don't give the order, th-they will open fire on a-all citizens of Naboo 
in ten minutes!" 


The Naboo all inhaled and cursed. Vader scowled, realizing it wasn't 
a lie; maybe an exaggeration, but not a lie. He had underestimated 
Gunray... or overestimated the importance of the past timeline. 
Without Sidious and Maul here, Gunray either turned craven or 
turned desperate. And for whatever reason, the worm had turned 
desperate. 


"Is that really a Deadman's switch though?" Rellen muttered to 
himself. 


Gunray smirked. It was trembling, but it was there. "H-how many 
bodies do you want under the throne when you t-take it back?" 


Padme's grip on the blaster grew tight, her Knuckles white as she 
resisted the temptation to shoot him now. 


"That is only a threat," Vader stated firmly, drawing Padme's 
attention off the viceroy for a moment. "So long as you have a 
command ship to control the droids." Gunray went silent, observing 


as Vader produced a communicator. "Slave Il, this is Vader. 
Respond.” 


It took a moment of static and interference before a voice answered. 
"Lord Vader, this is Boba Fett. Any chance you have the Viceroy?" 


"Yes, but there has been a complication. What is the status of your 
front?" Vader inquired, letting all present hear it. 


Boba's tone was professional but wary from battle. "| have good 
news and bad news. Two of the Lucrehulks are down, and our 
communications are unblocked. The Bad news? Clankers crashed 
one of the Lucrehulks into the Clamator." 


"Wait, really?" Rellen asked in surprise, voicing many thoughts. 


Including Vader's own. Lucrehulks weren't fast. Was the proto-type 
Clamator just that slow of a vessel that it couldn't outmaneuver an 
incoming behemoth? It didn't really matter how, not right now. 


"The ship survived, got away before it got destroyed. Cifo says the 
casualties are minimal, but the Clamator isn't battle-worthy. | used 

up most of my tricks taking out the two ships, and we lost too many 
fighters," Boba explained grimly. "We don't have the firepower here 
to take out the last Lucrehulk, Lord Vader." 


"Very well," Vader acknowledged, unphased and calm. "Have the 
remaining ships return to the Clamator. Guard it if you can, have 
those aboard abandon it if not." 


"Yes, Lord Vader," Boba answered before the hologram flickered 
away. 


"Even if we had the time, what do you think the chances are your 
cities will be able to deal with those droids?" Brannder asked grimly, 
glancing between Panaka and Padme. 


The Queen remained silent, prompting her captain to answer. "The 
Trade Federation had every city secured, and most of the active 
resistance is here. In most places, there'll be a massacre before 
anyone can even have the chance to fight back," Panaka answered 
solemnly, glaring at Gunray. 


"Okay, torture time it is," Rellen said, cracking his collar bones as he 
hefted up the scorched rifle, holding it by the barrel. 


"Wait," Padme said sharply. 


Rellen sighed. "Look, Queen, | understand you want to be civilized 
about this, but-" 


The mere was abruptly silenced as Padme shot Gunray below the 
waist. The Neimoidian gasped loudly, causing many to look on in 
shock. 


"-that is a fair point," Rellen accepted, his shock turning to grim 
amusement as he looked down at the terrified Gunray; Terrified, but 
not in pain. "Looks like you missed though." 


"It's a bit hard to tell where his legs are, with those robes," Padme 
retorted coldly. "Should | keep shooting, Gunray? | imagine your 
clothes will start catching fire soon." 


"You... you're bluffing," Gunray denied, but without bravado or 
belief. 


Padme fired again, and hit only robes again, but Gunray nearly 
jumped over the balcony, screaming in fear. 


"M-maybe | sp-spoke too rashly, Yo-your Highness," Gunray 
stammered, trying and failing to smile in a placating manner. "I'm s- 
sure we can come to an amicable arr-" 


Padme shoot again. 
And the third time was the charm. 


The blood-wrenching scream of pain was unlike the fearful gasps, 
more bone-chilling and primal. Gunray held his left knee, breathing 
heavily and labored. 


"You shot me! You-" Gunray exclaimed, only to fall dreadfully silent 
as a crouching Padme leveled the weapon at his forehead, pressing 
it to his temple. 


"This is my offer, Viceroy," Padme said, her voice chilled as if by the 
winds of Hoth. "Your surrender, for your life.” 


He trembled as he stared into her eyes, as if just now realizing how 
close he was to dying. 


"You asked how many my people's bodies | want under my throne, 
Gunray," Padme said lowly. "If there must be more to the pile, I'll 
place yours atop them all." 


"Amidala." 


All eyes fell onto the Sith Lord. She peered up at him, accusingly 
wondering just why, oh why had he stopped her? 


But he wasn't looking at her, at any of them. He was looking out 
over the balcony. Brannder followed his gaze, eyes narrowing. "Is 
that what | think it is?" Brannder asked idly, hefting up his rifle scope 
to look out at something. 


"What is it? What do you see?" Panaka asked in concern. 


"The droids, those stuck on the bridge," Brannder said with a scowl 
as he turned away. "They've stopped." 


"What?" Rellen asked in bewilderment as he came forward. "Are you 
sure it's not just the ones the boulders broke?" 


"No," Vader answered. "The droids are deactivated." 


"But how?" Rellen asked. "The Mandalorian just said they didn't 
have enough to take it on." 


"Maybe the Duke sent back up?" Brander mused, glancing at Vader. 
"Can you contact any of the others?" 


Vader brought out his communicator once more. No hologram 
formed this time, but a voice did come through. "Hello? This is Sol 
Sixxa, whose broadcasting?" 


"Sir, it's us, Rellen and Brannder," the mere answered, a touch of 
relief in his voice. "Do you have a sighting on the droids?" 


"You mean if they are deactivated? Because they are,” Sixxa 
answered. "What's the situation?" 


"We have the Viceroy, but we thought the final Lucrehulk couldn't be 
destroyed," Rellen answered, sharing confused if not relieved looks 
with the humans present. 


"Well, apparently you thought wrong," Sixxa remarked. "We're 
dealing with the wounded now." 


"We will be joining you shortly," Vader interrupted before turning off 
the communicator. The meres frowned at the abrupt end to the 
conversation, but the Sith Lord ignored them as he turned to Padme. 


Who was still holding a blaster to Gunray's head. 


"Captain, | think your men might be needed elsewhere," Brannder 
remarked stoically. 


Many bristled at what he was implying. Perhaps even Padme 
herself. 


"Wait! Wait! | surrender!" Gunray pleaded, his voice melting into 
pathetic sobs. "I surrender, | surrender, | surrender..." 


"He's right, Panaka," Padme said evenly, turning to her captain. 
"Have them head to the courtyard." 


Gunray trembled, his pleading becoming unintelligible. Panaka kept 
his expression neutral as he slowly nodded, looking at the other 
Naboo fighters present. Some were deeply troubled, the others 
keeping their emotions to themselves, but all parties slowly headed 
down the stairs. 


"And take the Viceroy with you." 


By the glance off his helmet, perhaps even Vader himself was a bit 
surprised by Padme's words as she slowly stood up and lowered her 
weapon. 


"If he tries anything, or the droids reactivate, you have my 
permission and my order to execute him," Padme finished as she 


stepped away from the Neimoidian, who was staring at her in 
disbelief, relief and a million other emotions as he struggled to not 
pass out. 


Some might have been disappointed, but most relaxed or appeared 
proud to hear those words. Two officers grasped the Trade 
Federation leader by the arms, forcing him to his feet and to limp 
forward with their help. 


Soon, the only ones remaining were Padme, Panaka, the meres, 
and Vader himself. 


Padme sighed softly as she looked out over the balcony. "Go." 
There was no need to specify who was to leave. 


Brannder nodded in respect as he left with Rellen. Panaka lingered 
for a moment before nodding to both the Queen and the Sith. 


Silence came over the two, heavy and filled with too many emotions 
to count. "I would have killed him. Another second and | would have 
pulled the trigger," Padme said, her voice hollow. 


"Yes, you would have," Vader acknowledged and confirmed. 
"Why did you stop me?" Padme all but demanded. 
"| did not stop you," Vader denied. "You stopped yourself." 


Padme turned to glare at him with tears shining in her eyes. "You 
knew | would stop." 


"| did," he agreed calmly. "Would you rather have killed him in 
ignorance?" 


She trembled, and Vader couldn't tell if she was about to cry or 
scream. 


"Is..." she stopped, taking a deep breath. "Is it over? Really?" 


"| believe it is, yes." 


Padme nodded slowly, her rage leaving and what was left was only 
a great feeling of exhaustion and sadness. "Are my parents still...?" 


Vader paused, reaching out through the force for the answer. "For 
now." 


Padme frowned at his meaning. "Take me to them. Now." 


Vader turned with a billow of his cloak and descended the stairs with 
Padme trailing behind him. 


Try as she might, the Queen of Naboo could not clear her mind. She 
should be thinking about her planet, her people. They had all gone 
through a terrible crisis because of this occupation. They would 
need to act fast to keep the death toll from needlessly growing. But 
she couldn't focus on that. She hadn't been thinking about that at all 
while she was prepared to execute Gunray. 


Her parents were hurt, and likely dying. That was all she could think 
about, then and now. Gunray had figured out who her family was. 
Taking them captive was one thing but leaving them to suffer a 
cruel, agonizing death with her sister forced to watch? 


Why? What was the point? What did it gain Gunray to inflict such 
pointless cruelty? 


Black invaded her vision as she unwittingly walked right into Vader's 
chest, forcing her back to the here and now. 


She looked up and frowned at the cyborg, his breathing blocking out 
all other noises that may or may not exist in the palace. 


"They are down this hall," he said, briefly glancing over his shoulder. 
"Are you prepared?" 


The question was softer than she expected... maybe softer than he 
expected as well. 


Padme swallowed everything; the hate, the rage, the confusion, and 
clung to the sorrow and desperation to see her family again. If this 
was their last moment, she wanted it to count. 


She walked past him without a word. Vader rounded the corner but 
did not follow. 


The hidden door was open, making it easy for Padme to find. She 
numbly recalled with bitter irony that this was a secret room for the 
government to meet in times of crisis. 


Such useless trivia vanished as she was brought into a fierce hug. 
She recognized her sister's embrace in an instant and returned it on 
instinct. Her eyes roamed the room. There were much more people 
in here than she expected. Sabe she numbly recognized. Her face 
was hopeful, her smile relieved. There were others, and not all of 
them were soldiers. 


But the world seemed to vanish around her as her sight rested on 
two bodies on the floor. 


Sola released her and followed as Padme came over to their side. 
She didn't even remember kneeling down, taking in every detail of 
them. She was the youngest queen in Naboo's history. Her parents 
were still young, only the thinnest signs of age showing on their 
faces, in their hairs. Her father had spent years as a builder, but by a 
strange quirk of fate, her mother had more scars to show for it. 
While his hands bore a cut here and a few scratches after years of 
helping build a new village, her mother's scars were from the 
occasional kitchen accident. Soups or utensils that had gotten too 
hot, during days too busy helping those homeless and in need. 


Two more compassionate souls would be hard to find. That was 
what Padme believed. Never once did they care about the fame or 
novelty of their daughter being queen. They were worried about her 
running from the beginning. They only came around to the idea of 
her nomination because of... 


Because of Palpatine. How much circled back to him? 


Why did they have to suffer like this, being sent to such a barbaric, 
atrocious death? 


She blinked. She knew people were talking to her, but she couldn't 
hear them. It was like she was deep in a sea, and they calling from 


the surface. Her gaze traced up as she latched onto a noise. Not a 
voice, a noise; a mechanical one. Her eyes trailed up until she 
realized she was looking at a droid. 


Not a battle droid, but still a droid. And one she recognized. 


"Hello again, Fleshling," L47 greeted, injecting something into her 
father's arm. 


"L47°" she said, blinking as if he was an illusion that might vanish. 
"What are you doing here...?" 


"My primary objective is to stabilize your progenitors," L47 answered 
simply. "If that fails, my secondary objective is to make their 
termination as painless as possible." 


She blinked, hard, trying to force herself to process everything. 
"How did you get here...?" 


"| was brought here," he answered, as if it was obvious and needed 
no elaboration. 


"The Neimoidian helped us find him, Your Highness." 


Vaguely realizing her sister was at her side, Padme looked up at the 
people around them. Some of them were the soldiers that had come 
here with Sabe, but others she didn't recognize. But the way a 
couple of them were dressed... 


"Gunray took them prisoner, as hostages,” Sola's voice flowed into 
her ear. "A Neimoidian freed them and led the rest outside. They 
wanted to hide here until they knew it was safe outside." 


Padme nodded slowly, looking down at her parents again. "Will 
they...?" 


"We're doing all we can, Your Highness," one of the soldiers said, 
kneeling next to L47's side and following the droids medical 
instructions. "They're not critical for now, but they need a proper 
medical facility if they're going to survive." 


"Thank you," Padme whispered, instinctively squeezing Sola's hand 


while looking down at her parents. They were unconscious. There 
was nothing she could say to them, no final words they might share 
with her. Still..."I love you both." 


Everyone remained respectfully silent as the Queen addressed her 
parents. The moment passed as she turned and pulled Sola into a 
hug again. 


She spoke low enough so only her sister could hear. "I'm so sorry 
that | let this happen." 


Before Sola could respond, Padme broke the embrace and stood, 
heading to the exit. She didn't look back, knowing she might break 
down completely if she did. 


She leaned against the wall next to the passage, taking a long and 
trembling breath. She just had to hold herself together a bit longer. 


She frowned and looked to the side, seeing that Vader was standing 
at the other side of the frame, glancing at her. Silently, even his 
breathing was muted. For a moment, they just gazed at each other. 


Then Vader moved, with purpose as he always did. Once he passed 
her, his breathing returned to normal. 


Padme followed, this time keeping pace with the Sith Lord. 
"The courtyard?" she prompted firmly. 
"| assumed as much," Vader acknowledged. "... The Neimoidian?" 


Padme halted abruptly, recalling what had been said to her, before 
matching Vader's speed once more. "It wouldn't have been Gunray. 
And Cifo couldn't have come down here so quickly." 


"Or locate the prison cells," Vader added in agreement. "Those are 
not the only Neimoidian-" 


It was interesting that Vader cut himself off, enough to warrant 
Padme's concern. "What is it?” 


"... Something is happening with Gunray," he answered vaguely. 


"Tread carefully, Amidala." 


With that, he was gone. Padme froze in surprise, witnessing the 
black blur that Vader became. Like a living shadow, he was down 
the hall in mere seconds. She wasn't even sure if he ran or outright 
glided to his destination. She had heard of the Jedi using the Force 
to move at great speed, but that was the first she had seen it in 
person. 


Thankful that her weapon was still on her belt, she rushed to catch 
up with him, rounding the front archway slowly. 


Outside, the courtyard was being cleared of debris and droids, the 
soldiers using it as a base of operations and setting up a make-shift 
medical site for the injured. The AATs were still there, their ruined 
husks immobile and too weighty to be dealt with. 


She looked out over her people, her city. There was no more blaster 
fire or screams or marching droids. It was over. They had won. 


She was nearly thrown back by the cheer that greeted her as the 
soldiers and resistance members noticed her arrival. Many cried out 
in celebration, others saluted enthusiastically and some just smiled. 


"Amidala! Amidala!" came the chanting. She wasn't sure what to do. 
She couldn't give a speech; she didn't have it in her. But she didn't 
need one, she believed. Instead, she raised a clenched fist of 
victory, sharing in the moment with those that had defended Naboo 
with their lives. That only made them cheer louder for a moment. 


She absently noticed Vader to one side, observing it all like a 
titavian daring prey to show itself. He caught her glance, because he 
nodded, as subtly as he could, towards one side of the group, off to 
Padme's left. 


With that, she moved in that direction, everyone returning to their 
tasks now that the moment had passed. The small crowd made way 
as if knowing why she was here. She was only a bit surprised to see 
Sol Sixxa had joined the other two meres. The three aliens nodded 
in greeting to her before glancing down. 


Down at Gunray. 


He was dead, shot to the throat with a blaster, and leaned against a 
column on the steps of the palace. There wasn't a single face sad at 
his untimely passing 


"What happened?" she asked with a frown. 


"| guess Gunray was a bad boss," Sixxa remarked, glancing down 
the steps, prompting the others to do so. 


There, sitting on the wreck of a federation tank, was a Neimoidian. 
Padme recognized him but furrowed her brow as it took a moment to 
find the name of Gunray's right hand. "Rune Haako?" 


"He helped some prisoners escape, and helped them get a medical 
droid to two that were injured," Sixxa answered casually. "Gunray 
heard that, and he tried to lunge at Rune." 


"And someone shot him," Padme summarized. 


Sixxa smirked now, holding up a very small, very concealable 
blaster pistol. "Rune did. Claims he didn't realize Gunray was 
already injured." 


Padme looked to Rune, who was watching her with what she could 
best guess to be a tired expression. Neimoidians weren't easy to 
read when they weren't being angry or cowardly. 


She almost felt robbed for a moment, having spared Gunray only for 
Rune to kill him not even an hour later. But that took a backseat to 
what was said. This Neimoidian had defied Gunray, helped save her 
captive people, and... and he was the reason her parents might just 
survive this. 


Without another word, she approached Rune, but she could feel 
many eyes watching her. Vader's included. 


The Neimoidian raised his head a bit as he realized she was coming 
toward him. "Your highness," he greeted civilly. 


"| don't believe | ever got your title, Rune Haako?" she returned in 


the same. 


"Settlement Officer," he answered, almost automatically. It probably 
wasn't the first time someone asked him that. "Congratulations on 
your victory." 


Padme nodded in acceptance. "Thank you, for your help." 
Rune nodded slowly "Your parents live?" 
Padme nodded again, a bit more harshly. "Why?" 


Rune shook his head. "I have no answers for you, Queen of Naboo. 
Gunray was growing increasingly erratic and kept more secrets from 
me. | was surprised he did that myself." 


She believed him, for the most part. "Secrets like Sidious?" she 
asked pointedly. 


Rune chuckled emptily at that. "No. Gunray couldn't have kept that 
secret from me if he tried," he answered, glancing behind Padme. 
She imagined Vader. "I take it Darth Sidious is truly dead?" 


"Yes, Senator Palpatine is," she answered pointedly. 


Rune processed that, his shock melting to tired frustration. "... | 
knew trusting him was a bad idea," Rune grumbled, more to himself 
than her. "Well, what now?" 


"You're a prisoner for now. Beyond that, | imagine we'll need to 
discuss that at a later time," Padme said solemnly. "Is there anything 
you'd like to tell me?" 


"Yes," Rune said, reaching into his robe. He almost smiled as 
Padme's hand inched towards her blaster. "Fret not. This is more a 
weapon for you, than myself." 


Padme eyed him cautiously as the Neimoidian pulled a small, 
rectangular device. He held it up and pressed a button. 


A strange series of throaty noises came from the device, getting 
many strange looks. 


"Wait a minute." 


Padme glanced behind herself, seeing Sol Sixxa peering at Rune 
with suspicion and something approaching awe. 


"That's Pak-Pak," the mere recognized. 


Rune nodded, placing the device down next to himself. "It's a 
recording of my voice. With my emergency shutoff command for the 
droids. Any that hear it will automatically turn off." 


End of Chapter 


Oi, okay, yes, Gunray is dead. Had a last trick up his sleve, but he's 
dead now. Nearly killed by Padme, spared, than killed by Rune. 
Space battle ended, though with some mysterious ending to it. 
Padme's parents might just survive and Rune just gave them a very 
important weapon. 


Not much else to say. Hope you're all happy with how this ended. 
Happy Halloween! 
Early viewing of chapters 38-39 avaliable on my pat-reon: 


p atreon. com (slash) akumakami64 


Chapter 38 


Chapter 38 
Twenty dead in Grivel, nine in Brimol, fifteen in Kothport. 


The death counts from the Federation's Occupation came in steadily 
as they reestablished order across the planet. 


"Less than a half-thousand dead after the planet was occupied,” 
Padme said with an empty smile. "| suppose | should be content 
with that, Governor." 


Bibble gave her a sympathetic smile. "None could have hoped for 
more, Your Highness. The situation was beyond anything we 
expected or planned for." 


Padme nodded idly. Each lost life weighed heavy on her mind, but 
what uplifted her was how small it really was. With a population of 
over a billion humans, and so far less than five hundred deaths 
reported across the entire planet. Most of them were resistance 
fighters actively attacking the Federation. The civilian death count 
only started to rise towards the end, when Gunray was growing 
more paranoid and erratic. 


The battle droids had been devoid of kindness, but also of cruelty. 
Only at the direction of Gunray did they act in wanton slaughter. 


The Queen came back to the present as she heard a rather loud 
cheering outside, her smile becoming a bit more genuine. 


Bibble was grateful for the raised mood as he turned to another 
topic. "| understand this is a hard time for you, My Queen, but there 
are matters we must discuss." 


"The celebration, the awards, thanks to the Gungans, mourning the 
fallen," Padme listed off somberly. "| may need to have a stand-in for 
some of the public events." 


Bibble didn't protest or question that. He knew perfectly well that the 
Queen might suddenly receive terrible news that would require her 
own time to grieve. "I've given the orders to seize and search all 
properties owned by Senator Palpatine. We are... keeping news of 
him a secret for now," he explained carefully. 


Padme nodded. Oh, she planned to reveal everything about 
Palpatine to the people, of his treachery. But even with 
communications restored with the rest of the Galaxy, news from 
Coruscant was causing much confusion and bewilderment. Padme 
wanted to know as much as she could about Palpatine before she 
unleashed that barrel. Besides, Naboo deserved to enjoy its victory 
for a day or two. 


"Your Highness," Panaka called as he entered the room, saluting 
her. 


"Captain," Padme acknowledged with a regal nod. 


"The clean-up of the droids is mostly complete. All major cities have 
collected the remains and removed the power cells for good 
meaure," Panaka elaborated. "Those at the battle with the Gungans 
will take more time. Along with the tanks." 


That was to be expected, all things considered. "Word of the 
injured?" 


"A handful more have perished, but the majority I've heard to be 
stable," Panaka elaborated. 


"Good, that's good," Bibble agreed, glancing between the two 
curiously. "If you don't mind me asking, Your Majesty, but what 
should | refer to these allies you have gathered?" 


"Our friends," Padme answered honestly. "But if you need a title, 
Anti-Federationists should suffice." 


"Anti-Federationists?" Bibble repeated with an arched brow. 


"They are as they sound," Padme answered idly. "Speaking of, are 
the repairs to the Clamator going well?" 


"As well as can be expected. We have no great shipyard, and our 
engineers are not used to working on battleships of that nature or 
size," Bibble reminded. "But they should have it ready for safe 
hyperdrive travel within a standard week." 


"Wonderful," Padme acknowledged in relief. "And Vader? Has he 
disappeared yet?" 


"No, your highness. He's still as he has been," Panaka remarked 
before scowling. "Though, the Mandalorian is with Sixxa and Nym. | 
believe they're trading advice for taking down droids." 


Padme nodded, not at all surprised as she stood from her throne. "| 
will be meeting with him. Carry on," she ordered, rising to leave with 
her handmaidens flanking her. 


The Governor looked oddly at Panaka. "Will this Sith refuse to come 
if summoned?" he inquired. 


Panaka had a knowing look about his otherwise stoic face. "Not for 
the queen, no." 


Meanwhile 


Rune found himself in a rather comfy cell. His only complaint was 
the lack of windows. Well, that and the food, but Neimoidians had 
rather unique pallets. 


He wondered, was he in here just to be a prisoner, or for his own 
protection? It was hard to tell, truly. The Naboo were very devoted to 
their ideals of law and diplomacy above violence. But he wasn't 
foolish to believe there probably weren't a few on this planet that 
would take a shot at him if given the chance. 


For that reason, among others, he was content to simply relax and 
rest in this cell. He'd worry about the Trade Federation when he had 
to. He just wanted a few moments without having to worry after... 
everything that had happened recently. 


Just thinking about this mess made him stressed. Sidious, Gunray, 
and of course, getting shot. No, he could use this time to restore his 
energy. Besides, he had to figure out what had happened back on 


Coruscant before he could even begin to speculate on the state of 
the Trade Federation. 


"Rune, you got a visitor." 


Apparently, he was on a first-name basis with his guards. They had 
family amongst those he had helped escape. He believed they were 
chosen to watch over him as they were less likely to kill him out of 
revenge. 


He started as the words registered, sitting up on his minimalistic 
bed. "A visitor? Who?" 


The human said nothing, just stepping aside as another figure came 
in front of his cell door; said figure being a Neimoidian... an oddly 
dressed one at that. His wears were more of a space suit than the 
robes his kind usually used. "Rune Haako." 


The voice was not friendly, and surprisingly firm. "Yes, that is me. | 
was not aware any Neimoidians from the battle survived, besides 
myself." 


"They didn't," the stranger clarified. 


Rune blinked, a croaking hum in his throat. "I did not expect 
someone from the Trade Federation to be allowed on this planet so 
soon," he said in surprise. 


"I'm not with your lot," he retorted with something approaching a 
snarl. "My name is Cifo Klatt." 


Rune stared for a moment before narrowing his eyes. "You are with 
the Queen's allies." 


"Yes, | am," he admitted. "And as much as | would like to get as 
much information out of you as possible, your stunt bought you 
some goodwill with the Queen." 


"And you'd rather not alienate her, and her ally," Rune deduced with 
a small smirk. 


"Keep smirking, and discover what happens,” Cifo warned. "Now tell 


me, why did you kill him?" 
Rune tilted his head. "Did you wish | hadn't?" 


"| was rather impartial on that," Cifo answered. "But from what | 
hear, you weren't exactly shooting in self-defense, despite your 
claim." 


Rune nodded in agreement. "| could say it was self-preservation. If 
he made it back to the Federation, | have no doubt he would throw 
me to the Rancors and blame me for everything, as best he could." 


"Yet, you're not saying that," Cifo noted. 


"I'm saying that | was tired, and had enough of Gunray's madness 
for two lifetimes," Rune answered. "Is that all?” 


"Almost," Cifo answered. "Speak of this... Sith Lord you worked for." 


"| don't know anything about his other dealings, if that's what you 
want to know," Rune cut off. 


"No, I'm asking for my associates," Cifo said gravely. "Did this 
Sidious order any other worlds to be taken over?" 


Rune shook his head. "No, nothing like this. Everything was small, 
background things. Raises taxes here, make an agreement with that 
group, buy out this business. There was some... pattern to it all, but 
not one | could see. Some plan that we were a part of, but not the 
whole of." 


"You sound very fond of him," Cifo said neutrally. 


"Oh, | hated him. But | would never claim he wasn't intelligent," Rune 
answered grimly. "If you want to know what he was planning, 
perhaps ask the actual Sith on your side." 


"I'll consider that," Cifo retorted with a scowl. "Now, last question; 
What happened to the Lucrehulk?" 


Rune rolled his eyes. "I've already been over this with the Queen." 


"Go over it with me, one more time." 
Meanwhile 


Padme followed the path effortlessly, stepping over and around 
whatever debris or mess remained from the battle. There would be 
plenty of work to be done to repair these halls, but that was neither 
here nor now. Now, she found herself at a familiar set of stairs and 
turned to her handmaidens. "Wait here." 


They obeyed with deep nods. 


She climbed the steps, emerging onto the very same balcony where 
Gunray had met his defeat, where she had nearly killed him. 


And there at the edge stood Darth Vader, his cloak adrift with the 
soft breeze. 


"Do you just enjoy the view, Lord Vader, or are you expecting 
something?" Padme asked curiously. 


"Indeed, | was," he answered, turning to acknowledge her. "And 
here you are." 


She nodded at that, moving to join him; albeit, where the railing was 
still intact. Silence reigned over them, relaxed yet tired. After 
everything, it felt strange to finally have everything just... end, for 
there to be no more immediate crisis or enemies for either of them to 
deal with. 


"Thank you." 


Vader glanced to her, for the words had effortlessly fallen from the 
queen's lips. 


"I'm sure there's a more official, queenly way | should be saying 
that," Padme admitted with a deep breath. "But thank you, for 
everything." 


And for stopping her from killing Gunray; she wouldn't say it, couldn't 
utter it, because some part of her still wished she had gone through 
with it... the part that was begging both of her parents to survive. But 


still, it was there, and she believed he knew that. 
"You are most welcome, Padme," he returned gently. 


She nodded absently before swallowing thickly. "Naboo is in your 
debt," she said, looking at him meaningfully. "One can only wonder 
how we might repay you." 


Vader didn't answer that, allowing his breathing to fill the vacuum. 
It was amazing how normal that sound had become to Padme. 


"| received word of the Krannut, the last of the three Lucrehulks," 
Padme informed neutrally. "It was destroyed." 


Vader didn't acknowledge the implication. 


"We originally thought Rune Haako had disabled all the droids on 
the entire planet, but he denied that," Padme continued. "We found 
only wreckage. It had been destroyed quickly, and whatever did so 
left just as swiftly." 


Again, Vader didn't answer her. 


"You could have ended this battle at any time you wanted," Padme 
said coldly. 


Vader finally looked at her. "You have yet to state a question, Your 
Highness." 


"Why? Why did you wait until the last possible moment to act?" 
Padme asked with a frown. 


Vader stared at her for a moment. "You misunderstand, Amidala. | 
could have ended this battle, true, but | could not have stopped the 
invasion." 


She wasn't entirely convinced, he could tell. Good, it was a positive 
trait to be skeptical of suspicious allies. 


"| did not lie to you. | was marooned on your planet by chance," he 
informed. "I only regained contact with my allies at Tatooine. Their 


situation isn't... ideal." 


Padme's brow furrowed until surprise overtook her. "That's why you 
collected those items. You were getting a communicator, but didn't 
want the Jedi to discover it." 


Vader nodded curtly. That wasn't the only reason, but the details 
didn't really matter. 


Padme's scowl returned. "That still doesn't explain why you waited." 


"| am not so eager to reveal all the cards | possess, Amidala," Vader 
answered. "For reasons you know very well." 


Padme understood that. Vader had enemies and potential enemies 
that she knew nothing about. Palpatine had been one, the Jedi 
another. Still, he had tipped his hand when they needed him most. 
She should be grateful, and she was, but- 


"You have acquired distaste for being uninformed." 


As always, he hit the womp-rat right between the eyes. But this time, 
it was the Queen who refused to respond. 


"This is a matter | am keeping secret. Just not from you, Your 
Highness," he said meaningfully. 


Padme's look darkened. "You believe your enemies still have eyes 
and ears on my planet?" 


Vader nodded. "This is not something | am able to keep concealed 
forever, Amidala, nor do | plan to. But for now," he paused to 
consider his words. "As | told the Jedi, both they and the Sith need 
to clean house." 


Padme blinked. There were implications there that, if true, explained 
a lot of Vader's actions. 


Whoever Vader's allies were, he suspected treachery among them. 


"Was that how you ended up on Naboo?" she speculated. 


Vader nodded slowly, even if he was lying through his visor. 


Padme looked grimly as she looked out over the horizon. "| suppose 
matters aren't finished for you." 


"They never are," Vader agreed. 


"| don't suppose you will be staying for the award ceremony?" 
Padme predicted knowingly. 


"You have already thanked me. That is enough, Amidala," Vader 
said dismissively. "Keep close with your new allies." 


Padme raised a regal brow at that before understanding came forth. 
"You truly believe civil war is coming for the republic?" 


Vader nodded wordlessly. 


"... And where do you stand in such a conflict, Lord Vader?" Padme 
inquired. 


"Against my enemies," he answered ominously. "And yours." 


Padme smiled as she leaned on the stone railing. "| see. So that's 
your official motivation here, Lord Vader? Building up allies and 
relations for the coming storm you foresee?" Padme asked. 


"From a certain point of view," Vader accepted. 


"How very Jedi of you," Padme remarked, resisting every urge to 
snort, maybe even chuckle. 


A beeping prompted Vader to hold up his communicator, the voice 
of Boba Fett coming through. "Lord Vader, I'm ready to depart at 
your word." 


"| will arrive shortly, Fett," Vader answered as he deactivated the 
device. "A Jedi might have vanished without a word." 


"Yes, well, thank you for sparring me that at least," Padme returned 
before up at the sky. "Do you think Anakin is doing well, with the 
Jedi?" Padme asked absently. 


How did he answer that? Could he answer that without it sounding 
like a lie? What even was the truth here? "He will make the best of 
it, |am sure," he answered idly. 


Padme nodding in agreement as a comfortable silence overcame 
them. 


Silent, even of Vader's breathing, she realized. 


Likely sensing her realization, Vader spoke up. "Does your 
Handmaiden regularly listen in on your conversations, Amidala?" he 
asked, turning to look to the stairs. 


Sabe started but quickly stepped forth with a deep bow. "I'm sorry, 
Your Majesty," she said to Padme. "! didn't want to interrupt, but..." 


Padme felt something in her freeze as she turned to her friend and 
body-double. "Sabe, what is it? Are they?" 


Sabe smiled tentatively. "They're both stable, and your mother's 
awake." 


Padme's shoulders slumped in relief. "And my father?" 


Sabe hesitated before pressing on. "He's in a coma. They're not 
sure why or how long it might be." 


Padme's good mood only dampened minutely. Her parents were 
alive, and she would allow herself to be optimistic about her father 
for now. "Thank you, Sabe. | will be down shortly.” 


The handmaiden bowed, giving a wary nod of respect to Vader. 


"It appears we both are needed elsewhere, your highness," Vader 
said as he looked down at her. Down at, not down on, he hoped she 
knew. "Until we meet again, Queen of Naboo." 


She smiled as he left. "| hope your travels are safe, Hero of Naboo." 


Vader almost paused that before he vanished from her sights. 
Padme pretended she only imagined it before looking out over 
Naboo's beauty once more. She had more to do. A planet, and 


much else to look after, but she'd savor a few moments more for 
herself. 


This had begun with him sneaking into the Theed. Vader was all too 
aware of the irony that it ended with his sneaking out of the same 
city. 


Though, perhaps sneaking wasn't the right word. After all, he was 
just making his way to the hangar, and it wasn't like any would try to 
stop him. 


He paused as he stepped into the hangar of starfighters. 


This had been where he had last seen his Qui-Gon alive as a child. 
Now this timeline's Qui-Gon was well and alive on Coruscant. 
Standing here had a sense of finality to it, of meaning. He had 
changed things. For better or worse, the future was off course from 
his past. 


He had half expected to perish against Sidious or even Plagueis by 
now. Yet here he stood, alive with a vast unknown before him. 


Planning for defeat was always easier than planning for victory. 
"Lord Vader." 


He turned his attention fully to Boba Fett, standing in front of his 
Slave Il. Masked eyes met masked eyes as Vader narrowed his 
gaze. "What is it, Fett?" 


"There's been an incident. You're needed," Boba answered simply. 


His rest would have to wait, it seemed, boarding the S/ave // without 
a word. Much like when Boba had taken him off of Coruscant, he 
soon found himself conversing with the bounty hunter, as the ship 
flew itself on autopilot. 


"They proved competent, these Anti-Federationists," Boba stated. 
"More than | expected, given this era." 


"The same | would say of Gunray," Vader remarked with a frown. 
"He did not surrender until he was staring death in the eye." 


"Strangely brave of him, desperate or not," Boba agreed. "But he's 
dead now. Was that in your plans?" 


"Gunray's life was unimportant beyond his defeat," Vader answered. 
"It is neither convenient or inconvenient." 


Boba nodded idly. "We should be arriving soon." 
"| will join you." 


It wasn't a request, but Boba still found it odd. Vader trusted his 
flying, no doubt, but he couldn't argue if the Dark Lord desired to be 
in the cockpit. 


They were well beyond Naboo, passing the orbit of the gas giant 
called Storm; Far enough away to not be tracked by anything on 
Naboo. Boba knew very well that they had to be careful, in case they 
were followed. 


Sure that they weren't, he set a speeding course for Behpour, the 
outermost planet in the Naboo system. It was a horrible rock, acidic 
and filled with lava lakes. Nothing lived there, nothing was stationed 
here. 


They circled around to the dark side of the planet until their target 
came into view. 


A large bridge with an imposing hull, the cold metal a knife against 
the blackness of space, massive cannons ready to do battle and set 
space ablaze. 


"This is the Slave //," Boba said over the comms. "Requesting 
permission to land." 


"Acknowledged, S/ave //. Permission granted." 
With that, they took a course to the hangar. 
The hanger of a Star Destroyer. 


They docked in the belly of the warship, and Vader could feel Boba 
welcoming being back on the ship; The Stormtroopers, the tie 


fighters, the officers, the imperial vehicles. While he had never 
officially been a part of the empire, it was more familiar than trying to 
adjust to the past era they were displaced into. 


"If you have nothing else for me, I'll be here," Boba said idly. 


Vader glanced at the armored figure. "You continue to sleep in your 
ship?" 


Boba nodded without a word. 


Deciding there was nothing else to say, Vader disembarked from the 
ship. 


Two lines of Stormtroopers awaited to greet him, as did an officer. 


"Lord Vader," she greeted with a stiff salute. "Welcome back to the 
Thunderflare ." 


"Captain Pryl," he returned, his voice making her wary and tense. 
"Report." 


"The operation was a success, Sir, as you know," Pryl stated. "The 
Lucrehulk-" 


"Was destroyed in swift order. | am aware,” Vader stated pointedly. 
"There was an incident, Captain. What has happened in my 
absence?" 


She glanced to the side, her gaze pointed at the other side of the 
hanger. "One of the crew tried to flee in a TIE fighter." 


That wasn't a surprise unto itself, but Vader knew there was more. 
"You believe he had assistance?" 


"He was an engineer, stationed in the engines. He shouldn't have 
been able to get inside a TIE before he was caught," she explained 
grimly. 


He'd have to deal with that soon. The last thing he needed was 
entire crews' worth of temporally displayed imperials flooding the 
galaxy and trying to convince everyone they were from the future. 


"And what is the status of things at large?" he pressed on. 


Tanda Pryl became notably less tense, realizing she wasn't about to 
be punished for one of her crew nearly deserting. "No changes, Sir. 
Counting the Thunderflare, five ships of the Death Squadron are 
accounted for." 


That was displeasing to be sure. Missing crewmembers would be 
one thing, but missing ships were another; made worse by the fact 
that they had no idea if the rest of the Death Squadron had even 
been brought back as well. 


But one was definitely here and still missing. 
His tone turned ominous. "Then the Executor is still at large." 
End of Chapter 


... Yeah, that just happened. And yes, this entire story, this ENTIRE 

time, the what came back with Vader was NOT just Boba Fett, it was 
the entire Death Squadron. Oh, you have no idea how happy | am to 
get here! I've been waiting years for this! 


Still, yes, I'm glad | kept that in the dak until now, ifonly so | can 
reveal it with the revelation that while Vader had a fleet of Star 
destroyers, they are still in fact crewed by displaced imperials and all 
the problems that can bring. 


Still, yes, this is the endo f the story proper. The next and last two 
chapters are both basically epilogues. 


| hope this has been a wonderful ride for you all and that you 
enjoyed this final twist. 


Hope you have a happy and safe time this winter! 
Early viewing of chapters 39-40 avaliable on my pat-reon: 
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Chapter 39 


Epilogue of the Dark Side 


It almost felt like a dream, his entire experience on Naboo, meeting 
his past self, killing Sidious, everything. Being back in the halls of a 
Star Destroyer made it surreal even to Vader. 


But the force sang out to him as he sensed the wary and troubled 
souls aboard the ship: crew, officers, and troopers alike. He didn't 
blame them. This was the past, they had traveled through time itself. 
An unnerving prospect for most. Unlike him, they had not had the 
chance to venture out to see the truth and grasp the implications. It 
took Vader himself confirming it when he first arrived from 
Coruscant. Anyone that thought Vader was joking about time- 
traveling was more than welcome to come and discuss it with him, 
face-to-face. 


So far, none had worked up to do so, for that topic at least. 


Vader awoke from his long overdue session in a bacta tank, his 
yellow eyes narrowed at the door. He could sense it, the swelling of 
anger and contusion. He eyed his suit, laying on a medical bed in 
front of his tank. He was going to upgrade it soon, but it would have 
to do for now. The essentially had been repaired, that was all that 
mattered for now. 


Using the Force on the controls, the bacta emptied from the tube, 
leaving his limbless body hanging. Putting on his own limbs and 
armor was a routine he was well versed in after all these years. He 
was dependent on no one. And if he had his way, he wouldn't be 
dependent on this suit either, one day. 


But today had its own problems. 


His own breathing filled the medical bay, making sure there were no 
problems. No serious problems at least, like the risk of his arm 
falling off in mid-stride, or his life-support short-circuiting. Finding 
that all was as well as he could expect, he ventured out into the 


hallway. 


He was only mildly surprised to see a small brawl going on between 
some officers. Considering no one had drawn their blaster pistols, 
he assumed no one was trying to kill anyone. 


Still, this was a terrible display on their part. 


With a wave of his hand, half of the officers were pulled off and 
towards one of the walls. The fighting stopped instantly, his breath 
echoing ominously as they all turned to face him. 


"Lord Vader!" 


They quickly move to salute, but several boldly and openly glared at 
him. 


"What is the meaning of this?" he snapped, his ire pouring out like a 
terrible miasma. 


They all shook in their uniforms, down to their boots. One brave man 
saluted Vader. "Lieutenant Starng, My Lord! Lieutenant Larns-" he 
paused to glance at the officer in question, directly to his right. "-and 
others were trying to force their way into the medbay to... speak with 
you. We were attempting to turn them away, but..." 


Starng trailed off, prompting Vader to turn towards Larns. The man's 
dislike for the Sith Lord was unhidden yet new. If Vader wagered, 
he'd bet that this officer wanted to give him more than just words. 
"Well, Lieutenant. You have my attention. Speak." 


Larns bristled under the order but otherwise kept his composure. 
"Sir, | understand everything, to a point. We are in the past, before 
the Clone Wars. How, | don't even think you know. But we have to 
be careful about our situation, obviously,” he started, as he looked 
up at Vader before yelling. "So why, by all the stars, did you kill the 
Emperor!?" 


The question echoed in the halls, and in the ears of the officers. 


"Why did you kill the Empire before it was even born!? Did you just 
want power, Sir? Did you-" Larns continued to rattle off until he felt 


pressure on his throat by an unseen force. 


With a great deal of self-control, Vader resisted the urge to choke 
the officer and released him. "All will be explained shortly,” he 
promised and warned in the same breath. "You should thank your 
fellow officers. If they had not stopped you, | would be far less 
lenient than leaving your fate to Captain Pryl." 


Larns continued to glare, however subdued, but did not speak again. 
"Dismissed." 


They left, quickly, but Vader knew the situation could not last. He 
already had ships missing, he didn't need a full mutiny. 


"Lord Vader," Captain Pryl greeted as the Sith Lord entered the 
bridge. "All is as you order, but do you believe this is... wise?" 


Was it wise? Vader wasn't positive. This kind of manipulation was 
more Sidious's skill. But he had his own talents for inspiring loyalty. 
Besides, he needed to direct this narrative before anyone else used 
the opportunity to spread descent. 


"Begin the transmissions," Vader ordered simply, refusing to show 
his doubts. 


The captain nodded, first to him and then to the communications 
Officers. 


"This is Darth Vader, addressing every member of the Death 
Squadron," Vader began, pausing to have their attention. "! 
understand that this matter has been confusing for all. | will be as 
clear to you all: Through means and powers unknown, we have 
been taken back in time over thirty years to before the Clone Wars. | 
have faced the droids from the Invasion of Naboo and seen the Jedi, 
unculled by the Clone Wars. And we possess no plausible 
knowledge or method to return to our reality." 


Vader could feel it, many going into shock. Some were angry, and 
others were making schemes of their own. Most were just uneasy. 
They had all known, yes, but this was the first time any had formally 
addressed the entire fleet on the matter. The first time it was said 


that, yes, they were stuck in this era. 


"You have already known this, if disbelieved it. That is not why | 
address you today," he stated firmly. "Today, | answer a more 
pressing matter laid at my feet. Sheev Palpatine is dead. His death 
was not only a result of my actions, but they were my desired 
intent." 


There were many gasps and shocked looks on the bridge directed at 
him. 


"Killing the Emperor was my plan," he answered ominously. "Some 
of you may hate me for this. | understand how the Emperor is seen, 
the one who ended the chaos of the Clones Wars, the Empire 
reborn from the decaying corpse of the Republic. Now, | reveal a 
great secret of the Empire." 


Vader knew what a Jedi might try. Try to appeal to their decency, 
revealing that Sidious had been a sadistic monster or that Sidious 
had been the one to cause his own death by exposing himself. But 
neither would work, not here. These were imperials. They were 
accustomed to atrocities being committed in the name of the 
Empire. That would only form a wedge between the ruthless and 
idealists. And explaining the interplay that had gone on between 
Plagueis, Sidious, and the Jedi to those not strong in the Force 
would be a futile effort. No, he had to give them something simpler, 
something they could all understand. 


Something that justified killing the would-be Emperor to those that 
would have served him if Vader had allowed him to survive that 
battle. 


"There was no chaos in the Clone Wars," he stated cryptically. 
"Palpatine controlled both sides in secret, the Separatists and the 
Republic." 


He had them. If only out of overwhelming curiosity and disbelief, 
everyone was too stunned to even consider forming a move against 
him. 


"| believe the splintering of the Republic was always doomed to 


begin. But the Emperor saw the chance the unrest provided. He 
caused the formation of the two greatest military forces in our known 
history, tore the galaxy in two, and perpetuated the war until both 
sides were ready to break. Regardless of who won, he would rule 
over the ashes, rebuilding either into an empire of his image." 


"My... lord," Captain Pryl stated, more out of shock than anything 
else. "Do you... do you have proof of this?" 


Vader nodded slowly. "In the coming days, | will depart for Naboo, to 
aid in ending the Trade Federation invasion. Soon after, the people 
of Naboo will expose the secrets of their deceased senator. That he 
conspired with the Trade Federation, to enable the Invasion. To 
make him Chancellor." 


There was a silence, in the Ship and in the Force. 


"Soldiers of the Empire," Vader spoke again. "My idealism died long 
ago. The same is true for many of you. | will not give you false hope 
of building a better future. The Grand Scheme of Palpatine was a 
master stroke, granting absolute power over a galactic empire... but 
it was also the single greatest waste of lives and power the galaxy 
has ever seen." 


He paused and wondered how this would end. In mere moments, he 
will have either a united fleet or they would start to break apart and 
turn not only on him but on each other. 


"Despite this, | have spent over a decade slaying any and all threats 
to the Empire. As all of you were trained to do, from without and 
within. There is never a greater threat, a betrayal more dangerous 
than from one who feigns loyalty to gain power and authority over 
those loyal to the Empire. By that, | deemed the greatest threat to 
the Empire had always been the Emperor himself. All | have done, is 
what any one of us should do to a traitor within our midst." 


End of Flashback 


It didn't win everyone over. Vader knew it wouldn't. But it worked 
well enough. 


"Sir-Lord Vader, you wanted to see me?" 


Vader nodded as he looked the Stormtrooper over. "Commander 
Vos," Vader acknowledged. He could sense the man's unease, both 
with the situation and meeting him for the first time. "Remove your 
helmet." 


The man did so, holding his helmet under his orange-covered 
shoulder, standing fully at attention. He was a young man, but a 
man nonetheless. 


"Officer Tyin of the Stalker is dead," Vader stated, letting those 
words hang ominously in the air. 


"Yes, | executed him, Sir," Vos answered, perhaps a bit quicker than 
he should have. 


"Explain the situation, Commander," Vader ordered swiftly. 


Vos nodded briefly, swallowing as he gathered his thoughts. "He 
had been planning to stage a coup and take the Sta/ker away from 
the fleet, to desert the Death Squadron. He had gathered other 
officers and found the ones willing to go along with it. We got wind of 
it, the other commanders and I, and put a stop to it after they 
detained Captain Zed. Officer Tyin tried to send the ship into 
hyperspace without proper calculations." 


A foolish, desperate move. An uncalculated Hyperspace jump was 
like a human pod racing without force powers. A very dangerous 
venture, that would likely end in disaster. 


"You misunderstand my inquiry, Commander," Vader stated firmly. 
"Why did you stop them?" 


"... My Lord?" Vos questioned uncertainly. 


"| understand why they attempted to dissert. | wish to understand 
why you acted against them," Vader specified. 


Vos seemed to slowly comprehend the question, a bit of unease 
leaving him as he gained a determined expression. "Lord Vader, | 
won't pretend to understand how the Emperor could have done what 


you said. Reading about the Clone Wars, | don't really know how the 
Republic became the Empire," he stated honestly. "But my time as a 
stormtrooper has taught me two things. One is that we have a better 
chance of surviving anything as a united unit." 


A simple but powerful reason. Order had been the theme of the 
empire, the selling point behind which many fought for. Tyranny or 
not, many would prefer Order over Chaos. 


"The second is that you are not someone anyone should want as an 
enemy, Lord Vader," he added with a small smirk. 


Vader allowed those words to hang in the air before nodding. "You 
are dismissed, Commander. You may return to the Stalker ." 


"Lord Vader," Vos saluted before taking his leave. 


The officers were a mixed bag. Some were plotting against him, and 
others were placing their bets and futures on Vader- if only because 
he seemed like the only sound choice in this mad situation. The 
crew, the technicians, and such that kept the ships going; they were 
primarily going with the flow. The path of survival. 


But Vader had always been a popular figure among the troopers. 
Terrifying and respected, but popular. Tales of him walking into the 
battlefields, being on the frontlines with his men had that effect on 
his reputation. The fact that he was a mighty force warrior only 
added to that image. 


The Stormtroopers were not creatures of politics but soldiers of war. 
The intrigue of the officers did not interest them. So, they had 
willingly and unwittingly become deterrents against any more of the 
Star Destroyers going rogue. Because in this time and era, there 
was no Empire. Just the Death Squadron. The only thing that could 
punish entire groups of soldiers was Vader himself. 


"Having the most blasters does help in keeping your followers in 
line, Lord Vader." 


The Dark Lord turned to the corner of his quarter, eyeing his guest 
knowingly. "You finally speak, Lord Plagueis." 


Plagueis smiled disarmingly as he allowed his illusions to fall in full. 
"You knew | was onboard this entire time, didn't you?" 


Vader nodded. "| am impressed. Casting an illusion wide enough to 
affect everyone on the ship while you boarded." 


"It would have been simpler if | knew where the surveillance officers 
were," Plaueis mused as he strolled through the room. "Making 
soldiers think my ship is one of their own while it is in your hangar? 
Child's play. Making sure those watching a live feed of my docking 
see the same thing? Now that is always more difficult." 


Silence came over the Sith Lord, both waiting for the other to begin 
this conversation on a more serious note. 


"| take it you know of my true origins," Vader stated. 


"That you are from the future?" Plagueis asked with a chuckle. 
"Vader, | have suspected that since Coruscant." 


Vader could not hide his shock, and Palgueis did not hide his 
amusement at the cyborg's reaction. Vader narrowed his eyes 
behind his lenses, wondering what gave him away. "How?" 


"It was nothing you said, Lord Vader. Nothing the Jedi would have 
noticed. Sidious should have, but, well," Palgueis shrugged his 
shoulders. "Obviously he didn't." 


Vader's glare was a palpable presence now. 


It didn't intimidate Plagueis, but he did acknowledge the unspoken 
question. "When you stopped the Force Storm." 


Vader tilted his head. "Was that such a feat that time travel was the 
only answer you could conjure up?" 


Now Plagueis glared. "Despite my appearance, my patience is much 
thinner than I'd like, Darth Vader," he warned as recent events 
obviously had tired him on a psychological level. 


Vader was not afraid of the Muun, but he had no desire to 
antagonize him all the same. "The body?" 


Plagueis waved him off, knowing exactly who he meant and why. 
"Disposed of. That virus died with him," he assured with a scowl. "It 
was too perfect." 


Vader remained silent, unsure what he meant. 


"When you were closing the rift. It was too perfect," Plagueis 
explained. "When a sith creates a Force Storm, they create a tear in 
space and time. And that tear is unique to each Sith. When you 
closed it, it wasn't as if you had just done that before, Lord Vader. It 
was like you knew how to do it specifically with Sidious." 


No words were said at that, its own implications ringing in the ear. 
"| did not fight him in the future," Vader clarified. 


Plagueis rose an eyebrow. "You were helping him. He was training 
his powers, and you were there to help him if he lost control of a 
storm,” Plagueis deduced, eyes narrowing as he confirmed 
something else. "You were Sidious's apprentice." 


Vader nodded slowly. 


Plagueis frowned as he looked him up and down. "Did he do this to 
you?" 


Vader felt old rage simmer in him but pushed it aside. "He did not 
dismember or burn me. My own hubris led to that. This armor was a 
"gift" from him. To keep me alive and to gain power through my 
suffering.” 


"And to make you easy to subdue if you rose against him," Plagueis 
remarked. "Your suit wasn't fully protected from his force lightning, 
back on Coruscant. Unwise to confront him at the time, but clever to 
conceal your weakness for that entire battle." 


"A weakness I've since dealt with," Vader countered swiftly. "How 
long shall we dance around this topic, Darth Palgueis?" 


"I'm sorry, I'm just appreciating the magnitude of your existence, 
"Plagueis answered, stroking his chin with interest. "Time travel! And 
you obviously do not need the timeline to remain unchanged to any 


degree to avoid ceasing to be. Did you know that, when this 
began?" 


"Not at all," Vader answered bluntly. 


"You wagered everything,” Palguies said before sighing with a 
shake of his head. "Very well, let us cut to the matter at hand. You 
have made peace with the Jedi, disrupted the Grand Plan, and dealt 
a blow to the Trade Federation. Tell me, Vader, what is your goal in 
all of this?" 


Vader didn't answer for a moment. "Peace is a lie," he started. "But 
for the sake of it, let us just define Peace as the time between wars." 


"A valid definition,” Plagueis stated patiently. 


"There was never any peace for the Empire," Vader answered 
bluntly. "From the moment Sidious named himself Emperor, there 
were those plotting to undo him." 


"As is the way of power, others always covet it," Palgueis reminded 
him. 


"Undo, Lord Plagueis, not overthrow," Vader restated with 
emphasis. 


The Muun paused in consideration. "You speak of the rebellion to 
restore the republic." 


"Indeed," Vader confirmed, not surprised that he knew of that. Who 
knew what the Master of Sidious had been able to pry out of the Star 
Destroyer's crew while under his illusions. "From the beginning, 
there were those that looked to the past with far more favorable 
eyes than the Republic deserved. | believe that was the fatal flaw in 
Sidious's plan, and yours as well." 


"Oh? Do explain," Plagueis requested, wondering just where this 
was going. 


"By creating the war as it was, and how it ended, there was a sense 
in many that the Republic somehow had NOT failed. That it had 
been corrupted or stolen. Thus, to them, it needed to be restored 


and fixed," Vader elaborated. 


"| see. Then what is your desire? Just stand back and let the 
Republic die?" Palgueis asked retheorically. 


"Yes," 


Plagueis blinked at the answer. "You... you want this civil war to 
have more than just two sides, don't you?" 


"More than two?" Vader repeated while glancing back at the Sith 
Lord, as if it was a foolish question to begin ith. "| expect there will 
be a great many factions." 


The muun's pupils were moving ever so slightly as pieces began to 
form together. "Naboo, the Queen, the Anti-Federationist. They're 
your foothold." 


"Among other things," Vader agreed vaguely. "I intend to let the 
Republic fall into chaos and crumble into pieces. Not by the 
manipulations of the Order of Bane, but by its own failings and 
corruption. And as all the systems fall apart-" 


"They will be disillusioned with the Republic, even before you arrive. 
Arrive to bring order and protection ," Palgueis finished. "Did you 
not make a speech about Sidious being the biggest threat to the 
Empire?" 


"I'm not making a plan to make the Republic fall myself, Darth 
Plagueis, | am planning for when it falls under its own weight," 
Vader countered. "| am in no position to stop it. And | am doubting 
you have the inclination to try yourself.” 


"Peace, by any definition, cannot last. Besides, your idea has 
merits," Palgueis admitted simply. "Sometimes, making a new start 
is better than transforming something old." 


Vader waited, knowing there was more to be said. 
"You need my help," Plagueis realized with satisfaction. 


Vader neither confirmed nor denied that statement, knowing it was 


obvious. 


"These ships are masterfully efficient in many ways," Plagueis 
mused. "By all | have discovered, yours crews could survive for at 
least a year without needing to dock." 


"Two," Vader corrected. 


"Ideally two," Plagueis accepted, albeit with a hint of mocking. They 
both knew that one year was more realistic. "But eventually, you will 
need to dock. Resupply, refuel, repair, recalibrate, and etcetera. But 
even if you gained access to shipyards great enough to handle 
these marvels from the future, there would be questions. Many, 
many questions. So many tracks to cover, so much evidence of your 
true origins." 


"You desire a trade,” Vader ventured. 


"You spent much of my goodwill with the death of my Apprentice," 
Plagueis remarked forcefully before a strange look came over him. 
"What was different, last time?" 


Vader paused. It was a morbid question, but it felt like one Plagueis 
deserved an answer to. "He killed you in your sleep, the night he 
became Chancellor." 


Plagueis stared at him for a moment. "I can only think of one 
scenario in which that would succeed, and it involves my own 
blindness. To Sidious and my limitations," he remarked softly. 
Vader's silence was confirmation enough. "That is the only reason 
we're not enemies, Darth Vader. | know it, | feel it; Sidious would 
have never accepted my abandonment of the Rule of Two." 


"Not your way of abandoning it, no," Vader said knowingly. 


Plagueis shook his head, not caring to broach more of what Sidious 
would have and had done in another lifetime. "Be that as may, I'm 
not willing to invest more time and energy into anything of yours, 
Vader, without anything to gain." 


Vader remained silent for an instant, as if contemplating Plagueis's 
words. "Do you believe Sidious would be content and idle, as 


Emperor of the Galaxy?" he asked rhetorically. They both knew the 
answer was no. "What do you believe he and | were doing for nearly 
two decades between rebellions and coup attempts?" 


Plagueis rose an eyebrow. "... Oh, you clever Sarlacc," he said in 
suspicion. "You know where to find a great many things belonging to 
the Sith. Temples, artifacts, tomes. All lost to time." 


"Such information is more valuable to you than the value of this 
entire fleet," Vader said knowingly. "I take it | have your attention?" 


"No, Vader, you have a very interested business partner," Plagueis 
answered as he stuck out his hand. 


Vader studied the hand but sensed no danger. 
With that, the Dark Lords shook on it. 
End of Chapter 


There's the first of two epilogues. ONe half is showing how Vader 
addressed the crew in regards to the fact that A. They're inthe past 
and B. He killed the Emperor. THe second half is a final meeting 
with Plagueis- who snuck onto the Star Destroyer because of course 
he did. 


Also, yes, Star Destroyers are designed to be able to last up to 2 
years in space without docking for repairs or supplies, assumng 
they're not in battle. Thus, Vader has at least 1 year before that 
becomes a major concern. And he can barter information from 
Plagueis for help in getting them set up. 


And, of cours,e Vader's big reveal that, yeah, there is no secret 
elaborate plan. Because he thinks the best plan is to just let the 
Republic fail and than clean up the mess. 


Anyway, that's it for now, next up will be the Light Side's Epilogue. 


Hope you all had a Merry Christmas, Happy Holidays,and enjoy the 
New Year! 


Chapter 40 


Epilogue of the Light Side 
Do not mistake Peace for Quiet. 


Anakin was pretty sure that was something Darth Vader said. When 
and where he heard it himself, he wasn't sure, but it sounded like 
him. He didn't know why, but it came to mind when looking out the 
window of the temple, over the vast cityscape. 


The former slave vividly remembered when he first laid eyes on the 
planet-sized city. It bustled with energy, hovercrafts flying about like 
swarms of endless flies, seas of people walking at all levels of the 
city. But things had been slow to recover, since the March happened 
and the Storm ended. At least, near the Temple. He was sure things 
were more... normal in other areas of the planet, but here? There 
was a lot less traffic, with many large ships and machines flying 
about to help move large chunks of debris. It was a steady thing, 
and Jedi could see it in the distance from the Temple. 


The energy was dulled now, subdued. Just like having to rest after 
an injury, the center of the Republic was in a state of recovery now. 
Everyone wondered why this happened, and why it had to happen. 
The Jedi Knights and Masters tried not to let it worry the rest of the 
temple, but even Anakin had heard the talks going about. And he 
truly didn't have any answers. The March on the Temple, Vader was 
trying to make a point of some kind. He got that. Didn't entirely 
understand it yet, but he probably would when he was older, or so 
he hoped. 


But the Storm, well, that was simple. A very bad man wanted to hurt 
a lot of people before he died. That was the simple way of putting it, 

he knew, but it was still the truth. He remembered when he was lost 

in the Force... and he had seen the red-hot hatred Vader had for the 
man causing the Storm. For a moment, Anakin had reached out and 
felt the Old Man in the Storm, surprising him even. 


But something deep in Anakin told him that this was always going to 


happen. That Old Man would always bring a storm because he was 
like the worst kind of person on Tatooine. The kind that wanted to 
hurt people, just to hurt people; the ones that found enjoyment in 
that, somehow. 


Anakin sometimes shivered in the night, knowing that this was not 
the storm the Old Man wanted to bring. Anakin couldn't and didn't 
want to imagine what huge and horrible thing the Old Man wanted to 
unleash. 


"Anakin, Anakin!" 


He looked about, finding two of the younglings running towards him. 
"Assa, Claern," he called back as they raced up to him excitedly. 
"What's gotten you two running about?" 


"Master Nannar sent us!" Assa answered eagerly. 
"Master Yoda is looking for you," Claern finished. 


Anakin tilted his head. He was... technically part of the Jedi Order. 
But what to do with him was... in flux? Undecided? Undecided was 
a good word. And Anakin understood why, somewhat. He was older 
than most of the younglings but hadn't been taught as they had. So 
he was a strange case for them. 


And they were all busy dealing with... whatever had happened, with 
the Storm, with Vader. A lot of people had been hurt and a lot more 
were scared now. 


“Thanks, both of you," Anakin said to them both before heading off, 
both of the younglings waving after him. 


Ahsoka's group had taken a liking to him, after everything. 
"Look, there he is." 

"The Sithling." 

"More like Sithpet." 


Anakin stopped, tossing a look over his shoulder at the Padawans. 


He didn't glare, but he let them know he heard them. They looked 
taken back but kept their firm frowns. With their silence kept, he 
headed onwards. 


On the other hand, he had earned a colder welcome from others in 
the temple for considering Darth Vader to be his... friend, for lack of 
a better word. Only the younglings and some Padawans seemed to 
be openly showing it though. On some level, he was almost happy 
about it. He'd take insults for being linked to Darth Vader any day 
over jabs and jokes about him being a former slave. 


He reached the elevators, eyes scanning the temple up and down 
before he sensed where Master Yoda was and took a lift down to 
the ground level. The Grandmaster was a beacon of light and 
patience in the Temple. While Anakin couldn't say exactly where he 
was, it was easy to follow the general direction. 


Anakin reached the outside of the temple and found the small, 
ancient Jedi looking out down the steps. The rubble was gone, but 
the stairs and statues had yet to be repaired from Vader's march. 
"You wanted to see me, Master Yoda?" he called curiously. 


"Indeed, | did," Yoda answered, turning to Anakin with a smile. "And 
see you well, | can." 


Anakin idly wondered, did people on Coruscant used to talk like that, 
hundreds of years ago, or had that always just been something the 
Grandmaster did? 


"Feeling, how are you?" Yoda asked curiously. "Hard it is, to 
adjust?" 


"It's not bad, Sir," Anakin answered with a bit of uncertainty. "It's 
bigger than what I'm used to. And cooler." 


And no sand... wonderfully sandless, he never knew how nice it was 
to not live in an endless world of sand until he left Tatooine. 


Yoda must have sensed Anakin's thoughts if his amused look was 
anything to go by. "Complicated, things have been. For all, not just 
the Jedi. Leave you in limbo, we do not wish. Nor will we," Yoda 


assured, leaning on his cane. "Your master, Qui-Gon Jinn, shall be. 


Anakin's eyes and smile lit up before being tempered by curiosity 
and concern. "What about Obi-wan? | thought Masters could only 
have one Padawan?" 


Yoda nodded in several, absent bobs of his head. "A request, most 
unusual, has been made. Completion of his training, Master Dooku, 
shall oversee." 


Anakin blinked. Transferring one Padawan to another master? He 
didn't have any basis to say it, but that sounded odd somehow. 
"Why?" Anakin asked curiously, the question off his lips before he 
even registered that maybe he shouldn't ask. 


Yoda merely shook his head. "To tell, for me, it is not." 
"So, that means... I'm a Padawan now?’ Anakin asked hesitantly. 


Yoda chuckled in an almost grandfatherly tone. "Indeed, Young 
Skywalker, you are." 


Anakin tried to remain calm, but he was pretty sure Yoda could feel 
his bright mood at that. "Thank you, Master Yoda. But, um, where is 
Master Qui-Gon?" 


Whereas Yoda was a beacon, telling everyone else apart was like 
keeping track of the stars in the skies. He was sure others could do 
it, but he was still nine. 


"Good question, that would be," Yoda admitted, glancing out over 
the city. "Meeting he is, with the Supreme Chancellor. Returning 
soon, he will be. Late to return, in fact, he is." 


"Oh," Anakin said in understanding. "I just have one more question, 
Grandmaster." 


"Ask then, you should,’ Yoda said. 
"... Where is the nearest restroom?" Anakin asked sheepishly. 


Yoda chuckled. "To memorize, first thing, that always is," he said in 


a knowing tone. Anakin was far from the first exception, and that 
was the one thing those new to living at the temple needed help 
with. "To your right, you must go. End of the hall, it is." 


Anakin nodded and scurried away. 


Yoda hummed as he watched him go. He had been very, very wary 
about Anakin becoming a Jedi. He was too old, too attached, and 
his future was hard to read. But then, the future was hard to read in 
general now. The Dark Side no longer flooded the planet, but 
Vader's March and Sidious's Storm had left this planet marred with 
dark scars in the Force. Not dangerous, not like a Wound in the 
Force, but unpleasant and unsettling. 


Even disregarding that, leaving Anakin untrained was truly not an 
option for most of the council now. To do so would invite the Sith to 
take him and become one of their own. Even with the supposed 
"peace" between their orders, even with him having some cautious 
amount of trust in Vader, even Yoda did not relish the idea of leaving 
such potential to the hands of the Sith. 


He sighed, rubbing a hand over his wrinkled head. That was a 
headache all on its own. Vader had left them all with a great deal to 
consider. His words were one matter; A Sith could lie, and he would 
assume as much until proven wrong. But that was it, the Jedi Order 
had been proven wrong. The Sith had aided them in taking down 
one of their own, "cleaning house" as Vader had put it. The one Sith 
that, supposedly, embodied everything the Jedi fought against in 
terms of the Sith. 


It had cost them all greatly. So many had become one with the 
Force, and others near so. But the Sith had been a senator. It wasn't 
hard to imagine what the aim was, for a Sith in such a role: the 
Supreme Chancellery. How great and terrible would the damage be, 
if this Sidious had gotten such a chance? 


The problem, however, was while Yoda now had much to meditate 
on and consider, many still saw Vader only as a foe they would 
inevitably fight... that the peace between them, ironically, was a lie. 
It was hard for old things to change, and harder still for those young 
that believe themselves right and wise already. 


To seek out the Sith and destroy them, in these circumstances? 
That was not the Jedi way. Yoda only hoped that others would cool 
their nerves and see as much. In time, they would know if Vader 
was an enemy... him and Plagueis for that matter. Looking into who 
the Master of Sidious was known by to the galaxy at large, that was 
something there was more unity on, discovering the public identity of 
Darth Plagueis. 


Meanwhile 


Chancellor Valorum sat at his desk, fingers steeped and head 
resting against them, as he tried to process everything he was being 
told. 


"Let me make sure | have this in summary," he started warily, 
looking up at Qui-Gon Jinn. "This Sith Lord, the one accompanying 
the Queen of Naboo- Vader, correct? After a misunderstanding that 
turned into a brawl with him against many Jedi, he revealed to you 
that there not only are more Sith Lords but one in the Senate? Who 
just happened to be the Senator for Naboo?" 


"That's correct so far, Chancellor," Qui-Gon agreed calmly. 


"This part | don't understand, so forgive me," Valorum stated, waving 
his hand in a vague gesture. "This... Shroud you say Vader pulled 
back? What is it, exactly?" 


"It is a way the Sith can cloak their powers from us," Qui-Gon stated, 
rubbing his beard. "It's something we don't entirely understand 
ourselves. Some say they created it, others that it was simply an 
aspect of the Dark Side they learned to enhance. Either way, it 
makes it easier for them to conceal themselves and use the Force 
without us noticing." 


"Okay, | suppose that makes sense enough. And that Vader was 
able to pull it back, being a Sith Lord himself," Valorum stated. "Was 
that when you believed him, about Senator Palpatine being a Sith 
Lord, this Sidious?" 


"Not entirely. It was a strange lie to make otherwise, but we didn't 
fully believe it until we confronted Sidious,” Qui-Gon stated. "It was 


him, Chancellor." 


"I've seen the feeds, | believe you," Valorum assured, eyeing his 
own desk in thought. "And this... Force Storm? That's something the 
Force can do?" 


He was unnerved, greatly so. Qui-Gon didn't need to be a Jedi to 
know that. 


"In the same way a scientist might create a planet-ending bomb, sir," 
Qui-Gon elaborated, prudent but firm. 


"I'm not worried about the Jedi creating something like this," 
Valorum stated, and Qui-Gon wasn't sure if he was being entirely 
truthful that time. "Just how | even explain this to the public. People 
are dead, Master Jinn, and people want answers. Nuanced and 
complicated answers will do little good for grieving hearts." 


Qui-Gon bowed his head briefly in agreement. 


"This Vader said he was attempting to officially end this ancient war 
the Jedi have with the Sith. And he helped take down Sidious, along 
with another,” Valorum stated idly. "In short terms, a rogue, not 
much different than a Dark Jedi?" 


Qui-Gon hummed in thought. "Not a false comparison, at the least. 
May | ask what you're thinking, Chancellor?" 


"Master Jinn, | have little idea to make of this matter between two 
Orders of the Force. But | do know that if they are offering you some 
form of peace, it would be in the Republic's best interest not to 
antagonize these Sith. Call this Sidious, Palpatine what he was. A 
vile creature seeking power, who turned traitor to his own people: 
the Republic, Naboo, and apparently the Sith." 


Qui-Gon decided not to correct the Chancellor in that killing the 
master was an expected part of being a Sith. It was probably best to 
let him spin things as he needed to for the common people to 
understand. 


"In regards to the Naboo Crisis and Palpatine's supposed hand in it," 
Valorum stated with a frown. "That must be kept in the dark. There 


are dark implications there that | don't think should reach the wider 
galaxy." 


Qui-Gon frowned. "That may be out of our hands, Chancellor. | hear 
that the Queen of Naboo has been rather silent towards 
transmissions from the Republic Government since the Trade 
Federation was pushed off her world." 


"I can't even fathom the ripple effect that might have on the galaxy," 
Valorum stated. "We're still too backed up on dealing with repairs 
and helping those affected by this tragedy. The Senator apparently 
had many holdings we weren't formally aware of. We don't have the 
resources to investigate them all just yet." 


Qui-Gon frowned. He knew that by the time anyone had the chance, 
any places of importance would be cleaned of anything they could 
use to find out anything significant about the Order of Bane, or 
Plagueis himself. 


Meanwhile 
"Clear! It's clear!" 


Windu took a short breath, personifying the relief of those around 
him. Bomb defusing wasn't a normal duty he undertook, but in the 
case of exploding lightsabers leftover from the battle, he made an 
exception. His skills with shatterpoints had aided him greatly in 
detecting which ones weren't bombs and aiding in disarming the 
ones that were. 


That was why he was helping out in the Works, or what was left of it. 
Other Jedi, those better trained in healing, were helping deal with 
the more populated areas. Still, that didn't make this area any less of 
a priority. All the dangerous materials in the region from long 
abandoned factories had been tossed about, as had defective droids 
that might erratically attack people. Not to mention the strange 
creatures that had made this place home. 


"Master Windu, we found another, but it doesn't look like the others," 
a relief worker stated, coming up to him and cautiously handing over 
the device. 


Mace took one look at the device and his face changed minutely. 
"This belonged to a Jedi." 


Just by the tone, they knew what he meant, and why he said it in the 
past tense. "We're... sorry, Sir. We didn't find a body." 


Mace Windu nodded his thanks. All but two Jedi corpses were 
accounted for. While burning the body wasn't required to become 
one with the Force, it was a tradition he hoped not to break today. 
But that was a far hope. 


He glanced around once more at the destruction. He could see 
where Vader had pelted the ground with plates, turning it into a 
maze of metal... or where Sidious had tried to send Vader into a pit 
of acid. Much of it was destroyed, the plates bent or flung away by 
the storm, the acid long gone. Even the building he and his fellow 
Jedi had confronted Sidious in was barely recognizable, if not for it 
being the sole building towering over the factories in this area. 


The very ground, the roofs of the facilities of the Flats, were 
hazardous now. He saw workers marking off dangerous spots with 
small polls that had orange flashing lights on the end. Good, he 
could see where that entire place might collapse. They didn't need 
any more deaths added than absolutely necessary. 


"Master of the Order." 


He turned his head, as did several others, seeing the approach of a 
cloaked woman. 


"If you're here to help, Dark Woman, there is plenty to do," he stated 
stoically. 


"Master Windu, might | have a word with you?" she asked evenly. 


Mace frowned at the request but nodded all the same, turning to the 
nearest head of the workers. "I won't be long. If there is an issue, | 
will return." 


With that, they departed, leaping down the sides into one of the 
narrow paths below. Others glanced down after them before 
shrugging it off as Jedi business. 


"Is something amiss?" Mace Windu asked pointedly. 


"The other two Sith still remain at large, three if you count the 
Zabrak," she reminded. "| understand that Darth Vader forced our 
hand in that somehow." 


"When the Force screams at you that you are about to die if you 
take another step, it is wise to heed that warning," Mace stated 
simply. 


"lam not debating that," The Dark Woman assured. "But leaving 
them to run loose is a mistake." 


"You state things | am well aware of," Mace remarked. "But for now, 
our duty and responsibility are to help Coruscant overcome this 
tragedy." 


"Your duty, perhaps, but not mine," she said solemnly. "My skills are 
of little help here." 


"And you would have left already if you planned to go off and gather 
information on them," Mace Windu said knowingly. "Why are you 
here then, Dark Woman?" 


"Officially, | am here to ask if you would be willing to ask Yarael Poof 
to aid me in training," the Dark Woman stated coldly. 


Windu considered that, both the request and its wording. "You wish 
to train yourself for when you encounter the Sith again." 


When, not if. 


The Dark Woman's face became hard at that reminder. "I don't know 
what Darth Vader did to me. Or if it wasn't in truth the powers of this 
Darth Plagueis the council encountered. All | know is that | was not 
ready to face that power." 


"Then why is this only an "official" request?" Mace retorted with 
narrowed eyes. 


"| already made the request to Master Poof in person. He declined," 
she explained pointedly. 


"And his reason, if any?" Mace inquired, sensing there was more to 
it. 


"He was rather vague. But if | had to guess, | would assume he sees 
me as a threat to this "peace" with the Sith that some believe we 
have," she explained. 


Mace stared at her, several things becoming clear to him. "Are you 
here to ask where | stand in all of this, Dark Woman?" 


"Rifts and doubts are growing in the Order, Master Windu. | simply 
wanted to make sure what page the Master of the Order is on," she 
stated, nodding her head in respect. "I believe it is the right one." 


Mace Windu said nothing to that. "What will you do?" 


"| will follow the Force, in hopes that it will lead me to hone my skills. 
| can do so freely, knowing the Sith have not laid seeds of doubt in 
some that | trust will guide the Order," the Dark Woman answered 
solemnly. "Until we meet again, Master Windu." 


With that, she vanished, her presence fading away, leaving Mace 
Windu alone and with much to consider. 


"May the Force be with you," he said to the empty air, as he looked 
up to the sky above. "May it be with us all." 


THE END 


... Dear gods | can't believe we're here. The end of Her oof Naboo. 
This is... a strange feeling, I'll admit. | hope you've all enjoyed this 
ride, even if it slogged here and there. 


So, yes, there WILL be a sequel. | will post the first chapter to that in 
two months, at the end of March. This coming month is just for Hero 
of Naboo to have its moment in the spot light, finally finished and the 
top fic in Star Wars. 


I'll post a notice here when the fist chapter goes up. 


Beyond that, thank you all for everything. | was always nervous 
about writing in a setting as big and complicated as SW. | honestly 


didn't think | could pull it off. 


See you all next time with EPII. Still working on a name. Shattered 
Galaxy is a canidate, but I'm still thinking about it. 


Dark or Light, May the Force Be With You All. 


Sequel is Up! 


Hero of Naboo's sequel, Shattered Galaxy ! Hope you all enjoy it as 
much as you did this one. 


To finish this off on a good note, anyone want to declare what their 
favorite scene from Hero of Naboo was? Or, hell, the scene you 
liked least? 


PS Also, thinking about calling this the Vaderline Trilogy. As in 
Vader's timeLine. Yeah, not that clever, but feels kind of catchy. 


